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‘* Your highness mistakes your way,’’ said Monsoreau. ‘True,’ said the duke, 

“thank you.” —Page 373. Chicot, the Jester, 
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CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

CHAPTER I. 

THE WEDDING OF ST. LUC. 

Own the evening of a Sunday, in the year 1578, asplendid 
féte was given in the magnificent hotel just built opposite 
the Louvre, on the other side of the water, by the family of 
Montmorency, who, allied to the royalty of France, held 
themselves equal to princes. This féte was to celebrate 
the wedding of Frangois d’Epinay de St. Luc, a great 
friend and favorite of the king, Henri II1., with Jeanne 
de Crossé-Brissac, daughter of the marshal of that name. 

The banquet had taken place at the Louvre, and the king, 
who had been with much difficulty induced to consent to 
the marriage, had appeared at it with a severe and grave 
countenance. His costume was in harmony with his face ; 
he wore that suit of deep chestnut, in which Clouet de- 
scribed him at the wedding of Joyeuse ; and this kind of 
royal specter, solemn and majestic, had chilled all the 
spectators, but above all the young bride, at whom he cast 
many angry glances. The reason of all this was known 
to every one, but was one of those court secrets of which 
no one likes to speak. 

Scarcely was the repast finished, when the king had risen 
abruptly, thereby forcing every onetodothe same. Then 
St. Luc approached him, and said: “Sire, will your 
majesty do me the honor to accept the féte, which I wish 
to give to you this evening at the Hétel Montmorency ?” 
This was said in an imploring tone, but Henri, with a 
voice betraying both vexation and anger, had replied : 

** Yes, monsieur, we will go, although you certainly do 
not merit this proof of friendship on our part.” 
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Then Madame deSt. Luc had humbly thanked the king, 
but he turned his back without replying. 

“« Is the king angry with you ?” asked the young wife 
of her husband. 

«‘T will explain it to you after, mon amie, when this 
anger shall have passed away.” 

‘«¢ And will it pass away ?” 
«<Tt must.” 
Mademoiselle de Brissac was not yet sufficiently Madame 

de St. Luc to insist further ; therefore she repressed her 
curiosity, promising herself to satisfy it at a more favorable 
time. 

They were, therefore, expecting St. Luc at the Hétel 
Montmorency, at the moment in which our story com- 
mences. St. Luc had invited all the king’s friends and all his 
own ; the princes and their favorites, particularly those of 
the Ducd’Anjou. He was always in opposition to the king, 
but in a hidden manner, pushing forward those of his 
friends whom the example of La Mole and Coconnas had 
not cured. Of course, his favorites and those of the king 
lived inastate of antagonism, which brought on rencontres 
two or three times a month, in which it was rare that some 
one was not killed or badly wounded. 

As for Catherine, she wasat the height of her wishes; 
her favorite son was on the throne, and she reigned 
through him, while she pretended to care no more for the 
things of this world. St. Luc, very uneasy at the absence 
of all the royal family, tried to reassure his father-in-law, 
who was much distressed at this menacing absence. Con- 
vinced, like all the world, of the friendship of Henri for 
St. Luc, he had believed he was assuring the royal favor, 
and now this looked like a disgrace. St. Luc tried hard 
to inspire in them a security which he did not feel himself ; 
and his friends, Maugiron, Schomberg, and Quelus, clothed 
in their most magnificent dresses, stiff in their splendid 
doublets, with enormous frills, added to his annoyance by 
their ironical lamentations, 

‘¢ Eh! mon Dieu! my poor friend,” said Jacques de 
Levis, Comte de Quelus, ‘‘ I believe now that you are done 
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for. The king is angry that you would not take his advice, 
and M. d’Anjou because you laughed at his nose.” 

“No, Quelus, the king does not come, because he has 
made a pilgrimage to the monks of the Bois de Vincennes ; 
and the Duc d’Anjou is absent, because he is in love with 
some woman whom I have forgotten to invite.” 

** But,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ did you see the king’s face at 
dinner? And as for the duke, if he could not come, his 
gentlemen might. There is not one here, not even Bussy.” 

“‘Oh! gentlemen,” said the Duc de Brissac, in a de- 
spairing tone, ‘‘ it looks like a complete disgrace. Mon 
Dieu ! how can our house, always so devoted to his majesty, 
have displeased him ? ” 

The young men received this speech with bursts of 
laughter, which did not tend to soothe the marquis. The 
young bride was also wondering how St. Luc could have 
displeased the king. All at once one of the doors opened 
and the king was announced. 

*¢ Ah ! ” cried the marshal, ‘‘ now I fear nothing ; if the 
Duce d’Anjou would but come, my satisfaction would be 
complete.” 

_ « And I,” murmured St. Luc ; ‘‘I have more fear of 
the king present than absent, for I fear he comes to play 
me some spiteful tricks.” 

But, nevertheless, he ran to meet the king, who had 
quitted at last his somber costume, and advanced resplend- 
dent in satin, feathers, and jewels. But at the instant he 
entered another door opened just opposite, and a second 
Henri III., clothed exactly like the first, appeared, so 
that the courtiers, who had run to meet the first, turned 
round at once to look at the second. 

Henri III. saw the movement, and exclaimed : 
<‘ What is the matter, gentlemen ? ” 
A burst of langhter was thereply. The king, not natu- 

rally patient, and less so that day than usual, frowned ; 
but St. Lue approached, and said : 

“«Sire, it is Chicot, your jester, who is dressed exactly 
like your pay and is giving his hand to the ladies to 
kiss.” 

“ ~_—->— 
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Henri laughed. Chicot enjoyed at his court a liberty 
similar to that enjoyed thirty years before by Triboulet 
at the court of Frangois I., and forty years after by Longely 
at the court of Louis XIII. Chicot was not an ordinary 
jester. Before being Chicot he had been ‘‘ De Chicot.” 
He was a Gascon gentleman, who, ill-treated by M. de 
Mayenne on account of a rivalry in a love affair, in which 
Chicot had been victorious, had taken refuge at court, and 
prayed the king for his protection by telling him the 
truth. 

** Eh, M. Chicot,” said Henri, ‘‘ two kings at a time 
are too much.” 

‘* Then,” replied he, ‘* let me continue to be one, and 
you play Duc d’Anjou ; perhaps.you will be taken for him, 
and learn something of his doings.” 

**So,” said Henri, looking round him, “‘ Anjou is not 
here.” 

** The more reason for you to replacehim. It is settled, 
Tam Henri, and you are Frangois. I will play the king, 
while you dance and amuse yourself a little, poor king.” 

‘** You are right, Chicot, I will dance.” 
** Decidedly,” thought De Brissac, ‘‘ I was wrong to 

think the king angry ; he is in an excellent humor.” 
Meanwhile St. Luc had approached his wife. She was 

not a beauty, but she had fine black eyes, white teeth, and 
a dazzling complexion. 

‘* Monsieur,” said she to her husband, ‘* why did they 
say that the king was angry with me ; he has done nothing 
but smile on me ever since he came?” 

** You did not say so after dinner, dear Jeanne, for his 
look then frightened you.” 

** His majesty was, doubtless, out of humor then, but 
now——” 

“* Now, it is far worse ; he smiles with closed lips. I 
would rather he showed me his teeth. Jeanne, my poor 
child, he is preparing for us some disagreeable surprise. 
Oh! do not look at me so tenderly, I beg ; turn your back 
tome. Here is Maugiron coming ; converse with him, and 
be amiable to him.” 
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*¢ That is a strange recommendation, monsieur.” 
But St. Luc left his wife full of astonishment, and went 

to pay his court to Chicot, who was playing his part with 
a most laughable majesty. 

The king danced, but seemed never to lose sight of St. 
Luc. Sometimes he called him to repeat to him some © 
pleasantry, which, whether droll or not, made St. Luc 
langh heartily. Sometimes he offered him out of his com- 
fit box sweetmeats and candied fruits, which St. Luc 

~ found excellent. If he disappeared for an instant, the king 
sent for him, and seemed not happy if he was out of his 
sight. All at once a voice rose above all the tumult. 
“Oh!” said Henri, ‘I think I hear the voice of 

Chicot ; do you hear, St. Luc ?— the king is angry.” 
<¢ Yes, sire, it sounds as though he were quarreling 

with some one.” 
*< Go and see what it is, and come back and tell me.” 
As St. Luc approached he heard Chicot crying : 
‘* Thave made sumptuary laws, but if they are not enough 

I will make more ; at least they shall be numerous, if they 
are not good. By the horn of Beelzebub, six pages, M. de 
Bussy, are too much.” 
And Chicot, swelling out his cheeks, and putting his 

hand to his side, imitated the king to the life. 
** What does he say about Bussy ?” asked the king, when 

St. Luc returned. St. Luc was about to reply, when the 
crowd opening, showed to him six pages, dressed in cloth 
of gold, covered with chains, and bearing on their breasts 
the arms of their masters, sparkling in jewels. Behind 
them came a young man, handsome and proud, who walked 
with his head raised and a haughty look, and whose simple 
dress of black velvet contrasted with the splendor of his 
pages. This was Bussy d’Amboise. Maugiron, Schomberg, 
and Quelus had drawn near to the king. 

** See,” said Maugiron, “ here is the servant, but where 
is the master? Are yuu also in disgrace with him, St. 
Luc ?” 

*¢ Why should he follow Bussy ? ” said Quelus. 
‘* Do you not remember that when his majesty did M. de 
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Bussy the honor to ask him if he wished to belong to him, 
he replied that, heing of the House of Clermont, he followed 
no one, and belonged to himself.” 

The king frowned. 
‘« Yes,” said Maugiron, ‘* whatever you say, he serves the 

Due @’ Anjou. * 
‘* Then it is because the duke is greater than the king.” 
No observation could have been more annoying to the 

king than this, for he detested the Duc d’Anjou. ‘Thus, 
although he did not answer, he grew pale. 

«Come, come, gentlemen,” said St. Luc, trembling, “ a 
little charity for my guests, if you please ; do not spoil my 
wedding day.” 

“ Yes,” said the king, in a mocking tone ; ‘* do not spoil 
St. Lue’s wedding-day.” 

‘*Oh !” said Schomberg, ‘‘ is Bussy allied to the 
Brissacs ?—since St. Lue defends him.” 

‘¢ He is neither my friend nor relation, but he is my 
guest,” said St. Luc. The king gave an angry look. 
‘* Besides,” he hastened to add, ‘“‘ I do not defend him 
the least in the world.” 

Bussy approached gravely behind his pages tosalute the 
king, when Chicot cried : 
‘Oh, la ! Bussy d’Amboise, Louis de Clermont, Comte 

de Bussy, do you not see the true Henri, do you not know 
the true king from the false ? He to whom you are going 
is Chicot, my jester, at whom I so often laugh.” 

Bussy continued his way, and was about to bow before 
the king, when he said : 
“Do you not hear, M. de Bussy, you are called ?” and, 

amidst shouts of laughter from his minions, he turned his 
back to the young captain. Bussy reddened with anger, 
but he affected to take the king’s remark seriously, and 
turning round towards Chicot : 

** Ah! pardon, sire,” said he, “‘ there are kings who 
resemble jesters so much, that you will excuse me, I hope, 
for having taken a jester for a king.” 

‘¢ Hein,” murmured Henri, ‘‘ what does he say ?” 
** Nothing, sire,” said St. Lue. 
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“« Nevertheless, M. Bussy,” said Chicot ; ‘* it was un- 
pardonable.” 

** Sire, I was preoccupied.” 
‘¢ With your pages, monsieur,” said Chicot ; “ you ruin 

yourself in pages, and, par la mordieu, it is infringing our 
prerogatives.” 

“* How so? I beg your majesty to explain.” 
«Cloth of gold for them, while you a gentleman, acolonel, 

a Clermont, almost a prince, wear simple black velvet.” 
“Sire,” said Bussy, turning towardsthe kings’ minions, 

‘*as we live in a time when lackeys dress like princes, I 
think it good taste for princes to dress like lackeys.” 
And he returned to the young men in their splendid 

dress the impertinent smiles which they had bestowed on 
him alittle before. They grew pale with fury, and seemed 
only to wait the king’s permission to fall upon Bussy. 

‘* Isit for me and mine that you say that ? ” asked Chicot, 
speaking like the king. 

Three friends of Bussy’s now drew near to him. These 
were Charles d’Antragues, Frangois, Vicomte de Ribeirac, 
and Livarot. Seeing all this, St. Lue guessed that Bussy 
was sent by Monsieur to provoke a quarrel. He trembled 
more than ever, for he feared the combatants were about 
to take his house fora battle-field. He ran to Quelus, who 
already had his hand on his sword, and said, ‘* In Heayen’s 
name be moderate.” 

*< Parbleu, he attacks you as well as us.” 
“‘Quelus, think of the Duc d’Anjou, who supports 

Bussy ; you do not suppose I fear Bussy himself ? ” 
‘Eh! Mordieu, what need we fear ; we belong to the 

king. If we get into peril for him he will help us.” 
** You, yes ; but me,” said St. Luc, piteously. 
** Ah dame, why do you marry, knowing how jealous the 

king is in his friendships ?” 
“Good,” thought St. Luc, “‘every one for himself ; 

and as I wish to live tranquil during the first for’ night of 
my marriage, I will make friends with M. Bussy.* Andhe 
advanced towards him. After his impertinene speech, 
Bussy had looked round the room to see if any one wonld 
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take notice of it. Seeing St. Luc approach, he thought 
he had found what he sought. 

** Monsieur,” said he, “ is it to what I said just now, 
that I owe the honor of the conversation you appear to 
desire ? ” 

«‘ Of what you have just said, I heard nothing. No, I 
saw you, and wished to salute you, and thank you for the 
honor you have done me by your presence here.” 

Bussy, who knew the courage of St. Luc, understood at 
once that he considered the duties of a host paramount, 
and answered him politely. 

Henri, who had seen the movement said, “‘ Oh, oh! I 
fear there is mischief there; I cannot have St. Lue 
killed. Go and see, Quelus; no, you are too rash—you, 
Maugiron.” 

But St. Luc did not let him approach Bussy, but 
came to meet him and returned with him to the king. 

«‘ What have you been saying to that coxcomb ?” asked 
the king. 

‘¢T, sire 2” 
“ Yes, you.” 
**T said, good evening.” 
“©Oh! was that all?” . 
St. Luc saw he was wrong. ‘I said, good evening; 

adding, that I would have the honor of saying good morn- 
ing to-morrow ” 

«© Ah! Isuspected it.” 
** Will your majesty keep my secret ?” said St. Luc. 
“Oh! parbleu, if you could get rid of him without 

injury to yourself ——” 
The minions exchanged a rapid glance, which Henri III. 

seemed not to notice. 
“For,” continued he, ‘his insolence is too much.” 
‘«* Yes, yes,” said St. Luc, ‘* but some day he will find 

his master.” 
“Oh!” saidthe king, ‘he manages the sword well. 

Why does he not get bit by some dog?” And he threw a 
spiteful glance on Bussy, who was walking about, laugh- 
ing at all the king’s friends. 
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** Corbleu !” cried Chicot, *‘do not be so rude to my ‘ 
friends, M. Bussy, for I draw the sword, though I am a 
king, as well as if 1 was a common man.” 

*« Tf he continue such pleasantries, I will chastise Chicot, 
sire,” said Maugiron. 

**No, no, Maugiron, Chicot is agentleman. Besides, it 
is not he who most deserves punishment, for it is not he 
who is most insolent.” 
his time there was no mistaking, and Quelus made 

signs to D’O and D’Epernon, who had been in a different 
part of the room, and had not heard what was going on. 
“‘ Gentlemen,” said Quelus, ‘‘come to the council; you, 
St. Lue, go and finish making your peace with the king.” 

St. Luc approached the king, while the others drew 
back into a window. 

‘© Well,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘ what do you want ? Iwas 
making love, and I warn you, if your recital be not inter- 
esting I shall be very angry.” 

‘«T wish to tell you that after the ball I set off for the 
chase.” 

«¢ For what chase ?” 
«‘ That of the wild boar.” 
«© What possesses you to go, in this cold, to be killed in 

some thicket ?” 
«« Never mind, I am going.” 
«© Alone ?” 
**No, with Maugiron and Schomberg. We hunt for the 

king.” 
«© Ah! yes, I understand,” said Maugiron and Schom- 

berg. 
ie The king wishes a boar’s head for breakfast to-morrow. ” 
‘* With the neck dressed a l’Italienne,” said Maugiron, 

alluding to the turn-down collar which Bussy wore in oppo- 
sition to their ruffs. 

<¢ Ah, ah,” said D’Epernon, “ I understand.” 
<¢ What is it ?”? asked D’O, “for I do not.” 
«¢ Ah ! look round you.” 

te Well 1” 
‘Did any one laugh at us here ?” 
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“* Yes, Bussy.” 
“‘ Well, that is the wild boar the king wants.” 
‘* You think the king——” 
«He asks for it.” 
“‘ Well, then, so be it. But how do we hunt ?” 
‘Tn ambush ; it is the surest.” 
Bussy remarked the conference, and, not doubting that 

they were talking of him, approached, with his friends. 
«‘ Look, Antragues, look, Ribeirac,” said he, “‘ how they 

are grouped ; it is quite touching; it might be Euryale 
and Nisus, Damon and Pythias, Castor and——. But 
where is Pollux ?” 

‘<< Pollux is married, so that Castor is left alone.” 
** What can they be doing ?” 
‘I bet they are inventing some new starch.” 
«© No, gentlemen,” said Quelus, ‘‘ we are talking of the 

chase.” 
“* Really, Signor Cupid,” said Bussy ; ‘it is very cold 

for that. It will chap your skin.” 
“* Monsieur,” replied Maugiron, politely, *‘ we have warm 

gloves, and doublets lined with fur.” 
‘«‘Ah! that reassures me,” said Bussy; ‘“‘do you go 

soon ?” 
*¢ To-night, perhaps.” 
‘In that case I must warn the king; what will he say 

to-morrow, if he finds his friends have caught cold ?” 
‘Do not give yourself that trouble, monsieur,” said 

Quelus, ‘‘ his majesty knows it.” 
‘Do you hunt larks ?” asked Bussy, with an imperti- 

nent air. 
** No, monsieur, we hunt the boar. We want a head. 

Will you hunt with us, M. Bussy ?” 
‘« No, really, I cannot. To-morrow I must go to the 

Due d’Anjou for the reception of M. de Monsoreau, to 
whom monseigneur has just given the place of chief hunts- 
man.” 

“But, to-night ?” 
‘Ah! to-night, I have a rendezvous in a mysterious 

house of the Faubourg St. Antoine.” 
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«Ah! ah!” said D’Epernon, ‘‘is the Queen Margot 
here, incognito, M. de Bussy ?” 

** No, it is some one else.” 
«* Who expects you in the Faubourg St. Antoine?” 
«* Just so, indeed I will ask your advice, M. de Quelus.” 
*‘ Do so, although I am not a lawyer, I give very good 

advice.” 
“ They say the streets of Paris are unsafe, and that is a 

.. lonely place. Which way do you counsel me to take ?” 
** Why, I advise you to take the ferry-boat at the Pré- 

aux-Cleres, get out at the corner, and follow the quay 
until you arrive at the great Chatelet, and then go through 
the Rue de !a Tixanderie, until you reach the faubourg. 
Once at the corner of the Rue St. Antoine, if you pass the 
Hotel des Tournelles without accident, it is probable you 
will arrive safe and sound at your mysterious house.” 

‘« Thanks for your route, M. de Quelus, I shall be sure 
to follow it.” And saluting the five friends, he went away. 

As Bussy was crossing the last saloon where Madame de 
St. Luc was, her husband made a sign toher. She under- 
stood at once, and going up, stopped him. 

Oh! M. de Bussy,” said she, ‘‘ every one is talking of a 
sonnet you have made.” 

‘* Against the king, madame ?” 
** No, in honor of the queen ; do tell it to me.” 
** Willingly, madame,” and, offering his arm to her, he 

went off, repeating it. 
During this time, St. Luc drew softly near his friends, 

and heard Quelus say : 
**The animal will not be difficult to follow; thus then, 

at the corner of the Hétel des Tournelles, opposite the Hotel 
St. Pol.” 

‘* With each a lackey ?” asked D’Epernon. 
“** No, no, Nogaret, let us be alone, and keep our own 

secret, and do our own work. I hate him, but he is too 
much a gentleman for a lackey to touch.” 

‘« Shall we go ont all six together ?” 
*< All five if you please,” said St. Luc. 
** Ah! it is true, we forgot your wife.” 
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They heard the king’s voice calling St. Luc. 
‘* Gentlemen,” said he, ‘‘ the king callsme. Good sport, 

au revoir.” 

And he left them, but instead of going straight to the 
king, he ran to where Bussy stood with his wife. 

‘‘Ah! monsieur, how hurried you seem,” said Bussy. 
** Are you going also to join the chase ; it would be a proof 
of your courage, but not of your gallantry.” 

‘Monsieur, I was seeking you.” 
<¢ Really.” 
«¢ And I was afraid you were gone. Dear Jeanne, tell 

your father to try and stop the king, whilst I say a few 
words téte-d-téte to M. Bussy.” Jeanne went. 

“‘ T wish to say to you, monsieur,” continued St. Lue, 
‘‘that if you have any rendezvous to-night, you would do 
well to put it off, for the streets are not safe, and, above all, 
to avoid the Hétel des Tournelles, where there is a place 
where several men could hide. This is what I wished to 
say ; I know you fear nothing, but reflect.” 

At this moment they heard Chicot’s voice crying, ** St. 
Lue, St. Luc, do not hide yourself, I am waiting for you 
to return to the Louvre.” 

‘‘ Here Iam, sire,” cried St. Luc, rushing forward. Near 
Chicot stood the king, to whom one page was giving his 
ermine mantle, and another a velvet mask lined with satin. 

‘* Sire,” said St. Luc, “ I will have the honor of light- 
ing your majesties to your litters.” 

«© No,” said Henri, ‘‘ Chicot goes one way, and I another. 
My friends are good-for-nothings, who have run away 
and left me to return alone to the Louvre. Ihad counted on 
them, and you cannot let me go alone. You are a grave 
married man, and must take me back to the queen. Come, 
my friend, my litter is large enough for two.” 
Madame de St. Luc, who had heard this, tried to speak, 

and to tell her father that the king was carrying away her 
husband, but he, placing his fingers on his mouth, motioned 
her to be silent. 
‘Tam ready, sire,” said he, ‘ to follow you.” 
When the king took leave, the others followed, and 
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Jeanne was left alone. She entered her room, and knelt 
down before the image of a saint to pray, then sat down to 
wait for her husband’s return. M. de Brissac sent six men 
to the Louvre to attend him back. But two hours after 
one of them returned, saying, that the Louvre was closed 
and that before closing, the captain of the watch had said, 
“Tt is useless to wait longer, no one will leave the Louvre 
to-night ; his majesty is in bed.” 
The marshal carried this news to his daughter. 

CHAPTER II. 

HOW IT IS NOT ALWAYS HE WHO OPENS THE DOOR, WHO 

ENTERS THE HOUSE, 

Tue Porte St. Antoine was a kind of vault in stone, 
similar to our present Porte St. Denis, only it was attached 
by its left side to buildings adjacent to the Bastile. The 
space at the right, between the gate and the Hotel 
des Tournelles, was large and dark, little frequented by 
day, and quite solitary at night, for all passers-by took the 
side next to the fortress, so as to be in some degree 
under the protection of the sentinel. Of course, winter 
nights were still more feared than summer ones. 

That on which the events which we have recounted, and 
are about to recount took place, was cold and black. Be- 
fore the gate on the side of the city, was no house, but only 
high walls, those of the church of St. Paul, and of the 
Hétel des Tournelles. At the end of this wall was the 
niche of which St. Luc had spoken to Bussy. No lamps 
lighted this part of Paris at that epoch. In the nights 
when the moon charged herself with the lighting of the 
earth, the Bastile rose somber and majestic against the 
starry blue of the skies, but on dark nights, there seemed 
only a thickening of the shadows where it stood. On the 
night in question, a practised eye might have detected 
in the angle of the wall of the Tournelles several black 
shades, which moved enough to show that they belonged to 
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poor devils of human bodies, who seemed to find it 
difficult to preserve their natural warmth as they stood 
there. The sentinel from the Bastile, who could not see 
them on account of the darkness, could not hear them 
either, for they talked almost in whispers. However, the 
conversation did not want interest. 

‘¢ This Bussy was right,” said one ; “ it is a night such 
as we had at Warsaw, when Henri was King of Poland, 
and if this continues we shall freeze.” 

** Come, Maugiron, you complain like a woman,” replied 
another :‘‘ it isnot warm, I confess ; but draw your mantle 
over your eyes, and put your hands in your pockets, and 
you will not feel it.” 

“* Really, Schomberg,” said a third, “‘ it is easy to see 
you are German. As for me, my lips bleed, and my 
mustachios are stiff with ice.” 

“It is my hands,” said a fourth ; ‘on my honor, I 
would not swear I had any.” 

“‘ You should have taken your mamma's muff, poor 
Quelus,” said Schomberg. 

‘*Eh! mon Dieu, have patience,” said a fifth voice; 
*¢ vou will soon be complaining you are hot.” 

“* T see some one coming through the Rue St. Paul,” said 
Quelus. j 

**Tt cannot be him; he named another route.” 
** Might he not have suspected something, and changed 

it ?” 
«© You do not know Bussy ; where he said he should go, 

he would go, if he knew that Satan himself were barring 
his passage.” 

“<« However, here are two men coming.” 
“* Ma foi! yes.” 
** Let us charge,” said Schomberg. 
«One moment,” said D’Epernon ; “do not let us kill 

good bourgeois, or poor women. Hold! they stop.” 
In fact, they had stopped, and looked as if undecided. 
*‘Oh, can they have seen us ?” 
«« We can hardly see ourselves !” 
“‘See, they turn'to the left; they stop before a house 
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they are seeking—they are trying to enter ; they will escape 
us !” 

‘«* But it is not him, for he was going to the Faubourg 
St. Antoine.” 
_ *Oh ! how do you know he told you right ?” 

At this supposition they all rushed out, sword in hand, 
towards the gentlemen. 

~ One of the men had just introduced a key into the lock ; 
the door had yielded and was about to open, when the 
noise of their assailants made them turn. 

‘© Whatis this ? Can it be against us, Aurilly ?” said one. 
**Ah, monseigneur,” said the other, who had opened 

the door, ‘‘ it looks like it. Will you name yourself, or 
keep incognito ?” 

** Armed men—an ambush 
“‘Some jealous lover; I said the lady was too beantiful 

not to be watched.” 
** Let us enter quickly, Aurilly ; we are safer within 

doors.” 
** Yes, monseigneur, if there are not enemies within ; 

but how do you know——” 
He had not time to finish. The young men rushed up ; 

Quelus and Maugiron made for the door to prevent their 
entering, while Schomberg, D’O, and D’Epernon pre- 
pared to attack in front. But he who had been called 
monseigneur turned towards Quelus, who was in front, and 
crossing his arms proudly, said : 

~ You attack a son of France, M. Quelus!” 
‘Quelus drew back, trembling, and thunderstruck. 

** Monseigneur le Duc d’Anjou !” he cried. 
‘«*The Duc d’Anjou !” repeated the others. 
“‘ Well, gentlemen,” cried the duke. 
«* Monseigneur,” stammered D’Epernon, -‘‘ it was ajoke ; 

forgive us.” 
‘«« Monseigneur,” said D’O, ‘‘ we did not dream of meet- 

ing your highness here ! ” 
«<A joke!” said the duke; ‘‘ you have an odd manner 

of joking, M. d’Epernon. Since it was not intended for 
me, whom did your jest menace ? * 

199 
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3? ‘“« Monseigneur,” said Schomberg ; ‘‘ we saw St. Lue 
quit the Hétel Montmorency and come this way ; it seemed 
strange to us, and we wished to see what took him out on 
his wedding night. 38 

‘*M. deSt. Luc—you took me for him ?” 
‘Yes, monseigneur.” 
‘*M. de St. Luc is a head taller then I am.” 
‘*Tt is true, monseigneur ; but he is just the height of 

M. Aurilly.” 
‘«« And seeing a man put a key ina lock, we took him for 

the principal,” added D’0O. 
‘¢ Monseigneur cannot suppose that we had the shadow 

of an ill-will towards him, even to disturb his pleasures ?” 
As he listened, the duke, by a skilful movement, had, 

little by little, quitted the door, followed by Aurilly, and 
was now at some distance off. 

‘* My pleasures!” said he, angrily ; ‘‘ what makes you 
think I was seeking pleasure 63 

«* Ah, monseigneur, in any case pardon us, and let us 
retire,” ‘anid Quelus. 
‘Tt is well ; adieu, gentlemen ; but first listen. I was 

going to consult the Jew Manasses, who reads the future ; 
he lives, as you know, in Rue de la Tournelle. In pass- 
ing, Aurilly saw you and took you for the watch, and we, 
therefore, tried to hide ourselves in a doorway. And now 
you know what to believe and say ; it is needless to add, 
that I do not wish to be followed,” and he turned away 

‘* Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, ‘I am sure these men 
have bad intentions; it is near midnight, and this is a 
lonely quarter ; let us return home, I beg.” 

«© No, no ; let us profit by their departure.” 
«‘ Your highness is deceived ; they have not gone, but 

have returned to their retreat: look in the angle of the 
Hétel des Tournelles, ” 

Frangois looked, and saw that Aurilly was right ; it was 
evident that they waited for something, perhaps to see if 
the duke were really going to the Jew. 

*< Well, Monseigneur,” continued Aurilly, ‘‘do you not 
think it will be more prudent to go home ?” | 
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** Mordieu ! yet it is annoying to give up.’ 
*€ Yes; but it can be put off. I told your highness that 

the house is taken for a year ; we know the lady lodges on 
the first story. We have gained her maid, and have a key 
‘which opens the door: you may wait safely.” 

<< You are sure that the door yielded ?” 
-* Yes, at the third key I tried.” 

‘* Are you sure you shut it again ?” 
<‘ Yes, monseigneur.” 
Aurilly did not feel sure, as he said, but he did not choose 

to admit it. 
‘Well, I will go; I shall return some other time.” 

And the duke went away, promising to pay off the gentle- 
men for their interruption. 
They had hardly disappeared, when the five companions 

saw approach a cavalier wrapped in a large cloak. The 
steps of his horse resounded on the frozen ground, and 
they went slowly and with precaution, for it was slippery. 

*« This time,” said Quelus, ‘it is he.” 
** Impossible,” said Maugiron. 
“é Why vize 

«« Because he is alone, and we left him with Liivarot, 
Antragues, and Ribeirac, who would not have let him run 
such a risk.” 

“Tt is he, however; do you not recognize his insolent 
way of carrying his head ?” 

‘‘Then,” said D’O, ‘it is a snare.” 
“‘Tn any case, it is he; and so to arms!” 
It was, indeed, Bussy, who came carelessly down the Rue 

St. Antoine, and followed the route given him by Quelus ; 
he had, as we have seen, received the warning of St. Luc, 
and, in spite of it, had parted from his friends at the Hotel 
Montmorency. It was one of those bravadoes delighted in 
by the valiant colonel, who said of himself, “I am but a 
simple gentleman, but I bear in my breast the heart of 
an emperor ; and when I read in Plutarch the exploits of 
the ancient Romans, I think there is not one that I could 
not imitate.” And besides, he thought that St. Lue, who 
was not ordinarily one of his friends, merely wished toges 

a 
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him laughed at for his precautions ; and Bussy feared ridi- 
cule more than danger. 
He had, even in the eyes of his enemies, earned a repu- 

tation for courage, which could only be sustained by the 
rashest adventures. Therefore, alone, and armed only 
with a sword and poniard, he advanced towards the house 
where waited for him no perscn, but simply a letter, which 
the Queen of Navarre sent hi.. every month on the same 
day, and which he, according to his promise to the beauti- 
ful Marguerite, went to fetch himself, alone, and at night. 
When he arrived at the Rue St. Catherine, his active eye 

discerned in the shade the forms of his adversaries. He 
counted them: ‘ Three, four, five,” said he, ‘* without 
counting the lackeys, who are doubtless within call. They 
think much of me, it seems; all these for one man. 
That brave St. Luc did not deceive me; and were his even 
the first sword to pierce me I would ery, ‘ Thanks for your 
warning, friend.’” So saying, he continued to advance, 
only his arm held his sword under his cloak, of which he 
had unfastened the clasp. 

It was then that Quelus cried, ** To arms.” 
‘* Ah, gentlemen,” said Bussy, ‘it appears you wish to 

kill me : Iam the wild boar you had to hunt. Well, gentle- 
men, the wild boar will rip up a few of you ; I swear it to 
you, and I never break my word.” 

“© Possibly,” said Schomberg ; ‘‘ but it is not right, M. 
Bussy d’Amboise, that you should be on horseback and we 
on foot.” And as he spoke, the arm of the young man, 
covered with white satin, which glistened in the moon- 
light, came from under his cloak, and Bussy felt his 
horse give way under him. Schomberg had, with an 
address peculiar to himself, pierced the horse’s leg with 
a kind of cutlass, of which the blade was heavier than the 
handle and which had remained in the wound. The 
animal gave a shrill cry and fell on his knees. Bussy, al- 
ways ready, jumped at once to the ground, sword in 
hand. 

*“*Ah!” criedhe, ‘‘my favorite horse, you shall pay 
for this.” And as Schomberg approached incautiously, 
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Bussy gave him a blow which broke his thigh. Schom- 
berg uttered a cry. 
‘Well! ” said Bussy, ‘‘ have I kept my word ? one al- 

ready. It was the wrist of Bussy, and not his horse’ s leg, 
you should have cut.” 

In an instant, while Schomberg bound up his thigh with 
_. his handkerchief, Bussy presented the point of his long 

sword to his four other assailants, disdaining to cry for 
help, but retreating gradually, not to fly, but to gain a wall, 
against which to support himself, and prevent his being 
attacked behind, making all the while constant thrusts, and 
feeling sometimes that soft resistance of the flesh which 
showed that his blows had taken effect. Once he slipped 
for an instant. ‘That instant sufficed for Quelus to give 
him a wound in the side. 

“Touched,” cried Quelus. 
«* Yes, in the doublet,” said Bussy, who would not even 

acknowledge his hurt. And rushing on Quelus, with a 
vigorous effort, he made his sword fly from his hand. But 
he could not pursue his advantage, for D’O, D’Epernon, 
and Maugiron attacked him with fresh fury. Schomberg 
had bound his wound, and Quelus picked up his sword. 
Bussy made abound backwards, and reached the wall. 
There he stopped, strong as Achilles, and smiling at the 
tempest of blows which rained around him. All at once 
he felt a cloud pass over his eyes. He had forgotten his 
wound, but these symptoms of fainting recalled it to him. 

** Ah, you falter!” cried Quelus. 
«Judge of it!” cried Bussy. And with the hilt of his 

sword he struck him on the temple. Quelus fell under 
the blow. Then furious—wild, he rushed forward, utter- 
ing a terrible cry. D’O and D’Epernon drew back, Mau- 
giron was raising Quelus, when Bussy broke his sword with 
his foot, and wounded the right arm of D’Epernon. For 
a moment he was conqueror, but Quelus recovered himself, 
and four swords flashedagain. Bussy felt himselflost. He 
gathered all his strength to retreat once more step by step. 
Already the perspiration was cold on his brow, and the 
ringing in his ears and the cloud over his eyes warned 
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him that his strength was giving way. He sought for the 
wall with his left hand; to his astonishment, it yielded. 
It was a door not quite closed. Then he regained hope 
and strength fora last effort. For a second his blows 
were rapid and violent. Then he let himself glide inside 
the door, and pushed it to with a violent blow. It shut, 
and Bussy was saved. He heard the furious blows of his 
enemies on the door, their cries of rage, and wrathful im- 
precations. Then, the ground seemed to fail under his 
feet, and the walls to move. He madeafew steps forward, 
and fell on the steps of a staircase. He knew no more, 
but seemed to descend into the silence and obscurity of 
the tomb. 

CHAPTER III. 

HOW IT IS SOMETIMES DIFFICULT TO DISTINGUISH A DREAM 

FROM THE REALITY. 

Bussy had had time, before falling, to pass his hand- 
xerchief under his shirt, and to buckle the belt of his sword 
over it, so as to make a kind of bandage to the open wound 
wnence the blood flowed, but he had already lost blood 
enough to make him faint. However, during his faint- 
ing fit, this is what Bussy saw, or thought he saw. He 
found himself in a room with furniture of carved wood, 
with a tapestry of figures, and a painted ceiling. These 
figures, in all possible attitudes, holding flowers, carrying 
arms, seemed to him to be stepping from the walls. Be- 
tween the two windows a portrait of alady was hung. He, 
fixed to his bed, lay regarding all this. All at once the 
lady of the portrait seemed to move, and an adorable 
creature, clothed in a long white robe, with fair hair falling 
over her shoulders, and with ey s black as jet, with long 
lashes, and with askin under which he seemed to see the 
blood circulate, advanced toward the bed. This woman was 
so beautiful, that Bussy made a violent effort to rise and 
throw himself at her feet. But he seemed to be confined 
in there by bonds like those which keep the dead body in 
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the tomb, while the soul mounts to the skies. This forced 
him to look at the bel on which he was lying, and it 
seemed to him one of those magnificent beds sculptured in 
the reign of Francis I., to which were suspended hangings 
of white damask, embroidered in gold. 

At the sight of this woman, the people of the wall and 
__ ceiling ceased to occupy his attention ; she was all to him, 

- and he looked to see if she had left a vacancy in the frame. 
But suddenly she disappeared ; and an opaque body in- 
terposed itself between her and Bussy, moving slowly, and 
stretching its arms outas though it were playing blind- 
man’s buff. Bussy felt in such a passion at this, that, had 
he been able, he would certainly have attacked this im- 
portunate vision ; but as he made a vain effort, the new- 
comer spoke : 

** Well,” said he, “* have I arrived at last ?” 
‘Yes, monsieur,” said a voice so sweet that it thrilled 

through Bussy, “ and now you may take off your bandage.” 
Bussy made an effort to see if the sweet voice belonged 

to the lady of the portrait, but it was useless. He only saw 
the pleasant face of a young man, who had just, as he was 
told, taken off his bandage, and was looking curiously 
about him. 

** To the devil with this man,” thought Bussy, and he 
tried to speak, but fruitlessly. 

«Ah, I understand now,” said the young man, ap- 
proaching the bed; “ you are wounded, are you not, my 
dear sir? Well, we will try to cure you.” 

*‘ Ts the wound mortal ?” asked the sweet voice again, 
with a sad accent, which brought tears into the eyes of 
Bussy. 

<*T do not know yet, I am going to see ; meanwhile, he 
has fainted.” 

This was all Bussy heard, he seemed to feel a red-hot 
iron in his side, and then lost all consciousness. After- 
wards, it was impossible for Bussy to fix the duration of 
this insensibility. 
When he woke, a cold wind blew over his face, and 

harsh voices sounded in his ears ; he opened his eyes to see 
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if it were the people of the tapestry speaking, and hoping 
to see the lady again, looked round him. But there was 
neither tapestry nor ceiling visible, and the portrait had 
also disappeared. He saw at his right only a man witha 
white apron spotted with blood ; at his left, a monk, who 
was raising his head ; and before him, an old woman mum- 
bling her prayers. His wondering eyes next rested on a 
mass of stone before him, in which he recognized the 
Temple, and above that, the cold white sky, slightly tinted 
by the rising sun. He was in the street. 

‘* Ah, thank you, good people,” said he, ‘* for the trouble 
you have taken in bringing me here. I wanted air, but you 
might have given it to me by opening the window, and I 
should have been better on my bed of white damask and 
gold than on the bare ground. But never mind, there is 
in my pocket, unless you have paid yourselves, which 
would have been prudent, some twenty golden crowns; 
take, my friends, take.” 

«‘ But, my good gentleman,” said the butcher, “‘ we did 
not bring you here, but found you here as we passed.” 

‘«¢ Ah, diable ! and the young doctor, was he here ?” 
The bystanders looked at each other. 
‘Tt is the remains of delirium,” said the monk. Then, 

turning to Bussy, ‘‘ I think you would do well to confess,” 
said he, *‘ there was no doctor, poor young man ; you were 
here alone, and as cold as death.” 

Bussy then remembered having received a sword stroke, 
glided his hand under his doublet, and felt his hand- 
kerchief in the same place, fixed over his wound by his 
sword-belt. 

‘It is singular,” said he. 
Already profiting by his permission, the lookers-on were 

dividing his purse. 
‘* Now, my friends,” said he, ‘‘ will you take me to my 

hétel ?” 
«« Ah, certainly,” said the old woman, “‘ poor dear young 

man, the butcher is strong, and then he has his horse, on 
which you can ride.” 

“Yes, my gentleman, my horse and I are at your service,” 
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‘Nevertheless, my son,” said the monk, ‘I think you 
would do well to confess.” 

‘* What are you called ?” asked Bussy. 
** Brother Gorenflot.” 

- Well, Brother Gorenflot, I trust my hour has not yet 
arrived, and, as I am cold, I wish to get quickly home and 

_. warm myself.” 
«« What is your hotel called ?” 
«* Hotel de Bussy.” 
“«* How !” cried all, “‘ you belong to M. de Bussy ?” 
**T am M. de Bussy himself.” 
** Bussy,” cried the butcher, ‘‘ the brave Bussy, the 

scourge of the minions!” And raising him, he was quickly 
carried home, whilst the monk went away, murmuring, 
*« Tf it was that Bussy, I do not wonder he would not con- 
fess !” 
When he got home, Bussy sent for his usual doctor, 

who found the wound not dangerous. 
‘* Tell me,” said Bussy, ‘‘ has it not been already dressed?” 
** Ma foi,” said the doctor, **I am not sure.” 
** And was it serious enough to make me delirious ?” 
*« Certainly.” 
* Ah!” thought Bussy, “‘ was that tapestry, that frescoed 

ceiling, that bed, the portrait between the windows, the 
beautiful blonde woman with black eyes, the doctor blind- 
folded, was this all delirium? Is nothing true but my 
combat ? WheredidI fight ? Ah, yes, [remember ; near 
the Bastile, by the Rue St. Paul. I leaned against a 
door, and it opened ; I shutit—and then I remember no 
more. Have I dreamed or not? And my horse! My 
horse must have been found dead on the place. Doctor, 
pray call some one,” ; 

The doctor called a valet. Bussy inquired, and heard 
that the animal, bleeding and mutilated, had dragged itself 
to the door of the hotel, and had been found there. 

‘* Tt must have been a dream,” thought he again : “how 
should a portrait come down from the wall and talk toa 
doctor with a bandage on his eyes ? Iam a fool; and yet 
when I remember she was so charming,” and he began to 
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describe her beauties, till he cried out, “ It is impossible 
it should have been a dream ; and yet I found myself in 
the street, and a monk kneeling by me. Doctor,” said he, 
‘* shall I have to keep the house a fortnight again for this 
scratch, as I did for the last ?” 

*¢ We shall see ; can you walk ?” 
** T seem to have quicksilver in my legs.” 
“é Try.” 

Bussy jumped ont of bed, and walked quickly round his 
room. 

‘** That will do,” said the doctor, ‘* provided that you do 
not go on horseback, or walk ten miles the first day.” 

** Capital ! you are a doctor ; however, I have seen 
another to-night. Yes, Isaw him, and if ever I meet him, 
I should know him.” 

** T advise you not to seek for him, monsieur ; one has 
always alittle fever after a sword wound ; you should know 
that, who have had a dozen.” 

**Ah, mon Dieu!” cried Bussy, struck with a new 
idea, “did my dream begin outside the door instead of 
inside ? Was there no more astaircase and a passage, than 
there was a bed with white and gold damask, and a portrait ? 
Perhaps those wretches, thinking me dead, carried me to 
the Temple, to divert suspicion, should any one have seen 
them hiding. Certainly, it must be so, and I have dreamed 
the rest. Mon Dieu ! if they have procured for me this 
dream which torments me so, I swear to make an end of 
them all.” 

‘* My dear seigneur,” said the doctor, ‘* if you wish to 
get well, you must not agitate yourself thus.” 

‘« Except St. Luc,” continued Bussy, without attending ; 
*< he acted as a friend, and my first visit shall be to him.” 

** Not before five this evening.” 
*¢ Tf you wish it ; but, I assure you, it is not going out 

and seeing people which will make me ill, but staying 
quietly at home.” 

‘¢ Well, itis possible ; you are always a singular patient ; 
act as you please, only 1 recommend you not to get another 
wound before this one is healed.” ~ 
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Bussy promised to do his best to avoid it, and, after 
dressing, called for his litter to take him to the Hétel 
Montmorency. 

CHAPTER IV. 

HOW MADAME DE ST. LUC HAD PASSED THE NIGHT. 

Louis DE CLERMONT, commonly called Bussy d’Amboise, 
was a perfect gentleman, anda very handsome man. Kings 
and princes had sought for his friendship ; queens and 
princesses had lavished on him their sweetest smiles. He 
had succeeded La Mole in the affections of Queen Mar- 
guerite, who had committed for him so many follies, that 
even her husband, insensible so long, was moved at them ; 
and the Duke Frangois would never have pardoned him, had 
it not gained over Bussy to his interests, and once again he 
sacrificed all to his ambition. But in the midst of all his 
successes of war, ambition, and intrigue, he had remained 
insensible ; and he who had never known fear, had never 
either known love. 
When the servants of M. de St. Luc saw Bussy enter, 

they ran to tell M. de Brissac. 
**Ts M. deSt. Luc at home ?” asked Bussy. 
«* No, monsieur.” 
«¢ Where shall I find him ?” 
**J¥ do not know, monsieur. We are all very anxious 

about him, for he has not returned since yesterday.” 
“«« Nonsense.” 
*< It ig true, monsieur.” 
** But Madame de St. Luc ?” 
«‘ Oh, she is here.” 
«* Tell her I shall be charmed if she will allow me to pay 

my respects to her.” 
Five minutes after, the messenger returned, saying 

Madame de St. Luc would be glad to see M. de Bussy. 
When Bussy entered the room, Jeanne ran to meet him. 

She was very pale, and her jet black hair made her look 
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more so; her eyes were red from her sleepless night, and 
there were traces of tears on her cheeks. 
«You are welcome, M. de Bussy,” said she, ‘‘ in spite of 

the fears your presence awakens.” 
‘‘What do you mean, madame ? how can I cause you 

fear ?” 
«Ah! there was a meeting last night between you and 

M. de St. Luc ? confess it.” 
‘* Between me and St. Luc !” 
«Yes, he sent me away to speak to yon; you belong to 

the Duc d’Anjou, he to the king. You have quarrelled— 
do not hideitfrom me. You must understand my anxiety. 
He went with the king, it is trune—but afterwards ?” 

‘‘ Madame, this is marvelous. I expected you to ask 
after my wound——” 

‘© He wounded you ; he did fight, then ?” 
‘*No, madame; not with me at least; it was not he 

who wounded me. Indeed, he did all he could tosave me. 
Did he not tell you so ?” 

‘¢ How could he tell me? I have not seen him.” 
«*You have not seen him ? Then your porter spoke 

the truth.” 
‘*T have not seen him since eleven last night.” 
‘¢ But where can he be ?” 
«‘T should rather ask you.” 
«*Oh, pardieu, tell me about it, it is very droll.” 
The poor woman looked at him with astonishment. 
‘‘ No, it is very sad, I mean. I have lost much blood, 

and scarcely know what I am saying. Tell me this lament- 
able story, madame.” 

Jeanne told all she knew ; how the king had carried him 
off, the shutting of the doors of the Louvre, and the mes- 
sage of the guards. 

** Ah ! very well, I understand,” said Bussy. 
“ How! you understand.” 
“ Yes ; his majesty took him to the Louvre and once 

there he could not come out again.” 
«* And why not ? ” 
«‘ Ah! that is a state secret.” 
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«* But my father went to the Louvre, and I also, and the 
guards said they did not know what we meant.” 

‘« All the more reason that he should be there.” 
** You think so ?” 
“Tam sure of it, and if you wish to be so also——” 
“How ?” 
« By seeing.” 
“Can I?” 
** Certainly.” 
** But if I go there, they will send me away, as they did 

before.” 
“* Would you like to go in?” 
‘But if he is not there ?” 
**T tell you he is there. Come; but they will not let in 

the wife of St. Luc.” 
** You laugh at me, and it is very cruel in my distress.” 
*“No, dear lady, listen. You are young, you are tall, 

and have black eyes; you are like my youngest page, who 
looked so well in the cloth of gold yesterday.” 

** Ah! what folly, M. Bussy,” cried Jeanne, blushing. 
“‘T have no other method but this. If you wish to see 

St. Luc——” 
“*Oh! I would give all the world to see him.” 
** Well, I promise that you shall without giving any- 

thing.” 
‘Oh, but——” 
*¢ [told you how.” 
‘© Well, I will do it ; shall I send for the dress ? ” 
“‘No, I will send you a new oneI haveat home ; then 

you must join me this evening at the Rue St. Honoré. 
and we will go togeth r to the Louvre.” Jeanne began to 
laugh, and gave her hand to Bussy. 

‘** Pardon my suspicions,” said she. 
** Wiliingly,” and taking leave he went home to prepare. 
Bussy and Madame de St. Luc met at the appointed 

time ; Jeanne looked beautiful in her disguise. At the 
end of the Rue St. Germain-l’Auxerrois they met a large 
party in which Bussy recognized the Duc d’ Anjou and 
his train. ban 
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** Ah,” said he, “we will make a triumphal entry into 
the Louvre.” 

‘*Eh! monseigneur,” cried he to the duke. 
The prince turned. ‘* You, Bussy !” cried he joyfully, 

‘* Theard you were badly wounded, and I was going to 
your hotel.” 

‘* Ma foi, monseigneur, if I am not dead, it is thanks to 
no one but myself. You get me into nice situations ; that 
ball at St. Luc’s was a regular snare, and they have nearly 
drained all the blood out of my body.” 

««They shall pay for it, Bussy ; they shall pay dearly.” 
«© Yes, you say so,” said Bussy, with his usual liberty, 

‘* and you will smile on the first you meet.” 
** Well! accompany me to the Louvre, and you shall 

see.” 
‘* What shall I see, monseigneur ?” 
<‘ How I will speak to my brother.” 
«* You promise me reparation ?” 
‘‘T promise you shall be content. You hesitate still, 

I believe.” 
*¢ Monseigneur, I know you so well.” 
«* Come, I tell you.” 
“This is good for you,” whispered Bussy to Jeanne. 

«« There will be a quarrel between the brothers, and mean- 
while you can find St. Luc.” 

‘< Well,” said he to the prince, ‘‘ I follow you; if lam 
insulted, at least I can always revenge myself.” 
And he took his place near the duke, while his page 

kept close to him. 
“‘Revenge yourself; no, Bussy,” said the prince, “ I 

charge myself with it. I know your assassins,” added he, 
in a low tone. 

‘‘ What ! your highness has taken the trouble to in- 
quire ?” 

‘¢ T saw them.” 
** How so?” cried Bussy, astonished. 
“Oh! I had business myself at the Porte St. Antoine. » 

They barely missed killing me in your place. Ah! I did 

not know it was you they were waiting for, or else——-” 
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** Well ?” 
** Had you this new page with you?” asked the prince, 

without finishing his sentence. 
** No, I was alone, and you ?” 
‘Thad Aurilly with me ; and why were you alone ?” 
** Because I wish to preserve my name’ of the brave 

Bussy.” 
«« And they wounded you ?” 
‘IT do not wish to give them the pleasure of knowing 

it, but I had a severe wound in the side.” 
«* Ah! the wretches; Aurilly said he was sure they were 

bent on mischief.” 
<¢ How! you saw the ambush, you were with Aurilly, 

who uses his sword as well as his lute, you thought they 
had bad intentions, and you did not watch to give aid ?” 

‘¢T did not know who they were waiting for.” 
‘« Mort diable ! when you saw the king’s friends, you 

might have known it was against some friends of yours. 
Now, as there is hardly any one but myself who has cour- 
age to be your friend, you might have guessed that it 
was |.” 

<‘Oh ! perhaps you are right, my dear Bussy, but I did 
not think of all that.” 
When they entered, ‘‘Remember' your promise,” said 

Bussy, ‘‘I have some one to speak to.” 
‘You leave me, Bussy ?” 
“Yes, I must, but if I hear a great noise I will come to 

you, so speak loud.” 
Then Bussy, followed by Jeanne, took a secret staircase, 

traversed two or three corridors, and arrived at an ante: 
chamber. 

*‘ Wait here for me,” said heto Jeanne. 
‘* Ah, mon Dieu! you leave me alone.” 
*¢ J must, to provide for your entrance.” 
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CHAPTER V. 

HOW MADAME DE ST. LUC PASSED THE SECOND NIGHT OF 

HER MARRIAGE, 

Bussy went straight to the sleeping-room of the king. 
There were in it two beds of velvet and satin, pictures, 
relics, perfumed sachets from the East, and acollection of 
beautiful swords. Bussy knew the king was not there, as 
his brother had asked to see him, but he knew that there 
was next to it a little room which was occupied in turn by 
all the king’s favorites, and which he now expected to find 
occupied by St. Luc, whom the king in his great affection 
had carried off from his wife. Bussy knocked at the ante- 
chamber common to the two rooms. The captain of the 
guards opened. 

<‘M. de Bussy ! ” cried he. 
‘* Yes, myself, dear M. de Nancey; the king wishes to 

speak to M. de St. Luc.” 
“Very well, tell M. de St. Luc the king wants him.” 
‘“« What is he doing ?” 
‘He is with Chicot, waiting for the king’s return from 

his brother.” 
«Will you permit my page to wait here ?” 
‘** Willingly, monsieur.’ 
«Enter, Jean,” said Bussy, and he pointed to- pre ein- 

brasure of a window, where she went to hide herself. St. 
Luc entered, and M. de Nancey retired. 

‘“‘What does the king want now?” cried St. ees 
angrily ; ‘‘ah! it is you, M. de Bussy.” 

<‘T, and before everything, let me thank you~ for the 
service you rendered me.” 
«Ah! it was quite natural; I could not bear to see a 

brave gentleman assassinated : I thought you killed. 
“Tt did not want much to do it, but I got off with a 

wound, which I think I repaid with interest to Schomberg 
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and D’Epernon. As for Quelus, he may thank the bones 
of his head : they are the hardest I ever knew.” 

<¢ Ah! tell me about it, it will amuse mea little.” 
«‘T have no time now, I come for something else. You 

are ennuyé——” 
«To death.” 
¢* And a prisoner ?” 
“‘Completely. The king pretends no one can amuse 

him but me. He is very good, for since yesterday I have 
made more grimaces than his ape, and been more rude 
than his jester.” 

“‘ Well, it is my turn to render you a service : can I do 
it?” 

** Yes, go to the Marshal de Brissac’s, and reassure my 
poor little wife, who must be very uneasy, and must think 
my conduct very strange.” 

‘¢ What shall I say to her ?” 
** Morbleu ! tell her what you see ; that I am a prisoner, 

and that the king talks to me of friendship like Cicero, 
who wrote on it ; and of virtue like Socrates, who practised 
it. It is in vain I tell him Iam ungrateful for the first, 
and incredulous as to the last: he only repeats it over 
again.” 

‘* Ts that all I can do for you ?” 
*< Ah, mon Dieu ! I fear so.” 
**Then it is done.” 
** How so ?” 
“T guessed all this, and told your wife so.” 
** And what did she say ?” 
‘<< At first she would not believe; but I trust now,” con- 

tinued he, glancing towards the window, ‘she will yield to 
evidence. Ask me something more difficult.” 

**Then, bring here the griffin of Signor Astolfo, and ~at 
me mount en croupe, and go to my wife.” 

** A more simple thing would be to take the griffin to 
your wife and bring her here.” 
© Here !” 
** Yes, here.” 

* To the Louvre, that would be droll.” 
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‘“‘T should think so.. Then you would be ennuyé no 
longer ?” 
Ma foi! no , but if this goes on much longer, I believe 

I shall kill myself, is 
‘Well! shall I give you my page ?” 
«To me ?” 
«Yes, he is a wonderful lad.” 
«‘Thank you, but I detest pages.” _ 
** Bah ! try him.” 
*« Bussy, you mock me.” 
** Let me leave him.” 
‘Nes 

~ ©T tell you, you will like him.” 
«< No, no, a hundred times, no.” 
‘* Hola, page, come here.” 
Jeanne came forward, blushing. 
“‘Oh!” cried St. Luc, recognizing her, in astonish- 

ment. 
** Well! shall I send him away ?” 
‘No, no. Ah Bussy, I owe you an eternal friend- 

ship.” 
‘‘Take care, you cannot be heard, but you can beseen.” 
“It is true,” said St. Luc, retreating from his wife. 
Indeed, M. de Nancey was beginning to wonder what 

was going on, when a great noise was heard from the 
gallery. 

«‘ Ah! mon Dieu !” cried M. de Nancey, “ there is the 
king quarreling with some one.” 

‘*T really think so,” replied Bussy, affecting inquietude; 
‘¢can it be with the Duc d’Anjou, who came with me?” 
The captain of the guard went off in the direction of 

the gallery. 
‘* Have I not managed well?” said Bussy to St. Lue. 
«¢ What is it ?” 

' « M. d’Anjou and the king are quarreling ; ; I must go 
to them. You profit by the time to place in safety the 
page I have brought fe ; is it possible ? ” 

? Oh, yes ; luckily I declared I was ill and wnst keep my 
room,” 
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‘« In that case, adieu, madame, and remember me in your 
prayers.” And Bussy went off to the gallery, where the 
king, red with fury, swore to the duke, who was pale with 
anger, that in the scene of the preceding night Bussy was 
the aggressor. 

‘*T affirm to you, sire,” cried the duke, ‘‘ that D’Eper- 
_. non, Schomberg and Quelus were waiting for him at the 

Hétel des Tournelles.” 
** Who told you so?” 
«*T saw them with my own eyes.” 
«Tn that darkness! The night was pitch dark.” 
«‘T knew their voices.” 
‘© They spoke to you ?” 
«They did more, they took me for Bussy, and attacked 

me. 
a oat” 

*¢ Yes, I.” 
‘«¢ And what were you doing there ?” 
** What does that matter to you?” . 
**T wish to know ; I am curious to-day.” 
**T was going to Manasses.” 

_ A Jew?” 
«‘ You go to Ruggieri, a poisoner.” 
‘*T go where [like: Iam the king. Besides, asI said, 

Bussy was the aggressor.” 
“© Where ?” 
«¢ At St. Luc’s ball.” 
«* Bussy provoked five men? No, no, he is brave, but 

he is not mad.” 
‘‘Parla mordieu! I tellyouI heardhim. Besides, he 

has wounded Schomberg in the thigh, D’Epernon in the 
arm, and half killed Quelus.” 

«* Ah! really I did not know ; I compliment him on it.” 
**J will make example of this brawler.” 
* And I, whom your friends attack, in his person and in 

my own, will know if I am your brother, and if——” 
At this-moment Bussy, dressed in pale-green satin, 

entered the room. 
“Sire |” said he, “receive my humble respects,” 
3 
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‘¢ Pardieu ! here he is,” cried Henri. 
‘* Your majesty, it seems, was doing me the honor of 

speaking of me.” 
«Yes, and I am glad to see that, in spite of what they 

told me, your look shows good health.” 
‘Sire, blood drawn improves the complexion, so mine 

ought to be good this morning.” 
‘¢ Well, since they have wounded you, complain, and I 

will do you justice.” 
**T complain of nothing, sire.” 
Henrilooked astonished. ‘‘ What did you say ?” said he 

to the duke. 
“«‘T said that Bussy had received a wound in his side.” 
“Ts it true, Bussy ?” 
«The first prince of the blood would not lie, sire.” 
«‘ And yet you do not complain ?” 
«*T shall never complain, sire, until they cut off my 

right-hand, and prevent my revenging myself, and then 
I will try to do it with the left.” | 

*¢ Insolent,” murmured Henri. 
** Sire,” said the duke, ‘‘ do justice; we ask no better. 

Order an inquiry, name judges, and let it be proved who 
prepared the ambush and the intended murder.” 

Henri reddened. ‘‘ No,” said he, ‘‘I prefer this time to 
be ignorant where the wrong lies, and to pardon every one. 
I wish these enemies to make ‘peace, and I am sorry that 
Schomberg and D’Epernon are kept at home by their 
wounds. Say, M. d’ Anjou, which do you call the most for- 
ward to fight of all my friends, as you say you saw them ?” 

«< Sire, it was Quelus.” 
** Ma foi! yes,” said Quelus, “ his highness is right.” 
‘*Then,” said Henri, “let MM. Bussy and Quelus make 

peace in the name of all.” 
“Oh! Oh!” said Quelus,” what does that mean, sire ? ” 
«¢ Tt means that you are to embrace here, before me.” 
Quelus frowned. 
«¢ Ah, signor,” cried Bussy, imitating a pantaloon, ‘‘ will 

you not do me this favor ?” 

Even the king laughed, Then, approaching Quelus, 
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Bussy threw his arms round his neck, saying, ‘‘ The king 
wishes it.’ 

«<1 hope it engages us to nothing,” whispered Quelus. 
*< Be easy,” answered Bussy, ‘* we will meet soon.” 

- Quelus drew back in a rage, and Bussy, making a 
pirouette, went out of the gallery. 

CHAPTER VI. 

LE PETIT COUCHER OF HENRI IIT. 

Arter this scene, beginning in tragedy and ending in 
comedy, the king, still angry, went to his room, followed 
by Chicot, who asked for his supper. 
“Tam not hungry,” said the king. 
** Tt is possible, but I am.” 
The king did not seem tohear. He unclasped his cloak, 

took off his cap, and, advancing to the passage which led 
to St. Luc’s room, said to Chicot, ‘* Wait here for me till 
I return.” 

**Oh! donot be in a hurry,” said Chicot. No sooner 
was the king gone, than Chicot opened the door and called 
* Hola !” 
A valet came. ‘‘ The king has changed his mind,” 

said Chicot, ‘he wishes a good supper here for himself — 
and St. Lue, above all, plenty of wine, and despatch.” 

The valet went to execute the orders, which he believed 
to be the king’s. Henri meanwhile had passed into St. 
Luc’s room. He found him in bed, having prayers read 
to him by an old servant who had followed him to the 
Louvre, and shared his captivity. Ina corner, on an arm- 
chair, his head buried in his hands, slept the page. 

** Who is that young man ?” asked the king. 
**Did not your majesty authorize me to send for a page.” 
** Yes, doubtless.” 
‘* Well, I have profited by it.” 
“Oh!” 
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‘** Does your majesty repent of having allowed me this 
little indulgence ? ” 

** No, no, on the contrary, amuse yourself, my son. 
How are you ? ” 

‘“« Sire, I have a fever.” 

‘* Really, your face is red ; let me feel your pulse, I am 
half a doctor.” 

St. Lue held out his hand with visible ill-humor. 
*‘Oh! ” said the king, “ intermittent—agitated.” 
‘Yes, sire, I am very ill.” 
*¢T will send you my doctor.” 
«Thank you, sire, but I hate Miron.” 
‘* T will watch you myself. You shall have a bed in my 

room, and we will talk all night.” 
“*Oh!” cried St Luc, ‘‘ you see me ill, and you want to 

keep me from sleeping. That is a singular way to treat 
your patient, doctor.” 

‘“* But you cannot be left alone, suffering as you are.” 
‘<Sire, I have my page, Jean.” 
‘< But he sleeps.” 
‘‘ That is what I like best, then he will not disturb me.” 
‘Well, come and assist at my going to bed.” 
‘Then I shall be free to come back to bed ?” 
** Perfectly.” 
‘‘ Well, so be it. But I shall make a bad courtier, I 

assure you; i am dying with sleep.” 
‘You shall yawn at your ease.’ 
‘¢ Sire, if your majesty will leave me, I will be with you 

in five minutes.” 
‘* Well, then, five minutes, but no longer.” 
As soon as the door was shut, the page jumped up. 

‘*Ah! St. Luc,” cried she, ‘‘ you are going to leave me 
again. Mon Dieu! I shall die of fright here, if they dis- 
cover me.” 

‘© My dear Jeanne, Gaspard here will protect you.” 
** Had I not better go back ?” 
‘‘If you really wish it, Jeanne,” said St. Luc, sadly, 

‘‘youshall, Butifyou areas good as you are beautiful, if 
you have any feeling in your heart for me, you will wait 

a 
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herea little. I shall sufferso much from my head and nerves 
that the king will not long keep so sad a companion.” 

*<Go, then,” said Jeanne, “‘ and I will wait.” 
‘¢ My dear Jeanne, you are adorable. ‘Trust me to re- 

turns as soon as possible. Besides, I have an idea, which 
I will tell you when I return.” 

** An idea which will reatore your liberty ?” 
**T hope 50." 
«‘Then go.” 
‘**Gaspard,” said St. Luc, “‘ prevent any one from enter- 

ing here, and in a quarter of an hour lock the door, and 
bring me the key to the king’s room. Then go home, and 
tell them not to be uneasy about Madame la Comtesse, and 
come back to-morrow.” 

Then St. Luc kissed his wife’s hand, and went to the 
king, who was already growing impatient. Jeanne, alone 
and trembling, hid behind the curtains of the bed. When 
St. Luc entered he found the king amidst a perfect carpet 
of flowers, of which the stalks had been cut off—roses, jas- 
mine, violets, and wall-flowers, in spite of the severe 
weather, formed an odorous carpet for Henry III. The 
chamber, of which the roof was painted, had in it two beds, 
one of which was so large as to occupy a third of the room. 
It was hung with gold and silk tapestry, representing myth-. 
ological figures and the windows had curtains to match, 
From the center of the ceiling hung, suspended by a 
golden chain, a silver gilt lamp, in which burned a per- 
fumed oil. At the side of the bed was a golden satyr, 
holding in his hand a candelabrum, containing four rose- 
color wax candles, also perfumed. 

The king, with his naked feet resting on the flowers, was 
seated ona chair of ebony inlaid with gold; he had on 
his knees seven or eight young spaniels, who were licking 
his hands. . Two servants were curling his hair, his mus- 
tachios, and beard, a third was covering his face with a kind 
of cream, which had a most delightful scent. 

“¢ Here,” cried Chicot, ‘‘ the grease and the combs, I will 
try them too.” 

“‘ Chicot,” said Henri, ‘‘ your skin is too dry, and will 
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use too much cream, and your beard isso hard, it will break 
my combs. Well, my son,” said he, turning to St. Lue, 
‘‘how is your head ?” 

St. Luc put his hand to his head and groaned. 
‘«‘ Tmagine ! ” continued Henri, *‘ I have seen Bussy d’Am- 

boise.” 
** Bussy ! ” cried St. Luc, trembling. 
“‘ Yes, those fools! five of them attacked him, and let 

him escape. If you had been there, St. Luc——” 
**T should probably have been like the others.” 
«*Oh! no, I wager you are as good as Bussy. We will 

try to-morrow.” 
«¢ Sire, I am too ill for anything.” 
Henri, hearing a singular noise, turned round, and saw 

Chicot eating up all the supper that had been brought for 
two. 

«¢ What the devil are you doing, M. Chicot? ” cried Henri. 
‘‘Taking my cream internally, since you will not allow 

me to do it outwardly.” 
“‘ Go and fetch my captain of the guards,” said Henri. 
‘< What for ? ” asked Chicot, emptying a porcelain cup of 

chocolate. 
<‘To pass his sword through your body.” 
<¢ Ah! let him come, we shall see!” cried Chicot, put- 

ting himself in such a comical attitude of defense that 
every one laughed. 

‘* But I am hungry,” cried the king ; ‘‘and the wretch 
has eaten up all the supper.” 
‘You are capricious, Henri; I offered you supper and 

you refused. However, your bouillon is left; I am no 
longer hungry, and I am going to bed.” 

«¢ And I also,” said St. Luc, ‘‘ for I can stand no longer.” 
“Stay, St. Luc,” said the king, “take these,” and he 

offered him a handful of little dogs. 
«* What for ?” 
**T’o sleep with you ; they will take your illness from 

you.” 
«* Thanks, sire,” said St. Luc,putting them back in their 

basket, ‘‘ but I have no confidence in your receipt.” 
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-¢T will come and visit you in the night, St. Luc.” 
** Pray do not, sire, you will only disturb me,” and salut- 

ing the king, he went away. Chicot had already disap- 
peared, and there only remained with the king the valets, 
who covered his face with a mask of fine cloth, plastered 
with the perfumed cream, in which were holes for the eyes, 

-. nose, and mouth ; a cap of silk and silver fixed it on the 
forehead and ears. ‘They next covered his arms with sleeves 
made of wadded silk, and then presented him with kid 
gloves, also greased inside. 

These mysteries of the royal toilet finished, they pre- 
sented to him his soup in a golden cup. Then Henri said a 
prayer, a short one that night, and went to bed. 
When settled there, he ordered them to carry away the 

flowers, which were beginning to make the air sickly, and to 
open the window for a moment. Then the valet closed 
the doors and curtains, and called in Narcissus, the king’s 
favorite dog, who, jumping on the bed, settled himself at 
once on the king’s feet. The valet next put out the wax- 
lights, lowered the lamp, and went out softly. 

Already, more tranquil and nonchalant than the lazy 
monks of his kingdom in their fat abbeys, the King of 
France no longer remembered that there was a France.—He 
slept. 

Every noise was hushed, and one might have heard a 
bat fly in the somber corridors of the Louvre. 

CHAPTER VII. 

HOW, WITHOUT ANY ONE KNOWING WHY, THE KING WAS 

CONVERTED BEFORE THE NEXT DAY. 

THREE hours passed thus. 
Suddenly, a terrible cry was heard, which came from 

the king’s room. 
All the lights in his room were out, and no sound was 

to be heard except this strange call of the king’s. For it 
was he who had cried. 
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Soon was heard the noise of furniture falling, porcelain 
breaking, steps running about the room, and the barking 
of dogs—mingled with new cries. Almost instantly lights 
burned, swords shone in the galleries, and the heavy steps 
of the Guards were heard. 
«To arms !” cried all, “‘ the king calls.” 
And the captain of the guard, the colonel of the Swiss, 

and some attendants, rushed into the king’s room with 
flambeaux. 

Near an overturned chair, broken cups, and disordered 
bed, stood Henri, looking terrified and grotesque in his 
night-dress. His right hand was extended, trembling like 
a leaf in the wind, and hisleft held his sword, which he 
had seized mechanically. 

He appeared dumb through terror, and all the spectators, 
not daring to break the silence, waited with the utmost 
anxiety. 

Then appeared, half dressed and wrapped in a large 
cloak, the young queen, Louise de Lorraine, blonde and 
gentle, who led the life of a saint upon earth, and who 
had been awakened by her husband’s cries. 

‘¢ Sire,” cried she, also trembling, ‘‘ what is the matter ? 
Mon Dieu ! I heard your cries, and I came.” 

‘«* It—it is nothing,” said the king, without moving his 
eyes, which seemed to be looking in the air for some form 
invisible to all but him. 

‘* But your majesty cried out ; is your majesty suffering ?” 
asked the queen. 

Terror was so visibly painted on the king’s countenance, 
that it began to gain on the others. 

«Oh, sire!” cried the queen again, ‘‘ in Heayen’s name 
do not leave usin thissuspense. Will you have a doctor ? ” 
“A doctor, no,” cried Henri, in the same tone, ** the 

body is not ill, it is the mind; no doctor—a confessor.” 
Every one looked round ; nowhere was there to be seen 

any traces of what had so terrified the king. However, a 
confessor was sent for ; Joseph Foulon, superior of the con- 
vent of St. Généviéve, was torn from his bed, to come to 
the king. With the confessor, the tumult ceased, and 
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silence was reestablished ; every one conjectured and 
wondered—the king was confessing, 

The next day the king rose early, and began to read 
prayers, then he ordered all his friends to besent for. They 
sent to St. Luc, but he was more suffering than ever. 
His sleep, or rathér his lethargy, had been so profound, 

~ that he alone had heard nothing of the tumult in the night, 
although he slept so near. He begged to be left in bed. 
At this deplorable recital, Henri crossed himself, and sent 
him a doctor. 

Then he ordered that all the scourges from the convent 
should be brought to him, and, going to his friends, distrib- 
uted them, ordering them to scourge each other as hard as 
they could. 

D’Epernon said that as his right arm was in a sling, 
and he could not return the blows he received, he ought 
to be exempt, but the king replied that that would only 
make it the more acceptable to God. 

He himself set the example. He took off his doublet, 
waistcoat, and shirt, and struck himself like a martyr. 
Chicot tried to laugh, as usual, but was warned by a terrible 
look, that this was not the right time, and he was forced 
to take a scourge like the others. 

All at once the king left the room, telling them to wait 
for him. Immediately the blows ceased, only Chicot 
continued to strike D’O, whom he hated, and D’O re- 
turned it as well as he could. It was a duel with whips. 

The king went to the queen, gave her a pearl necklace 
worth 25,000 crowns, and kissed her, which he had not 
done for a year. Then he asked her to put off her royal 
ornaments and put on a sack. 

Louise, always good, consented, but asked why her hus- 
band gave her a necklace, and yet made such a request. 

«‘ For my sins,” replied he. 
The queen said no more, for she knew, better than any 

one, how many he had to repent of. 
Henri returned, which was a signal for the flagellation 

to recommence. In ten minutes the queen arrived, with 
her sack on her shoulders. Then tapers were distributed 
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to all the court, and barefooted, through the snow, all the 
courtiers and fine ladies went to Montmartre, shivering. 
At five o’clock the promenade was over, the convents had 
received rich presents, the feet of all the court were swollen, 

and the backs of the courtiers sore. ‘There had been tears, 
eries, prayers, incense, and psalms. Every one had suf- 
fered, without knowing why the king, who danced the 
night before, scourged himself to-day. As for Chicot, he 
had escaped at the Porte Montmartre, and, with Brother 
Gorenflot, had entered a public-house, where he had eaten 
and drank. Then he had rejoined the procession and re- 
turned to the Louvre. 

In the evening the king, fatigued with his fast and his 
exercise, ordered himself a light supper, had his shoulders 
washed, and then went to visit St. Lue. 

«* Ah!” cried he, ** God has done well to render life so 
bitter.” 

<‘ Why so, sire ?” 
«* Because then man, instead of fearing death, longs 

for it.” 
<*Speak for yourself, sire, I do not long for it at all.” 
«* Listen, St. Luc, will you follow my example ?” 
«Tf I think it a good one.” 
<*T will leave my throne, and you your wife, and we will 

enter a cloister. I will call myself Brother Henri “e 
«Pardon, sire, if you do not care for your crown, of 

which you are tired, I care very much for my wife, whom 
I know so little. Therefore I refuse.” 
«Oh! you are better.” 
‘“‘TInfinitely better, sire ; I feel quite joyous, and disposed 

for happiness and pleasure.” 
‘Poor St. Luc !” cried the king, clasping his hands. 
«You should have asked me yesterday, sire, then I was 

ill and cross. I would have thrown myself into a well for 
a trifle. But this evening it is quite a different thing. I 
have passed a good night and a charming day. Mordieu, 
vive la joie!” 
«You swear, St. Luc.” 
* Did I, sire ? but I think you swear sometimes,” 
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«JT have sworn, St. Luc, but I shall swear no more.” 
**T cannot say that ; I will not swear more than I can 

help, and God is merciful.” 
© You think He will pardon me ?” 
“Oh! I speak for myself, not for you, sire. You have 

sinned as a king, I as a private man, and we shall, I trust, 
~be differently judged.” 

_ Theking sighed. ‘St. Luc,” said he, “ will you pass 
the night in my room ?” 

** Why, what should we do?” 
‘* We will light all the lamps, I will go to bed, and you 

shall read prayers to me.” 
‘« No, thank you, sire.” 
«You will not ?” 
** On no account.” 
** You abandon me, St. Luc !” 
**No, I will stay with your majesty, if you will send for 

music and ladies, and have a dance.” 
“Oh, St. Luc, St. Luc !” 
**T am wild to-night, sire, I want to dance and drink.” 
‘St. Luc,” said the king, solemnly, ‘‘do you ever 

dream ?” 
“* Often, sire.” 
**You believe in dreams ?” 
**With reason.” 
** How so ?” 
«‘Dreams console for the reality. Last night I had a 

charming dream.” 
** What was it ?” 
*‘T dreamed that my wife——” 
*¢ You still think of your wife ?” 
*¢ More than ever, sire; well, I dreamed that she, with 

her charming face —for she is pretty, sire———” 
** So was Eve, who ruined us all.” 
**Well, my wife had procured wings and the form ofa 

- bird, and so, braving locks and bolts, she passed over the 
walls of the Louvre, and came to my window, crying, 
** Open, St. Luc, open, my husband,” 

** And you opened ?” 
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*<T should think so.” 
** Worldly.” 
** As you please, sire.” 
*‘'Then you woke ?” 
‘* No, indeed, the dream was too charming ; and I hope 

to-night to dream again; therefore I refuse your majesty’s 
pe offer. If I sit up, let me at least have something 
oper ae for ’ losing my dream. If your majesty will do 

said——’ 
‘Enough, St. Luc. I trust Heaven will send you a 

dream to-night which will lead you to repentance.” 
‘«*T doubt it, sire, and 1 advise you to send away this 

libertine St. Luc, who is resolved not to amend.” 
‘*No, no, I hope, before to-morrow, grace will have 

touched you as it has me. Good night, I will pray for 
you,” 

CHAPTER VIIL. 

HOW THE KING WAS AFRAID OF BEING AFRAID, 

WHEN the king left St. Luc, he found the court, aecord- 
ing to his orders, in the great gallery. Then he gave D’O, 
D’ Epernon and Schomberg an order to retire into the 
provinces, threatened Quelus and Maugiron to punish them 
if they quarreled any more with Bussy, to whom he gave 
his hand to kiss, and then embraced his brother Frangois. 

As for the queen, he was prodigal in politeness to her. 
When the usual time for retiring approached, the king 

seemed trying to retard it. At last ten o’clock struck. 
‘Come with me, Chicot,” then said he, “ good night, 

gentlemen.” 
“Good night, gentlemen,” said Chicot, “‘ we are going 

to bed. I want my barber, my hairdresser, my valet de 
chambre, and, above all, my cream.” 

“« No,” said the king, «¢T want none of them tornlgtis ; 
Lent is going to begin.” . 

**T regret the cream,” said Chicot, 
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The king and Chicot entered the room, which we already 
know. 

**Ah ga! Henri,” said Chicot, ‘I am the favorite to- 
night. Am I handsomer than that Cupid, Quelus ?” 

** Silence, Chicot, and you, gentlemen of the toilette, 
go out.” 

.. They obeyed, and the king and Chicot were left alone. 
‘« Why do you send them away ?” asked Chicot, ‘‘ they 

have not greased us yet. Are you going to grease me with 
your own royal hand ? It would be an act of humility.” 

** Let us pray,” said Henri. 
‘*'Thank you, that is not amusing. If that be what you 

called me here for, I prefer to return to the bad company 
Ihave left. Adicu, my son. Good night.” 

** Stay,” said the king. 
‘Oh! this is tyranny. You are a despot, a Phalaris, a 

Dionysius. All day you have made me tear the shoulders 
of my friends with cow-hide, and now we are to begin 
again. Donot let us do it, Henri, when there’s but two, 
every blow tells.” 

** Hold your tongue, miserable chatterer, and think of 
repentance.” 

‘IT repent! And of what? Of being jester toa monk. 
Confiteor—I repent, mea culpa, it is a great sin.” 

“*No sacrilege, wretch.” 
‘* Ah! I would rather be shut up in a cage with lions 

and apes, than with a mad king. Adieu, I am going.” 
The king locked the door. ; 
** Henri, you look sinister ; if you do not let me go, I 

will cry, I will call, I will break the window, I will kick 
down the door.” 

“* Chicot,” said the king, in a melancholy tone, ‘‘ you 
abuse my sadness.” 

** Ah! I understand, you are afraid to be alone. Tyrants 
always are so. Take my long sword, and let me take the 
scabbard to my room.’ 

At the word ‘‘ afraid,” Henri shuddered, and he looked 
nervously around, and seemed so agitated and grew so pale, 
that Chicot began to think him really ill, and said,— 
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‘Come, my son, what is the matter, tell your troubles 
to your friend Chicot.” 

The king looked at him and said, ‘‘ Yes, you are my 
friend, my only friend.” 

‘‘There is,” said Chicot, ‘‘the abbey of Valency va- 
cant.” 

“ Listen, Chicot, you are discreet.” 
«‘ There is also that of Pithiviers, where tliey make such 

good pies.” 
“In spite of your buffooneries, you area brave man.” 
‘*Then do not give me an abbey, give me a regiment.” 
*¢ And even a wise one.” 
‘‘Then do not give me a regiment, make me a counsel- 

or; but no, when [ think of it, I should prefer a regiment, 
for I should be always forced to be of the king’s opinion.” 

‘*Hold your tongue, Chicot, the terrible hour ap- 
proaches.” 

** Ah! you are beginning again.” 
«¢ You will hear.” 
«* Hear what ? ” 
** Wait, and the event will show you. Chicot, you are 

brave !” ; 
**T boast of it, but I do not wish to try. Call your 

captain of the guard, your Swiss, and let me go away 
from this invisible danger.” 

** Chicot, I command you to stay.” 
«*On my word, a nice master. I am afraid, I tell you. 

Help!” — 
‘* Well, drole, if I must, I will tell you all.” 
‘Ah !” cried Chicot, drawing his sword, ‘‘ once warned, 

I do not care; tell, my son, tell. Is it a crocodile? my 
sword is sharp, for I use it every week to cut my corns.’ 
And Chicot sat down in the armchair with his drawn. 
sword between his legs. 

“Last night,” said Henri, “I slept——” 
** And I also,” said Chicot. 
** Suddenly a breath swept over my face.” 
“Tt was the dog, who was hungry, and who ane 

your creamy” | 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 47 

**T half woke, and felt my beard bristle with terror 
under my mask.” 

** Ah ! you make me tremble deliciously.” 
‘*Then,” continued the king, in a trembling voice, 

“‘then a voice sounded through the room, with a doleful 
vibration.” 

' The yoice of the crocodile ! I have read in Marco Polo, 
that the crocodile has a voice like the crying of children; 
but be easy, my son, for if it comes, we will killit.” © 

*¢ ¢ Tiisten ! miserable sinner,’ said the voice——” 
“Oh! it spoke ; then it was not a crocodile.” 
‘¢ « Miserable sinner,’ said the voice, ‘I am the angel of 

God.’ ” 

“The angel of God !” 
** Ah! Chicot, it was a frightful voice.” 
** Was it like the sound of a trumpet ?” 
«<¢ Are you there ?” continued the voice, ‘do you hear, 

hardened sinner ; are you determined to persevere in your 
iniquities ??” 

**Ah, really; he said very much the same as other 
people, it seems to me.” 

**Then, Chicot, followed many other reproaches, which 
I assure you were most painful.” 

‘* But tell me what he said, that I may see if he was 
well informed ?” 

‘‘Tmpious! do you doubt ?” 
*<T ? all that astonishes me is, that he waited so long to 

reproach you. So, my son, you were dreadfully afraid ? ” 
** Oh, yes, the marrow seemed to dry in my bones.” 
‘<Tt is quite natural; on my word, I do not know what 

I should have done in your place. And then you calied ?” 
oak Sas 
«¢ And they came ?” 
‘¢ Yes,” 

*€ And there was no one here ?” 
** No one.” 
“it is frightful.” 
** So frightful, that I sent for my beirtacnon” 
** And he came ?” 
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‘** Immediately.” 
‘‘ Now, be frank, my son ; tell the truth for once. What 

did he think of your revelation ? ” 
“¢ He shuddered.” 
*€ [should think so.” 
‘* He ordered me to repent, as the voice told me.” 
“Very well. There can be no harm in repenting. 

But what did he think of the vision ?” 
“That it was a miracle, and that I must think of it 

seriously. Therefore, this morning——” > ae 
‘* What have you done” 
‘«T gave 100,000 livres to the Jesuits,” 
“Very well.” 
«¢ And scourged myself and my friends.” 
‘Perfect ! but after ?” 
<¢ Well, what do you think of it, Chicot ? It is not to 

the jester I speak, but to the man of sense, to my 
friend.” 

<¢ Ah, sire, I think your majesty had the nightmare.” 
«¢ You think so ?” 
«¢ Yes, it was adream, which will not be renewed, unless 

your majesty thinks too much about it.” 
‘«¢A dream ? No, Chicot, I was awake, my eyes were 

open.” 
“«T sleep like that.” 
‘* Yes, but then you do not see, and I saw the moon 

shining through my windows, and its light on the ame- 
thyst in the hilt of my sword, which lay in that chair where 
you are.” 

«¢ And the lamp ?” 
“‘ Had gone out.” 
«¢ A dream, my son.” 
‘¢ Why do you not believe, Chicot ? It is said that God 

speaks to kings, when He wishes to effect some change on 
the earth.” 

“Yes, he speaks, but so low that they never hear Him.” 
*¢ Well, do you know why I made you stay ?—that you 

might hear as well as I.” 
‘No one would believe me if I said I heard it.” 
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«My friend, it is asecret which I confide to your known 
fidelity.” 

“Well, I accept. Perhaps it will also speak to me.” 
** Well, what must I do ?” 
** Go to bed, my son.” 

~  But——” 
» © Do you think that sitting up will keep it away ?” 

** Well, then, you remain.” 
*“T said so.” 
‘* Well, then, I will go to bed.” 
** Good.” 
** But you will not ?” 
** Certainly not, I will stay here.” 
** You will not go to sleep ?” 

' Oh, that I cannot promise ; sleep is like fear, my son, 
a thing independent of will.” 

** You will try, at least ?” 
- * Beeasy ; Iwill pinch myself. Besides, the voice would 
wake me.” 

** Do not joke about the voice.” 
** Well, well, go to bed.” 
The king sighed, looked round anxiously, and glided 

tremblingly into bed. Then Chicot established him in his 
chair, arranging round him the pillows and cushions. 

‘** How do you feel, sire ?” said he. 
** Pretty well ; and you ?” 
** Very well; good night, Henri.” 
*‘Good night, Chicot ; do not’go to sleep.” 
** Of course not,” said Chicot, yawning fit to break his 

jaws. 
And they both closed their eyes, the king to pretend to 

sleep, Chicot to sleep really. 

4 
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CHAPTER IX. 

HOW THE ANGEL MADE A MISTAKE AND SPOKE TO CHICOT, 

THINKING IT WAS THE KING, 

THE king and Chicot remained thus for some time. All 
at once the king jumped up in his bed. Chicot woke at 
the noise. 

<‘ What is it ?” asked he in a low voice. 
«The breath on my face.” 
“«* As he spoke, one of the wax lights went out, then the 

other, and the rest followed. Then the lamp also went 
ont, and the room was lighted only by the rays of the moon, 
At the same moment they heard a hollow voice, saying, 
apparently from the end of the room,— 

*‘ Hardened sinner, art thou there ?” 
“Yes,” said Henri, with chattering teeth. 
“Oh!” thought Chicot, ‘‘ that is a very hoarse voice to 

come from heaven ; nevertheless, it is dreadful.” 
«Do you hear ?” asked the voice. 
*¢ Yes, and I am bowed down to the earth.” 
“Do you believe you obeyed me by all the exterior mum- 

meries which you performed yesterday, without your heart 
being touched ? ” 

“‘ Very well said,” thought Chicot. He approached the 
king softly. 
«Do you believe now ?” asked the king, with clasped 

hands. 
<< Wait.” 
‘* What for ?” 
‘¢ Hush ! leave your bed quietly, and let me get in.” 
“* Why ?” 
‘¢ That the anger of the Lord may fall first on me.” 
** Do you think He will spare me for that ?” 
‘* Let us try,” and he pushed the king gently out and 

got into his place. 
“© Now, go to my chair, and leave all to me.” 
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Henri obeyed ; he began to understand. 
«* You do not reply,” said the voice ; *‘ youare hardened 

in sin.” 
«* Qh! pardon ! pardon !” cried Chicot, imitating the 

- king’s voice. ‘Then he whispered to Henri, *‘ It is droll 
that the angel does not know me.” 
. What can it mean ?” 

<¢ Wait.” 
‘**« Wretch !” said the voice. 
«© Yes, I confess,” said Chicot ; “‘ lama hardened sinner, 

a dreadful sinner.” 
** Then acknowledge your crimes, and repent.” 
**T acknowledge to have been a great ,traitor to my 

cousin Condé, whose wife I seduced.” 
** Oh ! hush,” said the king, ‘ that is so long ago.” 
«« T acknowledge,” continued Chicot, ** to have been a 

great rogue to the Poles, who chose me for king, and whom 
I abandoned one night, carrying away the crown jewels. 
I repent of this.” 

«“ Ah!” whispered Henri again : ¢ that isall forgotten.” 
** Hush ! let me speak.” 
*< Go on,” said the voice. 
‘¢T acknowledge having stolen the crown from my brother 

D’Alengon, to whom it belonged of right, as I had formerly 
renounced it on accepting the crown of Poland.” 

“‘ Knave !” said the king. 
** Go on,” said the voice. 
«< Tacknowledge having joined my mother, to chase from 

France my brother-in-law, the King of Navarre, after 
having destroyed all his friends.” 

*¢ Ah |” whispered the king, angrily. 
«« Sire, do not let us offend God, by trying tohide what 

He knows as well as we do.” 
«© Leave politics,” said the voice. 
** Ah !” cried Chicot, with a doleful voice, “is it my 

private life I am to speak of ?” 
Son” 
«‘T acknowledge, then, that I am effeminate, idle, and 

hypocritical.” 
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“¢ It is true.” 
‘«T have ill-treated my wife—such a worthy woman.” 
«* One ought to love one’s wife as one’s self, and prefer 

her to all things,” said the voice, angrily. 
‘© Ah !” cried Chicot, ‘* then I have sinned deeply.” 
«*« And you have made others sin by your example.” 
“It is true.” 
«* Especially that poor St. Luc ; and if you do not send 

him home to-morrow to his wife, there will be no pardon 
for you.” 

** Ah ! ” said Chicot to the king, ‘‘ the voice seems to be 
friendly to the house of Cossé.” 

«* And you must make him a duke, to recompense him 
for his forced stay.” 

«* Peste !” said Chicot ; ‘* the angel is much interested 
for M. de St. Luc.” 

“ Oh !” cried the king, without listening, ‘‘ this voice 
from on high will kill me.” 

** Voice from the side, you mean,” said Chicot. 
«* How ! voice from the side ?” 
«* Yes ; can you not hear that the voice comes from 

that wall, Henri ?—the angel lodges in the Louvre.” 
«* Blasphemer !” 
** Why, it is honorable for you; but you do not seem 

to recognize it. Go and visit him; he is only separated 
from you by that partition.” 
A ray of the moon falling on Chicot’s face, showed it to 

the king so laughing and amused, that he said, ‘* What ! 
you dare to laugh ?” 

«* Yes, and so willyouin aminute. Be reasonable, and 
do as I tell you. Go and see if the angel be not in the 
next room.” 

*¢ But if he speak again ?” 
«< Well, Iam here to answer. He is vastly credulous. 

For the last quarter of an hour I have been talking, and 
he has not recognized me. It is not clever !” 

Henri frowned. ‘‘I begin to believe you are right, 
Chicot,” said he. 

«* Go, then.” 
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Henri opened softly the door which led into the corridor. 
He had scarcely entered it, when he heard the voice re- 
doubling its reproaches, and Chicot replying. 

** Yes,” said the voice, ‘‘ you are as inconstant as a wom- 
an, as soft as a Sybarite, as irreligious as a heathen.” 

«‘Oh !” whined Chicot, <‘ is it my fault if I have such 
‘a soft skin—such white hands—such a changeable mind ? 
But from to-day I will alter—I will wear coarse linen 

However, as Henri advanced, he found that Chicot’s 
voice grew fainter, and the other louder, and that it seemed 
to come from St. Luc’s room, in which he could see a light. 
He stooped down and peeped through the keyhole, and 
immediately grew pale with anger. 

«« Par la mordieu !” murmured he, ‘is it possible that 
they have dared to play such a trick ? ” 

This is what he saw through the keyhole. St. Luc, in 
a dressing-gown, was roaring through a tube the words 
which he had found so dreadful, and beside him, leaning on 
his shoulder, was a lady in white, who every now and then 
took the tube from him, and called through something 
herself, while stifled bursts of laughter accompanied each 
sentence of Chicot’s, who continued to answer in a doleful 
tone. 

«* Jeanne de Cossé inSt. Lue’sroom! A hole in the 
wall! such a trick on me! Oh! they shall pay dearly for 
it!” And with a vigorous kick he burst open the door. 

Jeanne rushed behind the curtains to hide herself, while 
St. Luc, his face full of terror, fell on his knees before 
the king, who was pale with rage. 
«*Ah!” cried Chicot, from the bed, “‘ Ah! mercy ! 

—Holy Virgin ! ! Tam dying!” 
Henri, seizing, in a transport of rage, the trumpet from 

the hands of St. Luc, raiseditas if tostrike. But St. Luc 
jumped up and cried— 

“* Sire, Iam a gentleman ; you have no right to strike 
me !” 

Henri dashed the trumpet violently on the ground. 
Some one picked it up; it was Chicot, who, hearing the 
noise, judged that his presence was necessary as a media- 
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tor. He ran to the curtain, and, drawing out poor Jeanne. 
all trembling— 

“©Oh!” said he, “* Adam and Evyeafter the Fall. You 
send them away, Henri, do you not ?” 

$V og. ® 
«Then I will be the exterminating angel.” 
And throwing himself between the king and St. Lue, 

and waving the trumpet over the heads of the guilty couple, 
said— 

‘*« This is my Paradise, which you have lost by your disobe- 
dience ; I forbid you to return to it.” 

Then he whispered to St. Luc, who had his arm round 
his wife— 

**If you have a good horse, killit, but be twenty leagues 
from here before to-morrow.” 

CHAPTER X. 

HOW BUSSY WENT TO SEEK FOR THE REALITY OF HIS 

DREAM, 

WHEN Bussy returned home again, he was still thinking 
of his dream. 

“* Morbleu !” said he, ‘‘ it is impossible that a dream 
should have left such a vivid impression on my mind, I 
see it all so clearly ;—the bed, the lady, the doctor. Imust 
seek for it—surely I can find it again.” ‘Then Bussy, 
after having the bandage of his wound resettled by a valet, 
put on high boots, took his sword, wrapped himself in his 
cloak, and set off for the same place where he had been 
nearly murdered the night before, and nearly at the same 
hour. 

He went in a litter to the Rue Roi-de-Sicile, then got 
out, and told his servants to wait for him. It was about 
nine in the evening, the curfew had sounded, and Paris 
was deserted. Bussy arrived at the Bastile, then he sought 
for the place where his horse had fallen, and thought he 
had found it; he next endeavored to repeat his move- 
ments of the night before, retreated to the wall, and exam- 
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ined every door to find the corner against which he had 
leaned, but all the doors seemed alike. 

** Pardieu !” said he, ‘‘ if I were to knock at each of 
these doors, question all the lodgers, spend a thousand 
crowns to make valets and old women speak, I might learn 
what I want to know. There are fifty houses ; it would 

__ take me at least five nights.” 
As he spoke, he perceived a small and trembling light 

approaching. 
This light advanced slowly, and irregularly, stopping 

occasionally, moving on again, and going first to the right, 
then to the left, then, for a minute, coming straight on, 
and again diverging. Bussy leaned against a door, and 
waited. The light continued to advance, and soon he 
could see a black figure, which, as it advanced, took the form 
of a man, holding a lantern in his left hand. Heappeared 
to Bussy to belong to the honorable fraternity of drunkards, 
for nothing else seemed to explain the eccentric movements 
of the lantern. At last he slipped over a piece of ice, and 
fell. Bussy was about to come forward and offer his assist- 
ance, but the man and the lantern were quickly up again, 
and advanced directly towards him, when he saw, to his 
great surprise, that the man had a bandage over his eyes. 

“Well!” thought he, ‘it is a strange thing to play at 
blind man’s buff with a lantern in your hand. Am I be- 
ginning to dream again? And, good heavens! he is talk- 
ing to himself. If he be not drunk or mad, he is a math- 
ematician.” 

This last surmise was suggested by the words that Bussy 
_heard. 

«© 488, 489, 490,” murmured the man, *‘ it must be near 
here.” And then he raised his bandage, and finding him- 
self in front of a house, examined it attentively. 

** No, it is not this,” he said. Then, putting back his 
bandage, he recommenced his walk and his calculations. 

**491, 492, 493, 494 ; I must be close.” And he raised his 
bandage again, and, approaching the door next to that 
against which Bussy was standing, began again to 
examine, 
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“‘ Hum !” said he, ‘‘ it might, but all these doors are so 
alike.” 

«« The same reflection I have just made,” thought Bussy. 
However, the mathematician now advanced to the next 

door, and going up to it, found himself face to face with 
Bussy. 
“Oh !” cried he, stepping back. 
“Oh!” cried Bussy. 
‘*Tt is not possible.” 
“Yes ; but it is extraordinary. You are the doctor ?” 
«* And you the gentleman ?” 
“ Just so.” 
‘Mon Dieu ! how strange.” 
«The doctor,” continued Bussy, ‘* who yesterday dressed 

a wound for a gentleman ?” 
«< Yes, in the right side.” 
“«* Exactly so. "You had a gentle, light, and skilful 

hand.” 
«¢ Ah, sir, I did not expect to find you here.” 
«‘ But what were you looking for ?” 
«« The house.” 
*¢ Then you do not know it ?” 
‘‘ How should I? They brought me here with my eyes 

bandaged.” 
‘‘Then you really came here ? ” 
‘¢ Hither to this house or the next.” 
**Then I did not dream ?” 
‘Dream ?” 
** T confess I feared it was all a dream.” 
‘¢ Ah! I fancied there was some mystery.” 
** A mystery which you must help me to unravel.” 
*¢ Willingly.” 
** What is your name ?” 
“‘ Monsieur, to such a question I ought, perhaps, to 

reply by looking fierce, and saying, ‘ Yours, monsieur, if 
you please ; but you have a long sword, and I only a lancet ; 
you seem to mea gentleman, and I cannot appear so to 
you, forI am wet and dirty. Therefore, I reply frankly : I 
am called Rémy-le-Haudouin.” 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 57 

“‘Very well, monsieur ; I thank you. I am Louis de 
Clermont, Comte de Bussy.” 

‘* Bussy d’Amboise ! the hero Bussy!” cried the young 
doctor, joyfully. ‘‘ What, monsieur, you are that famous 

' Bussy——? ” 
‘*T am Bussy,” replied he. ‘‘ And now, wet and dirty 

as you are, will you satisfy my curiosity ?” 
“ The fact is,” said the young man, ‘“ that I shall be 

obliged, like Epaminondas the Theban, to stay two days 
at home, for I have but one doublet and trousers. But, 
pardon, you did me the honor to question me, I think ?” 

** Yes, monsieur, I asked you how you came to this 
house ?” 

«© M. le Comte, this is how it happened ; I lodge in the 
Rue Beauheillis, 502 steps from here. I am a poor sur- 
geon, not unskilful, I hope.” 

**T can answer for that.” 
** And who has studied muck but without any patients. 

Seven or eight days ago, aman having received behind the 
Arsenal a stab with a knife, I sewed up the wound, and 
cured him. This made for me some reputation in the neigh- 
borhood, to which I attribute the happiness of having 
been last night awoke by a pretty voice.” 

«* A woman’s ?” 
‘< Yes, but, rustic as I am, I knew it to be the voice of 

aservant. I know them well.” 
«* And what did you do ?” 
‘«Trose and opened my door, but scarcely had I done so, 

when two little hands, not very soft, but not very hard, 
put a bandage over my eyes, without saying anything.” 

«© «Oh !? she said, ‘ come, do not try to see where you 
are going, be discreet, here is your recompense ;’ and she 
placed in my hand a purse.” 

*¢ Ah ! and what did you say ?” 
*¢ That I was ready to follow my charming conductress. 

I did not know if she were charming or not, but I thought 
that the epithet, even if exaggerated, could do no harm.” 

s¢ And you asked no more ?” 
‘ T had often read these kinds of histories in books, and 
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I had remarked that they always turned out well for the 
doctor. Therefore I followed, and I counted 498. paces.” 
‘Good ; then this must be the door.” 
‘* It cannot be far off, at all events, unless she led me by 

some détour, which I half suspect.” 

‘** But did she pronounce no name ?” 
‘* None.” 
** But you remarked something ?” 
«* All that one could with one’s fingers, a door with 

nails, then a passage, and then a staircase 
“© On the left ?” 
‘‘Yes; and I counted the steps. Then I think we came 

to a corridor, for they opened three doors.” 
“¢ Well ?” 
** Then I heard another voice, and that belonged to the 

mistress, I am sure ; it was sweet and gentle.” 
«* Yes, yes, it was her: 
‘* Good, it was hers.” 
“‘T am sure of it.” 
‘¢ Then they pushed me into the room where you were, 

and told me to take off my bandage, when I saw you——” 
‘¢ Where was I ?” 
** On a bed.” 
“© A bed of white and gold damask ?” 
5 (Mess, 
«Ina room hung with tapestry ?” 
“* Just so.” 
** And a painted ceiling ?” 
“‘ Yes, and between two windows——” 
<< A portrait ?” 
¢ Yes.” 
«¢ Representing a woman about nineteen ? ” 
“< Yes.” 
‘‘ Blonde, and beautiful as an angel ?” 
“* More beautiful.” 
‘¢ Bravo ! what did you do then ?” 
«‘T dressed your wound.” 
«* And, ma foi ! very well.” 
‘* As well as I could.” 
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*¢ Admirably ! this morning it was nearly well.” 
*¢ It is thanks to a balm I have composed, and which 

appears to me sovereign, for many times, not knowing who 
to practise upon, I have made wounds on myself, and they 
were always well in two or three days.” 

** My dear M. Rémy, you are acharming doctor. Well, 
afterwards ? ” | 

‘© You fainted again. The voice asked me how you 
were.” 

«¢ From whence ?” 
«* From a room at the side.” 
“«* So you did not see her ?” 
NO,” 
** And you replied ?” 
«* That the wound was not dangerous, and in twenty- 

four hours would be well.” 
‘*She seemed pleased ?” 
‘¢ Charmed ; for she cried, ‘ I am very glad of that.’” 
*«My dear M. Rémy, I will make your fortune. Well ?” 
“¢ That was all ; I had no more to do ; and the voice said, 

‘M. Rémy——’ ” 
«* She knew your name ?” 
“Yes ;‘ M. Rémy,’ said she, ‘ be a man of honor to 

the last ;do not compromise a poor woman carried away by 
an excess of humanity. ‘Take your bandage, and let them 
take you straight home.’ ” 

«© You promised ?” 
**T gave my word.” 
«¢ And you kept it ?” 
“* As you see, for I am seeking now.” 
«¢ You are an honest man, and here is my hand,” cried 

Bussy. 
«‘ Monsieur, it will be an eternal glory for me to have - 

touched the hand of Bussy d’Amboise. However, I have 
ascruple. There were ten pistoles in the purse.” 
wwe? < 
«¢ Tt is too much for a man who charges five sous for his 

visits, when he does not give them gratis, and I was seek- 
ing the house——” 
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“‘To return the purse ?” 
«* Just so.” 
‘* My dear M. Rémy, it is too much delicacy ; you haye 

earned the money well, and may surely keep it.” 
«* You think so ?” said Rémy, well pleased. 
‘But I also am in your debt ; indeed, it was I who ought 

to have paid you, and not the lady. Come, give me your 
confidence. What do you do in Paris ?” 

““What doI do? Ido nothing; but I would if I hada 
connection.” 

«Well, that is just right; I will give you a patient. 
Will you have me? I am famous practise; for there is 
scarcely aday when I do not deface God’s noblest work for 
others, or they for me. Will you undertake the care ofall 
the holes I make in the skin of others or others in mine ?” 
«Ah, M. le Comte! this honor.” 
“No ; you are just the man I want. You shall come 

and live with me; you shall have your own rooms, and 
your own servants ; accept, or you will really annoy me.” 

«©M. le Comte, I am so overjoyed, I cannot express it. 
I will work—I will make a connection——” 

“ But, no, I tell you, I keep you for myself and my 
friends. Now, do you remember anything more ?” 

** Nothing.” 
** Ah, well! help me to find out, if it be possible.” 
“© T will.” 
‘And you, who are a man of observation, how do you 

account for it, that after being doctored by you, I found 
myself by the Temple, close to the ditch.” 
“Youre 
‘Yes, I. Did you help to take me there ?” 
“Certainly not, and I should have opposed it if they 

had consulted me; for the cold might have done you much 
harm.” 
‘Then I can tell nothing. Will you search a little 

more with me ?” 
“*T will if you wish it; but I much fear it will be useless 

for all these houses are alike.” 
** Well, we must come again by day.” 
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“ Yes ; but then we shall be seen.” 
«<Then we must inquire.” 
«¢ We will, monseigneur.” 
«‘ And we shall unravel the mystery. Be sure, Rémy, 

now there are two of us to work.” 

CHAPTER XI. 

M. BRYAN DE MONSOREAU, 

Ir was more than joy, it was almost delirium, which agi- 
tated Bussy when he had acquired the certainty that the 
lady of his dream was a reality, and had, in fact, given 
him that generous. hospitality of which he had preserved 
the vague remembrance in his heart. He would not let 
the young doctor go, but, dirty as he was, made him get 
into the litter with him ; he feared that if he lost sight of 
him, he too would vanish like a dream. He would have 
liked to talk all night of the unknown lady, and explain 
to Rémy how superior she was even to her portrait; but 
Rémy, beginning his functions at once, insisted that he 
should go to bed: fatigue and pain gave the same counsel 
and these united powers carried the point. 

The next day, on awaking, he found Rémy at his bed- 
side. The young man could hardly believe in his good 
fortune, and wanted to see Bussy again to be sure of it. 

“Well !” said he, ‘‘ how are you, M. le Comte ?” 
‘‘Quite well, my dear Esculapius; and you, are you 

satisfied ? ” : 
“* So satisfied, my generous protector, that I would not 

change places with the king. But I now must see the 
wound.” 

*‘ Look.” And Bussy turned round for the young sur- 
geon to take off the bandage. Alllooked well ; the wound 
was nearly closed. Bussy, quite happy, had slept well, 
and sleep and happiness had aided the doctor. 

“ Well,” said Bussy, ‘‘ what do you say ?” 
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**T dare not tell you that you are nearly well, for fear 
you should send me back to the Rue Beauheillis, five hun- 
dred paces from the famous house.” 

‘“Which we will find, will we not, Rémy ?” 
“‘T should think so.” 
«Well, my friend, look on yourself as one of the house, 

and to-day, while you move your things, let me go to the 
féte of the installation of the new chief huntsman.” 
«Ah! you want to commit follies already.” 
‘No, I promise to be very reasonable.” 
** But you must ride.” 
‘*Tt is necessary.” 
‘*« Have you a horse with an easy pace ? 
‘«T have four to choose from.” 
‘Well, take for to-day the one you would choose for 

the lady of the portrait you know.” 
‘Know! Ah, Rémy, you have found the way to my 

heart forever ; I feared you would prevent me from going 
to this chase, or rather this imitation of one, and all the 
ladies of the Court, and many from the City, will be ad- 
mitted toit. Now, Rémy, this lady may be there. She 
certainly is not a simple bourgeoise—those tapestries, that 
bed, so much luxury as well as good taste, show a woman 
of quality, or, at least, arich one. If I were to meet her 
there !” 

** All is possible,” replied Rémy, philosophically. 
«‘Except to find the house,” sighed Bussy. ‘* Or to 

penetrate when we have found it.” 
“*Oh! I have a method.” 
*« What is it ?” 
** Get another sword wound.” 
** Good ; that gives me the hope that you will keep me.” 
** Be easy, I feel as if I had known you for twenty years, 

and could not do without you.” 
The handsome face of the young doctor grew radiant 

with joy. 
‘Well, then,” said he, “it is decided ; you go to the 

chase to look for the lady, and I go to look for the house.” 
** It will be curious if we each succeed.” 

a 
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There had been a great chase commanded in the Bois de 
Vincennes, for M. de Monsoreau to enter on his functions 
of chief huntsman. Most people had believed, from the 
scene of the day before, that the king would not attend, 
‘and much astonishment was expressed when it was an- 
nounced that he had set off with his brother and all the 
court. ‘The rendezvous was at the Point St. Louis. It 
was thus they named a cross-road where the martyr king 
used to sit under an oak-tree and administer justice. 
Every one was therefore assembled here at nine o’clock, 
when the new officer, object of the general curiosity, un- 
known as he was to almost every one, appeared on a mag- 
nificent black horse. All eyes turned towards him. 

He was a man about thirty-five, tall, marked by the 
smallpox, and with a disagreeable expression. Dressed in 
a jacket of green cloth braided with silver, with a silver 
shoulder belt, on which the king’s arms were embroidered 
in gold; on his head a cap witha long plume; in his left 
hand a spear, and in his right the éstortuaire* destined 
for the king, M. de Monsoreau might look like a terrible 
warrior, but not certainly like a handsome cavalier. 

“Fie! what an ugly figure you have brought us, monsei- 
gneur,” said Bussy, to the Duc d’Anjou, ‘‘ are these the 
sort of gentlemen that your favor seeks for out of the 
provinces ? Certainly, one could hardly find such in Paris, 
‘which is nevertheless as well stocked with ugliness. They 
say that your highness made a great point of the king’s 
appointing this man.” 

“*M. de Monsoreau has served me well, and I recom- 
pense him,” replied the duke. 

*‘ Well said, monseigneur, it is rare for princes to be 
grateful ; but if that be all, I also have served you well, 
‘and should wear the embroidered jacket more gracefully, 
I trust, than M. de Monsoreau. He has a red beard, [ 
‘see also, which is an additional beauty.” 

* The éstortuaire was a stick, which the chief huntsman pre- 
sented to the king, to put aside the branches of the trees when 

he was going at full gallop. 
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‘*T never knew that a man must be an Apollo, or An- 
tinous, to fill an office at court. 

‘¢ You never heard it ; astonishing !” 
‘‘T consult the heart and not the face—the services 

rendered and promised.” 
‘* Your highness will say I am very envious ; but I search, 

and uselessly, I confess, to discover what service this 
Monsoreau can have rendered you.” 

‘* You are too curious, Bussy,” said the duke, angrily. 
«Just like princes,” cried Bussy, with his ordinary 

freedom, ‘‘ they ask you everything ; but if you ask a ques- 
tion in return, you are too curious.” 

‘* Well! go and ask M. de Monsoreau, himself.” 
«Ah! you are right. He is but a simple gentleman, 

and if he do not reply, I shall know what tosay.” 
«What ?” 
«‘Tell him he is impertinent.” And, turning from the 

prince, Bussy approached M. de Monsoreau, who was in 
the midst of the circle. 

Bussy approached, gay and smiling, and his hat in his 
hand. 

‘‘ Pardon, monsieur, but you seem all alone. Is it that 
the favor which you-enjoy has already made you ene- 
mies ?” 

‘‘T donot know, monsieur, but itis probable. But, 
may I ask, to what I owe the honor that you do me in 
invading my solitude ?” 

“‘ Ma foi, to the great admiration that M. le Duc d’Anjou 
has inspired in me for you.” 

“* How so?” 
<«¢ By recounting to me the exploit for which you were 

made chief huntsman.” 
M. de Monsoreau grew so frightfully pale, that the marks 

in his face looked like black spots on his yellow skin 5 at 
the same time he looked at Bussy in a manner that portended 
aviolent storm. Bussy saw that he had done wrong; but 
he was not a man to draw back ; on the contrary, he was 

one of those who generally repair an indiscretion by an im- 
pertinence, es 
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* You say, monsieur,” said Monsoreau, “ that the Duke 
recounted to you my last exploit ?” 

- “Yes, monsieur, butI should much like to hear the 
_ story from your own lips.” 

_ M. de Monsoreau clasped his dagger tighter in his hand, 
as though he longed to attack Bussy. 

** Ma foi, monsieur,” said he, “I was quite disposed to 
grant your request, and recognize your courtesy, but un- 
fortunately here is the king arriving, so we must leave it for 
another time.” 

Indeed, the king, mounted on his favorite Spanish 
horse, advanced rapidly towards them. He loved hand- 
some faces, and was therefore little pleased with that of M. 
de Monsoreau. However, he accepted, with a good grace, 
the éstortuaire which he presented to him, kneeling, 
according to custom. As soon as the king was armed, the 
chase commenced. 

Bussy watched narrowly every one that passed, looking 
for the original of the portrait, but in vain ; there were 
pretty, even beautiful and charming women, but not the 
charming creature whom he sought for. He was reduced 

. to conversation, and the company of his ordinary friends. 
Antragues, always laughing and talking, was a great amuse- 
ment. 

** We havea frightful chief huntsman,” said he to Bussy, 
*¢do you not think so ?” 

*T find him horrible; what a family it must be if his 
children are like him. Do you know his wife ?” 

‘** He is not married.” 
«* How do you know ?” 
«From Madame de Vendron, who finds him very hand- 

some, and would willingly make him her fourth husband, 
See how she keeps near him.” ) 

** What property has he ?” 
“Oh! a great deal in Anjou.” 
*‘Then he is rich ?” - 
“They say so, but that is all; he is not of very ¥ good 

birth. But see, there is M. le Duc d’Anjou calling to you.” 
“Ah! ma foi, he must wait, Iam curious about this 
§ 
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man. I find him singular, I hardly know why. Andsuck 
an odd name.’ 

**Qh! it comes from Mons Soricis ; Livarot knows all 
about that.—Here, Livarot ; this Monsoreau 1d 

“Well.” 
¢Tell us what you know about him——” 
*Willingly. Firstly, 1am afraid of him.” 
**Good, that is what you think ; now tell us what you 

know.” 
**Listen. I was going home one night——” 
‘* Tt begins in a terrible manner.” 
‘*Pray let me finish. It was about six months ago,I was 

returning from my uncle D’Entragues, through the wood 
of Méridor, when all at once I heard a frightful ery, and 
I saw pass, with an empty saddle, a white horse, rushing 
through the wood. Irode on, and at the end of a long 
avenue, darkened by the approaching shades of night, I saw 
a man on a black horse ; he seemed to fly. Then I heard 
again the same cry, and I distingushed before him on the 
saddle a woman, on whose mouth he had his hand. I had 
a gun in my hand—you know I aim well, and I should 
have killed him, but my gun missed fire.” 

“Well ?” 
‘© T asked a woodcutter who this gentleman on the black 

horse was, and he said, ‘ M. de Monsoreau.’” 
‘‘ Well,” said Antragues, “‘it is not so uncommon to 

carry away a woman, is it, Bussy ?” 
‘*No; but, at least, one might let them cry out.” 
«¢ And who was the woman ?” 
«‘That I do not know; but he has a bad reputation.” 
«* Do you know anything else about him ?” 
‘‘No; but he is much feared by his tenantry. How- 

ever, he is a good hunter, and will fill his post better than 
St. Luc would have done, for whom it was first destin 
‘Do you know where St. Luce is ?” 
*« No; is he still the king’s prisoner ?” 
“* Not at all; he set off at one o’clock this morning te 

visit his country house with his wife.” 
‘* Banished ? ” 
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“<< Tt looks like it.” 
** Impossible ! ” 
«True as the gospel ; Marshal de Brissac told meso this 

morning.” 
*“ Well! it has served M. de Monsorean——” 
** Ah! I know now.” 
“Know what ?” 
** The service that he rendered to the duke.” 
‘*Who? St. Luc ?” 
‘““No ; Monsoreau.” 
‘* Really.” 
** Yes, you shall see ; come with me,” and Bussy, fol- 

lowed by Livarot and Antragues, galloped after the Duc 
d’Anjou. 
"Ah, monseignenr,” said he, “ what a precious man 

M. de Monsoreau is.” 
“Ah! really 5 ; then you spoke to him ?” 
“* Certainly.” 
** And asked him what he had done for me ?” 
“* Certainly ; that was all I spoke to him for.” 
** And what did he say ?” 
*« He courteously confessed that he was your purveyor.” 
‘* Of game ?” 
** No; of women.’ 
fs What do you mean, Bussy ?” cried the duke angrily. 
‘*T mean, monseigneur, that he carries away women for 

you on his great black horse, and that as they are ignorant 
of the honor reserved for them, he puts his hand on their 
mouths to prevent their crying out.” 
«The duke frowned, and ground his teeth with anger, 

grew pale, and galloped on so fast, that Bussy and his 
companions were left in the rear. 
‘Ah! ah! it seems that the joke is a good one,” said 

Antragues. 
** And so much the better, that every one does not seem 

to find it a joke,” said Bussy. 
‘* A moment after, they heard the duke’s voice calling 

Bussy. He went, and found the duke laughing. 
** Oh !” said he, ‘‘ it appears that what I said was droll.” 
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‘‘T am not laughing at what you said.” 
‘¢So much the worse ; I should have liked to have made 

a prince laugh, who hardly ever does so.” 
«‘T laugh at your inventing a false story to find out the 

true one.” 
**No, I told you the truth.” 
“‘ Well, then, as we are alone, tell me your little history. 

Where did it happen ?” 
‘*In the wood of Méridor.” 
The duke grew pale again, but did not speak. 
“Decidedly,” thought Bussy, ‘‘ the duke is mixed up with 

that story. Pardieu ! monseigneur,” said he, ‘* as M. de 
Monsoreau seems to have found the method of pleasing you 
so well, teach it to me.” 

“«* Pardieu ! yes, Bussy, I will tell you how. Listen; I 
met, by chance, at church, a charming woman, and as some 
features of her face, which I only saw through a veil, re- 
called to me a lady whom I had much loved, I followed 
her, and found out where she lived. I have gained over 
her servant, and have a key of the house.” 

** Well, monseigneur, all seems to go well for you.” 
*« But they say she is a great prude, although free, young, 

and beautiful.” 
‘¢ Ah! you are romancing.” 
‘«* Well, you are brave, and love me ?” 
«*T have my days.” 

- For being brave ?” 
“* No, for loving you.” 
‘** Well, is this one of the days ?” 
«JT will try and make it one, if I can serve your high- 

ness.” 
** Well, I want you to do for me what most people do for 

themselves.” 
“¢ Make love to her, to find out if she be a prude ?” 
‘* No, find out if she has a lover. I want you to lay in 

wait and discover who the man is that visits her.” 
‘‘ There is a man then ? ” 
**T fear so.” 
‘¢ Lover, or husband ?” 
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“That is what I want to know.” 
** And you want me to find out ?” 
‘« Tf you will do me that great favor——” 
** You will make me the next chief huntsman.” 
“I have never yet done anything for you.” 
‘Oh ! you have discovered that at last.” 
“** Well, do you consent ?” 
**To watch the lady ?” 
ee ORs” 
** Monseigneur, I confess I do not like the commission.” 
** You offered to do me a service, and you draw back 

already !” 
** Because you want me to be aspy.” 
** 1 ask you as a friend.” 
** Monseigneur, this is a sort of thing that every man 

must do for himself, even if he be a prince.” 
‘Then you refuse ?” 
“ Ma foi! yes.” 
The duke frowned. “Well, I will go myself,” said he, 

*‘and if I am killed or wounded, I shall say that I begged 
my friend Bussy to undertake the task, and that for the 
first time he was prudent.” 

“ Monseigneur, you said to me the other night, ‘ Bussy, 
I hate all those minions of the king’s who are always 
laughing at and insulting us; go to this wedding of St. 
Luc’s, pick a quarrel and try to get rid of them.’ I went ; 
they were five and I was alone. I defied them all; they 
laid wait for me, attacked me all together, and killed my 
horse, yet I wounded three of them. To-day you ask me 
to wronga woman. Pardon, monseigneur, but that is past 
the service which a prince should exact from a gallant man, 
and I refuse.” 

“So be it-; I will do my work myself, or with Aurilly, 
as I have done already.” 
“Oh!” said Bussy, with a sudden thought. 
“What ?” 
“ Were you engaged on it the night when you saw the 

ambush laid for me ?” 
“ Just so.” 
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«Then your beautiful unknown lives near the Bastile.” 
“Opposite the Rue St. Catherine. It is a dangerous 

place, as you know.” 
“Has your highness been there since ? ” 
«© Yesterday.” 
« And you saw ?” 
«A man spying all about and who at last stopped at her 

door.” 
“ Was he alone ?” 
«Yes, at first. Afterwards he was joined by another, 

with a lantern in his hand.” 
“Ah!” 
“Then they began to talk together, and at last, tired of 

waiting, I wentaway. And before I venture into the house 
_ where I might be killed ——” 

“You would like one of your friends to try it.” 
“They would not have my enemies, nor run the same 

risk ; and then they might report to me——” 
“Tn your place I would give up this woman.” 
“No, she is too beautiful.” 
“You said you hardly saw her.” 
“‘T saw her enough to distinguish splendid blonde hair, 

magnificent eyes, and such a complexion !” 
“ Ah! ah!” 
‘‘ You understand ! one does not easily renounce such ; 

woman.” 
“No, I feel for you.” 
«© You jest.” 
“ No, on my word, and the proof is, that if you will give 

me my instructions, I will watch this evening.” 
“ You retract your decision ?” 
“There is no one but the pope infallible; now tell me 

what I am to do.” 
“You will have to hide a little way off, and if a man 

enter, follow him to find out who he is ?” 
“ But if, in entering, he close the door behind him ?” 
“T told you I had a key.” 
“Ah! true; then there is only one more thing to fear, 

that I should follow a wrong man to a wrong door.” 
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*€ You cannot mistake ; this door is the door of analley, 
and at the end of the alley there is a staircase ; mount 
twelve steps, and you will be in a corridor.” 

** How do you know all this, if you have never been in ?” 
“¢ Did I not tell you I had gained over theservant ? She 

told me all.” 
* * Mon Dieu ! how convenient it is to be a prince. I 
should have had to find out all for myself, which would 
have taken me an enormous time, and I might have failed 
after all.” 

«¢ Then you consent ?” 
«« Can I refuse your highness ? But will you come with 

me to show me the house ?” 
** Useless ; as we return from the chase, we will make a 

detour, and pass through the Porte St. Antoine, and I will 
point it out to you.” 

«« Very well, and what am I to do to the man if he comes? ” 
** Only follow him till you learn who he is. I leave to 

you your mode of action. And not a word to any one.” 
«< No, on my honor.” 
«* And you will go alone ?” 
*< Quite.” 
‘¢ Well, then, it is settled ; I show you the door on our 

way home ; then you come with me, and I give you the key.” 
Bussy and the prince then rejoined the rest. The king 

was charmed with the manner in which M. de Monsoreau 
had conducted the chase. 

‘« Monseigneur,” then said M. de Monsoreau to the duke, 
** T owe my place and these compliments to you.” 

** But you know that yon must go to-night to Fon- 
taineblean, where the king will hunt to-morrow and the day 
after.” 

«<I know, monseigneur ; I am prepared to start to-night.” 
«© Ah, M. de Monsoreau, there is no more rest for you,” 

said Bussy, ‘‘ you wished to be chief huntsman, and you 
are so, and now you will have at least fifty nights’ rest less 
than other men. Luckily you are not married.” 

At this joke, Monsoreau’s face was covered once more 
with that hideous paleness which ueet to him so sinister 
an aspect. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

HOW BUSSY FOUND BOTH THE PORTRAIT AND THE ORIGINAL. 

THE chase terminated about four o’clock in the evening, 
and at five all the court returned to Paris. As they passed 
by the Bastile, the duke said to Bussy, ‘* Look to the 
right, at that little wooden house with a statue of the 
Virgin before it; well, count four houses from that. It 
is the fifth you have to go to, just fronting the Rue St. 
Catherine.” 

**T see it ; and look ! at the sound of the trumpets 
announcing the king, all the windows are filled with 
gazers.” 

‘«* Except the one I show you, where the curtains remain 
closed.” 

‘* But there is a corner lifted,” said Bussy, with a beating 
heart. 

«Yes, but wecan see nothing. The lady is well guarded. 
However, that is the house.” 
When Bussy returned, he said to Rémy, ‘‘ Have you 

discovered the house ?” 
«* No, monseigneur.” 
‘* Well, I believe I have been more lucky.” 
‘¢ How so, monsieur, have you been seeking ?’ 
‘* T passed through the street.” 
* And you recognized the house ?” 
‘«* Providence, my dear friend, has mysterious ways.” 
** Then you are sure ?” 
“* Not sure, but I hope.” 
«* And when shall I know if you are right ?” 
‘¢ To-morrow morning.” 
«¢ Meanwhile, do you want me ?” 
‘* No, my dear Rémy.” 
«¢ Shall I not follow you ?” 
‘* Impossible.” 
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‘« Be prudent, monseigneur.” 
‘‘ Ah! the recommendation is useless, my prudence is 

well known.” 
Bussy dined like a man who does not know when he 

will sup, then, at eight o’clock, choosing the best of his 
swords, and attaching, in spite of the king’s orders, a pair 

“ of pistols to his belt, went in his litter to the corner of 
the Rue St. Paul. 

He easily recognized the house again, and then, wrapped 
in his cloak, hid at the corner of the street, determined to 
wait for two hours, and at the end of that time, if no one 
came, to act for himself. He had scarcely been there ten 
minutes, when he saw two cavaliers coming. One of them 
dismounted, gave his horse to the other, who was probably 
a lackey, and who went away with the horses, and advanced 
towards the house pointed out to Bussy, and, after glancing 
round to see if he were observed, opened the doorand went 
in. Bussy waited two or three minutes, and then followed 
him. He advanced slowly and softly, found the staircase, 
and went up. In the corridor he stopped, for he heard a 
voice say, “‘ Gertrude, tell your mistress that it is I, and 
that I must come in.” 

This was said in an imperious tone, and, a minute after, 
Bussy heard a woman’s voice say : 

‘* Pass into the drawing-room, Monsieur, and madame 
will come to you.” 

Then he heard the sound ofa door shutting. He made 
a few steps silently, and extending his hand, felt a door ; 
he went in, found a second in which was akey ; he turned 
it, and entered the room tremblingly. The room in which 
-he found himself was dark, except fromthe light shining 
from another. By this he could see two windows, hung 
with tapestry, which sent a thrill of joy through the 

‘ young man’s heart. On the ceiling he could faintly see 
the mythological figures ; he extended his hand, and felt 
the sculptured bed. There was no more doubt, he was 
in the room where he had awakened the night of his 
wound. 

Bussy hid behind the bed-curtains to listen. He heard 
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in the adjoining room the impatient step of the unknown ; 
from time to time he stopped, murmuring between his 
teeth, ‘‘ Will she come ?” 

Presently a door opened, and the rustling of a silk dress 
struck on Bussy’s ear. ‘Then he heard a woman’s voice, 
expressive at once of fear and disdain, saying : 

**Here I am, monsieur, what do you want now ?” 
‘*Madame,” replied the man, “‘I have the honor of 

telling you that, forced to set off to-morrow morning for 
Fontainebleau, I come to pass the night with you.” 

** Do you bring me news of my father ?” 
“* Madame, listen to me——” 
** Monsieur, you know what we agreed yesterday, when 

I consented to become your wife, that, before all things, 
either my father should come to Paris, or I should go to 
him.” 

‘‘ Madame, as soon as I return from Fontaineblean, I 
give you my word of honor, but meanwhile——” 

‘‘Oh! monsieur, do not close the door, it is useless ; I 
will not pass a single night under the same roof with you 
until you bring me my father.” And the lady, who spoke 
thus, whistled through a silver whistle, which was then 
the manner of calling servants. 

Immediately the door opened, and a young, vigorous- 
looking girl entered. As she went in, she left the door 
open, which threw a strong light into the room where 
Bussy was hid, and between the two windows he saw the 
portrait. Bussy now crept noiselessly along to where he 
could peep into the room. However carefully he moved, 
the floor creaked. At the noise the lady turned, she was 
the original of the portrait. The man, seeing her turn, 
turned also; it was M. de Monsoreau. 
“Ah!” thought Bussy, ‘‘ the white horse, the woman 

carried away, there is some terrible history.” 
Bussy, as we have said, could see them both ; she, 

standing up, pale and disdainful. He, not pale, but livid, 
agitated his foot impatiently. 

** Madame,” said he, at last, ‘‘do not hope to continue 
with me this character of a persecuted woman ; you are 
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at Paris, in my house, and, still more, you are Comtesse 
de Monsoreau, that is to say, my wife.” 

“If Tam your wife, why refuse to conduct me to my 
father ? Why continue to hide me from the eyes of the 

~ world ?” 

** You have forgotten the Duc d’Anjou, madame.” 
- * You assured me that, once your wife, I should have 
no more to fear from him.” 

“That is to say ———” 
** You promised me that.” 
“* But still, madame, I must take precautions.” 
‘* Well, monsieur, when you have taken them, return 

to me.” 
** Diana,” said the count, who was growing visibly angry, 

** Diana, do not make a jest of this sacred tie.” 
*« Act so, monsieur, that I can have confidence in the 

husband, and I will respect the marriage.” 
‘Oh! this'is too much!” cried the count. “Iam im 

my own house, you are my wife, and this night you shall 
be mine.” : 
‘Bussy put his hand on his sword-hilt, and made a step 

forward, but Diana did not give him time to appear. 
“Stay,” said she, drawing a poignard from her belt, 

“here is my answer.” And rushing into the room where 
Bussy was, she shut the door and locked it, while Monsor- 
eau exhausted himself in menaces and in blows on the door. 

“Tf you break this door you will find me dead on the 
threshold.” 

‘** And be easy, madame, you shall be revenged,” said 
Bussy. 

Diana was about to utter a cry, but her fear of her hus- 
band was strong enough to restrain her. She remained 
pale and trembling, but mute. 
'M. de Monsoreau struck violently with his foot, but 

convinced’ that Diana would execute her menace, went 
out of the drawing-room, shutting the door violently be- 
hind him. Then they heard him going down the stairs. 

' But you, monsieur,” said Diana, turning to Bussy, 
** who are you, and how came you here ? ” 
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‘“* Madame,” said Bussy, opening the door; and knee:ing 
before her, ‘‘I1 am the man whose life you preserved. 
You cannot think that I come to your house with any bad 
designs.” As the light streamed in, Diana recognized him 
at once. 

‘‘Ah! you here, monsieur,” cried she, clasping her 
hands, ‘‘ you were here—you heard all ?” 

“Alas ! yes, madame.” 
‘* But who are you ? your name, monsieur ? ” 
“Madame, I am Louis de Clermont, Comte de Bussy.” 
«‘Bussy ! you are the brave Bussy!” cried Diana, fill- 

ing with joy the heart of the young man. ‘Ah! Ger- 
trude!” cried she, turning to her servant, who, hearing 
her mistress talking to some one, had entered in terror, 
“Gertrude, I have no more to fear, for from this time I 
place myself under the safeguard of the most noble and 
loyal gentleman in France.” Then holding out her hand 
to Bussy : 

‘Rise, monsieur,” said she, ‘* I know who you are, now 
you must know who I am.” 

Sonnets 

CHAPTER XIII, 

WHO DIANA WAS. 

Bussy rose, bewildered at his own happiness, and en- 
tered with Diana into the room which M. de Monsoreau 
had just quitted. He looked at Diana with astonish- 
ment and admiration ; he had not dared to hope that the 
woman whom he had sought for, would equal the woman 
of his dream, and now the reality surpassed all that he had 
taken for a caprice of his imagination. Diana was about 
nineteen, that is to say in the first éclaét of that youth and 
beauty which gives the purest coloring to the flower, the 
finest flavor to the fruit. There was no mistaking the 
looks of Bussy ; Diana felt herself admired. At last she 
broke the silence, 
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** Monsieur,” said she, ‘‘you have told me who you 
are, but not how you came here.” 
‘Madame, the cause of my presence here will come 

naturally out of the recital you haye been good enough to 
promise me ; Iam sure of it, from some words of your con- 
versation with M. de Monsoreau.” 
. JT will tell you all, monsieur; your name has been 
sufficient to inspire me with full confidence, for I have 
always heard of it as of that of a man of honor, loyalty, 
and courage.” 

Bussy bowed, and Diana went on. 
‘I am the daughter of the Baron de Méridor—that is 

to say, the only heiress of one of the noblest and oldest 
names in Anjou.” 

“‘There was,” said Bussy, ‘‘a Baron de Méridor, who, 
although he could have saved himself, came voluntarily 
and gave up his sword at the battle of Pavia, when he 
heard that the king was a prisoner, and begged to accom- 
pany Francis to Madrid, partook his captivity, and only 
quitted him to come to France and negotiate his ransom.” 

‘‘ It was my father, monsieur, and if ever you enter the 
great hall of the Chateau de Méridor you will see, given in 
memory of this devotion, the portrait of Francis L., 
painted by Leonardo da Vinci.” 
‘Ah !” said Bussy, “‘in those times kings knew how 

to recompense their followers.” 
**On his return from Spain my father married. His 

two first children, sons, died. This was a great grief to 
the Baron de Méridor. When the king died, my father 
quitted the court, and shut himself with his wife in the 
Chateau de Méridor. It was there that I was born, ten 
years after the death of my brothers. 

**Then all the love of the baron was concentrated on 
the child of his old age ; his love for me was idolatry. 
Three years after my birth I lost my mother, and, too 
young to feel my loss, my smiles helped to console my 
father. As I was all to him, so was he also allto me. [ 
attained my sixteenth year without dreaming of any other 
world than that of my sheep, my peacocks, my swans, and 
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my doves, without imagining that this life would change, 
or wishing that it should. 
~** The castle of Méridor was surrounded by sia forests, 
belonging to the Duc d’Anjou ; they were filled with deer 
and stags, whom no one thought of tormenting, and who 
had grown quite familiar to me ; some of them would even 
come when I called them, and one, a doe, my favorite 
Daphné, my poor Daphné, would come and eat out of my 
hand. 

‘*One spring I had missed her for a month, and was 
ready to weep for her as for a friend, when she reappeared 
with two little fawns. At first they were afraid of me, but 
seeing their mother caress me, they soon learned to do the 
same. 

** About this time we heard that the Due d’Aujou had 
sent a governor into the province, and that he was called 
the Comte de Monsoreau. A week passed, during which 
every one spoke of the new governor. One morning the 
woods resounded with the sound of the horn, and the bark- 
ing of dogs. Iran to the park, and arrived just in time 
to see Daphné, followed by her two fawns, pass like light- 
ning, pursued by a pack of hounds. An instant after, 
mounted on a black horse, M. de Monsoreau flew past me. 

‘*T cried out and implored pity for my poor protégée, 
but he did not hear me. Then I ran after him, hoping to 
meet either the count or some of his suite and determined 
to implore them to stop this chase, which pierced my heart. 
I ran for some time without knowing where, for I had lost 
sight of both dogs and hunters. 

«‘Soon I could not even hear them, so I sat down at the 
foot. of a tree, and began to cry. I had been there about 
a quarter of an hour, when I heard the chase again. The 
noise came nearer and nearer, and, darting forward, I saw 
my poor Daphné again; she had but one fawn with her 
now, the other had given way through fatigue. She her- 
self was growing visibly tired, and the distance between 
her and the hounds was less than when I saw her first. 

‘** As before, I exerted myself in vain to make myself 
heard, M, de Monsoreau saw nothing but the animal he 
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was chasing ; he passed more quickly than ever, with his 

horn to his mouth, which he was sounding loudly. Be- 
hind him, two or three hunters animated the dogs with 

horn and voice. All passed me like a tempest, and dis- 

appeared in the forest. I was in despair, but I ran on 
once more, and followed a path which I knew led to the 

éastle of Beaugé, belonging to the Duc d’Anjou, and 
which was about six miles from the castle of Méridor. It 
was not till I arrived there that I remembered that I was 
alone; and far from home. 

“<T confess that a vague terror seized me, and that then 
only I thought of the imprudence and folly of my conduct. 
I followed the border of the lake, intending to ask the 
gardener (who, when I had come there with my father, 
had often given me bouquets) to take me home, when all 
at once I heard the sound of the chase again. I remained 
motionless, listening, and I forgot all else. Nearly at the 
same moment the doe reappeared, coming out of the 
wood on the other side of the lake, but pursued so closely 
that she must be taken immediately. She was alone, her | 
second fawn had fallen, but the sight of the water seemed 
to reanimate her, and she plunged in as if she would 
haye come tome. At first she swam rapidly, andI looked 
at her with tearsin my eyes, and almost as breathless as 
herself ; insensibly her strength failed her, while the dogs 
seemed to grow more and more earnest in their pursuit. 
Soon some of them reached her, and, stopped by their 
bites, she ceased to advance. At this moment, M. de 
Monsoreau appeared at the border of the lake, and jumped 
off his horse. Then I collected all my strength to cry for 
pity, with clasped hands. It seemed to me that he saw 
me, and I cried again. He heard me, for he looked at me ; 
then he ran towards a boat, entered it, and advanced 
rapidly towards the animal, who was fighting among the 
dogs. I did not doubt that, moved by my voice, he was 

_hastening to bring her succor, when all at once I saw 
him draw his hunting knife, and plunge it into the neck 
of the poor animal. The blood flowed out, reddening the 
water at the lake, while the poor doe uttered adoleful cry, 
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beat the water with her feet, reared up, and then fell back 
dead. 

**T uttered a cry almost as doleful as hers, and fell faint- 
ing on the bank. When I came to myself again, I was in 
bed, in a room of the chateau of Beaugé, and my father, 
who had been sent for, standing by me. As it was noth- 
ing but over-excitement, the next morning I was able to 
return home ; although I suffered for three or four days. 
Then my father told me, that M. de Monsoreau, who had 
seen me, when I was carried to the castle, had come to ask 
after me ; he had been much grieved when he heard that 
he had been the involuntary cause of my accident and 
begged to present his excuses to me, saying, that he could 
not be happy until he had his pardon from my own lips. 

«¢ It would have been ridiculous to refuse tosee him, so, 
in spite of my repugnance, I granted his request. He 
came the next day ;I felt that my behavior must have 
seemed strange, and I excused it on the ground of my 
affectionfor Daphne. The count swore twenty times, that 
had he known I had any interest in his victim, he would 
have spared her with pleasure ; but his protestations did 
not convince me, nor remove the unfayorable impression 
I had formed of him. When he took leave, he asked my 
father’s permission to come again. He had been born in 
Spain and educated at Madrid, and it was an attraction 
for my father to talk over the place where he had been so 
long a prisoner. Besides, the count was of good family, 
deputy-governor of the province, and a favorite, it was 
said, of the Duc d’Anjou ; my father had no motive for 
refusing his request, and it was granted. Alas ! from this 
moment ceased, if not my happiness, at least my tran- 
quillity. I soon perceived the impression I had made on 
the count ; he began to come every day, and was full of at- 
tentions to my father, who showed the pleasure he took in 
his conversation, which was certainly that of a clever man. 

‘* One morning my father entered my room with an air 
graver than usual, but still evidently joyful. ‘ My child,’ 
said he, ‘ you always have said you did not wish to leave me.’ 

** «Oh! my father,’ cried I, ‘ it is my dearest wish.’ 
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«¢¢ Well, my Diana,’ continued he, embracing me, § it 
only depends now on yourself to have your wish realized.’ 
I guessed what he was about to say, and grew dreadfully 

_ pale. 
** ¢ Diana, my child, what is the matter ?’ cried he. 
_*©M. de Monsoreau, isit not ?’stammered I. ‘ Well ?’ 

said he, astonished. ‘ Oh! never, my father, if you have 
any pity for your daughter, never y 

** « Diana, my love,’ said he, ‘it is not pity I have for 
you, but idolatry ; you know it ; take a week to reflect, 
and if then——’ 

**« Oh ! no, no,’ cried I, ¢ it is useless ; not a day, not 
aminute! No,no,no!’andI burst intotears. My father 
adored me, and he took mein his arms, and gave me his 
word that he would speak to me no more of this marriage. 

‘Indeed, a month passed, during which I neither heard 
of nor saw M. de Monsoreau. One morning we received an 
invitation to a grand féte which M. de Monsoreau was to 
give to the Duc ‘d’Anjou, who was about to visit the proy- 
ince whose name he bore. ‘T'o this was added a personal 
invitation from the prince, who had seen my father at 
court. My first impulse was to beg my father to refuse, 
but he feared to offend the prince, so we went. M. de 
Monsoreau received us as though nothing had passed, and 
behaved to me exactly as he did to the other ladies. 

‘* Not so the duke. As soon as he saw me, he fixed his 
eyes on me, and scarcely ever removed them. [I felt ill at 
ease under these looks, and begged my father to go home 
early. Three days after M. de Monsoreau came to Méridor ; 
I saw him from the windows, and shut myself up in 
my ownroom. When he was gone, my father said nothing 
to me, but I thought he looked gloomy. 

‘Four days passed thus, when, as I was returning from 
a walk, the servants told me that M. de Monsoreau was 
with my father, who had asked for me several times, and 
had desired to be immediately informed of my return. 
Indeed, no sooner had I entered my room, than my father 
came to me, 

“6 say child,’ said he, ‘ amotive which I cannot explain 
‘ 
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to you, forces me to separate myself from you for some 
days. Do not question me, but be sure that it isan urgent 
one, since it determines me to be a week, a fortnight, 
perhaps a month, without seeing you.’ I trembled, I knew 
not why, but I fancied that the visits of M. de Monsoreau 
boded me no good. 

«*¢ Where am I to go, my father ? ’ asked I. 
<< « To the chateau of Lude, to my sister, where you will 

be hidden from all eyes. You will go by night.? ‘And 
do you not accompany me?’ ‘ No, I must stay here, to 
ward off suspicion ; even the servants must not know where 
you are going.” ‘ But then, who will take me there ?’ 
‘Two men whom I cantrust.’? ‘ Oh ! mon Dieu ! father,’ 
Icried. The baron embraced me. ‘ It is necessary, my 
child,’ said he. 

‘*T knew my father’s love for me so well that I said no 
more, only I asked that Gertrude, my nurse, should ac- 
company me. My father quitted me, telling me to get 
ready. : 

‘« At eight o’clock (it was dark and cold, for it was the 
middle of winter) my father came for me. We descended 
quietly, crossed the garden, when he opened himself a little 
door leading to the forest, and there we found a litter wait- 
ing, and two men ; my father spoke to them, then I got in, 
and Gertrude with me. 

‘* My father embraced me once more, and we set off. I 
was ignorant what danger menaced me, and forced me to 
quit the castle of Méridor. I did not dare to question my 
conductors, whom I didnot know. We went along quietly, 
and the motion of the litter at last sent me to sleep, when 
I was awoke by Gertrude, who, seizing my arm, cried out, 
‘Oh, mademoiselle, was is the matter ?” 

“*T passed my head through the curtains. We were sur- 
rounded by six masked cavaliers, and our men, who had 
tried to defend me, were disarmed. He who appeared the 
chief of the masked men approached me, and said, ‘ Re- 
assure yourself, mademoiselle, no harm will be done to 
you, but you must follow us.’ 

*** Where ?’ Lasked, ‘To aplace,’ he replied, ‘ where, 
4 
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far from having anything to complain of, you wil! be 
treated like a queen.” ‘Oh! my father! my father!’ I 
cried. ‘ Listen, mademoiselle,’ said Gertrude, ‘ I know the 
environs, and I am strong; we may be able to escape.’ 
‘You must do as you will with us, gentlemen,’ said I, ‘ we 
are but two poor women, and cannot defend ourselves.’ 
One of the men then took the place of our conductor, 
and changed the direction of our litter.” 

Here Diana stopped a moment, as if overcome with 
emotion. ; 

«Oh, continue, madame, continue,” cried Bussy. 
It was impossible for Diana not to see the interest she 

inspired in the young man ; it was shown in his voice, his 
gestures, his looks. She smiled, and went on. 

**We continued our journey for about three hours, 
then the litter stopped. I heard a door open, we went on, 
and I fancied we were crossing a drawbridge. I was not 
wrong, for, on looking out of the litter, I saw that we 
were in the courtyard ofa castle. What castle was it ? 
We did not know. Often, during the route, we had tried 
to discover where we were, but seemed to be in an endless 
forest. ‘The door of our litter was opened, and the same 
man who had spoken to us before asked us to alight. I 
obeyed in silence. Two men from the castle had come to 
meet us with torches; they conducted us into a bedroom 
richly decorated, where a collation waited for us on a table 
sumptuously laid out. 

**¢ You are at home here, madame,’ said the same man, 
‘and the room for your servant is adjoining. When you 
wish for anything, you have but to strike with the knocker 
on this door, and some one, who will be constantly in the 
antechamber, will wait on you.’ This apparent attention 
showed that we were guarded. Then the man bowed and 
went out, and we heard him lock the door behind him. 

«‘Gertrude and I were alone. She was about to speak, 
but I signed her to be silent, for perhaps some one was 
listening. The door of the room which had been shown 
us as Gertrude’s was open, and we went in to examine it. 
It was evidently the dressing-room to mine, and was also 
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locked. We were prisoners. Gertrude approached me, 
and said ina low tone: ‘Did demoiselle remark that we 
only mounted five steps after leaving the court ?’ ‘ Yes,’ 
said I. ‘Therefore we are on the ground floor.’ * Doubt- 
less.’ ‘So that——’ said she, pointing to the window. 
‘ Yes, if they are not barred.” ‘And if mademoiselle had 
courage.’ ‘Oh! yes, I have.’ 

‘* Gertrude then took a light, and approached the win- 
dow. It opened easily, and was not barred ; but we soon 
discovered the cause of this seeming negligence on the 
part of our captors. A lake lay below us, and we were 
guarded by ten feet of water better than by bolts and bars. 
But in looking ont I discovered where we were. We were 
in the chateau of Beaugé, where they had brought me on 
the death of my poor Daphné, This castle belonged to 
the Due d’Anjou, and a sudden light was thrown upon 
our capture. We shut the window again, and I threw 
myself, dressed, on my bed, while Gertrude slept in a 
chair by my side. Twenty times during the night I woke, 
a prey to sudden terror; but nothing justified it, except- 
ing the place where I found myself, for all seemed asleep 
in the castle, and no noise but the cry of the birds inter- 
rupted the silence of the night. Day appeared, but only 
to confirm my conviction that flight was impossible with- 
out external aid ; and how could that reach us? About 
nine they came to take away the supper and bring break- 
fast. Gertrude questioned the servants, but they did not 
reply. Our morning passed in fruitless plans for escape, 
and yet we could see a boat fastened to the shore, with its 
oars in it. Could we only haye reached that, we might 
have been safe. 

‘*They brought us our dinner in the same way, put it 
down, and left us. In breaking my bread I found in ita 
little note. I opened it eagerly, and read, ‘A friend 
watches over you. ‘To-morrow you shall have news of 
him and of your father.’ You can imagine my joy. The 
rest of the day passed in waiting and hoping. The second 
night passed as quietly as the first ; then came the hour 
of breakfast, waited for impatiently, for I hoped to find 
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another note. I was not wrong, it was as follows :—‘ The 
person who had you carried off will arrive at the castle of 
Beaugé at ten o’clock this evening ; but at nine, the friend 
who watches over you will be under your windows with a 

‘letter from your father, which will command the confi- 
dence you, perhaps, might not otherwise give. Burn this 
letter. 

‘‘T read and re-read this letter, then burned it as I was 
desired. The writing was unknown to me, and I did not 
know from whom it could havecome. We lost ourselves 
in conjectures, and a hundred times during the morning 
we went to the window to see if we could see any one on 
the shores of the lake, but all was solitary. An hour after 
dinner, some one knocked at our door, and then entered. 
It was the man who had spoken tous before. I recognized 
his voice ; he presented a letter to me. 

*¢« Whom do you come from ?’ asked I.‘ Will mademoi- 
selle take the trouble to read, and she will see.’ ‘But I 
will not read this letter without knowing whom it comes 
from.’ ‘Mademoiselle can do asshe pleases ; my business 
is only to leave the letter,’ and putting it down, he went 
away. ‘ What shall I do ?’ asked I of Gertrude. ‘ Read 
the letter, mademoiselle ; it is better to know what to 
expect.’ I opened and read.” 

Diana, at this moment, rose, opened a desk, and froma 
portfolio drew out the letter. Bussy glanced at the ad- 
‘dress and read, ‘‘ To the beautiful Diana de Méridor.” 

Then looking at Diana, he said— 
** It is the Duc d’Anjou’s writing.” 
“ Ah 1” ‘replied she, with a sigh, “then he did not de- 

ceive me.” 
Then, as Bussy hesitated to open the letter— 
** Read,” said she, “‘ chance has initiated you into the 

most secret history of my life, and I wish to keep nothing 
from you.” 

Bussy obeyed and read— 
**An unhappy prince, whom your divine beauty has 

struck to the heart, will come at ten o’clock to-night to 
apologize for his conduct towards you—conduct which 

; a . 

a) 
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he himself feels has no other excuse than the invincible 
love he entertains for you. 

«‘ FRANOOIS.” 

‘Then this letter was really from the duke ?” asked 
Diana. 

** Alas! yes; it is his writing and his seal.” 
Diana sighed. ‘‘ Can he be less guilty than I thought ?” 

said she. 
‘* Who, the prince ?” 
‘No, M. de Monsoreau.” 
«Continue, madame, and we will judge the prince and 

the count.” 
‘‘ This letter, which I had then no idea of not believing 

genuine, rendered still more precious to me the intervention 
of the unknown friend who offered me aid in the name of 
my father; I hadno hope butinhim. Night arrived soon, 
for it was in the month of January, and we had still four 
or five hours to wait for the appointed time. It was a fine 
frosty night ; the heavens were brilliant with stars, and 
the crescent moon lighted the country with its silver 
beams. We had no means of knowing the time, but we 
sat anxiously watching at Gertrude’s window. At last we 
saw figures moving among the trees, and then distinctly 
heard the neighing of a horse. 

“Tt is our friends,’ said Gertrude. ‘Or the prince,’ 
replied I. ‘The prince would not hide himself.’ This 
reflection reassured me. A man now advanced alone: it 
seemed to us that he quitted another group who were left 
under the shade of the trees. As he advanced, my eyes 
made violent efforts to pierce the obscurity, and I thought 
I recognized first the tall figure, then the features, of 
M. de Monsoreau. I now feared almost as much the help 
as the danger. I remained mute, and drew back from the 
window. Arrived at the wall, he secured his boat, and I 
saw his head at our window. I could not repress a cry. 

«¢¢ Ah, pardon,’ said he, ‘but I thought you expected 
me.’ ‘I expected some one, monsieur, but I did not 
know it was you. A bitter smile passed over his face. 
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Who else,’ said he, ‘ except her father, watches over the 
honor of Diana de Méridor ?’ ‘You told me, monsieur, 
in your letter, that you came in my father’s name.’ ‘ Yes, 
mademoiselle, and lest you should doubt it, here is a note 

- from the baron,’ and he gaye me a paper. I read— 

**¢ My pEAR D1ana,—M. de Monsorean can alone ex- 
tricate you from your dangerous position, and this danger 
is immense. Trust, then, to him as to the best friend that 
Heaven can send to us. I will tell you later what from the 
bottom of my heart 1 wish you to do to acquit the debt we 
shall contract towards him, 

«‘* Your father, who begs you to believe him, and to 
have pity on him, and on yourself, 

«©« BARON DE M£RIDOR.’ 

«*T knew nothing against M. de Monsoreau ; my dislike 
to him was rather from instinct than reason. I had only to 
reproach him with the death of a doe, avery light crime for 
ahunter. I then turned towards him. ‘ Well ?’ said he. 
* Monsieur, I have read my father’s letter, it tells me you 
will take me from hence, but it does not tell me where you 
will take me.” ‘Where the baron waits for you.” ‘And 
whereisthat ?’ ‘Inthecastle of Méridor.’ ‘ ThenI shall 
see my father?” ‘In two hours.’ 

*** Ah! monsieur, if you speak truly ’ I stopped. 
The count wait d for the end of my sentence. ‘Count on 
my gratitude,’ said I in a trembling tone, for I knew what 
he might expect from my gratitude. ‘Then, mademoi- 
selle,”’ said he, ‘ you are ready to follow me?’ I looked at 
Gertrude. ‘ Reflect that each minute that passes is most 
precious,’ said he, ‘I am nearly half an hour behind time 

. now ; it willsoon be ten o’clock, and then the prince will be 
here.’ ‘ Alas! yes.” ‘Once he comes, I can do nothing 
for you but risk without hope that life which I now risk to 
save you.’ ‘‘Why did not my father come?’ I asked. 
‘Your father is watched. They know every step he takes.’ 
‘But yu—— ‘Oh! Lam different; I am the prince’s 
friend and confidant.’ ‘Then if you are his friend——’ 
“Yes, I betray him for you ; it is true, as I told you just 
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now, I am risking my life to save you.’ This seemed so 
true, that although I still felt repugnance, I could not ex- 
press it. ‘ I wait,’ said the count, ‘and stay ; if yon still 
doubt, look there.’ I looked, and saw on the opposite shore 
a body of cavaliers advancing. ‘It is the duke and his 
suite,’ said he, ‘in five minutes it will be too late.’ 

‘* T tried to rise, but my limbs failed me. Gertrude raised 
me in her arms and gave me to the count. . I shuddered 
at his touch, but he held me fast and placed me in the boat. 
Gertrude followed without aid. ThenI noticed that my 
veil had come off, and was floating on the water. I thongist 
they would track us by it, and I eried, ‘ My veil; catch 
my veil. The count looked at it and said, ‘ No, no, bet- 
ter leave it.” And seizing the oars, he rowed with all his 
strength. We had just reached the bank when we saw the 
windows of my room lighted up. ‘Did I deceive yon? 
Was it time?’ said M. de Monsoreau. ‘Oh! yes, yes,’ 
cried I, ‘ you are really my saviour.’ 

«‘The lights seemed to be moving about from one room 
tothe other. We heard voices, and a man entered who ap- 
proached the open window, looked out, saw the floating 
veil, and uttered acry. ‘ Yousee I did well to leave the 
veil,’ said the count, ‘the prince believes that to escape 
him you threw yourself into the lake.’ I trembled at, the 
man who had so instantaneously conceived this idea.” 

CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TREATY. 

THERE was a moment’s silence. Diana seemed almost 
overcome. Bussy was already vowing eternal vengeance 
against her enemies. She went on: 

**Scarcely had we touched the shore, when seven or 
eight men ran tous. They were the count’s people, and 
I thought I recognized among them the two men who had © 
escorted me when I left Méridor. A squire held twe 
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horses, a black one for the count and a white one for 
me. ‘The count helped me to mount, and then jumped 
on his own horse. Gertrude mounted en croupe behind 
one of the men, and we set off at full gallop. The count 

‘held the bridle of my horse. .I said to him that I was 
a sufficiently good horsewoman to dispense with this, but 
he replied that the horse was inclined to runaway. When 
we had gone about ten minutes, I heard Gertrude’s voice 
calling to me, and turning, I saw that four of the men 
were taking her by a different path from that which we 
were following. ‘ Gertrude,’ cried I, ‘ why does she not 
come with me?’ ‘It is an indispensable precaution,’ 
said the count ; ‘if we are pursued we must leave two 
tracks, and they must be able to say in two places that 
they haye seen a woman carried away by men. There is 
then a chance that M. d’Anjou may take a wrong road, 
and go after your servant instead of you.” Although spe- 
cious, this reply did not satisfy me, but what could I do? 
Besides, the path which the count was following was the 
one which led to the Chateau de Méridor. In a quarter 
of an hour, at the rate at which we are going, we should 
have been at the castle, when all at once, when we came 
to a cross road which I knew well, the count, instead of 
following the road to the castle, turned to the left, and 
took a road which led away from it. I cried out, and in 
spite of our rapid pace had already my hand on the pommel 
in order to jump off, when the count, seizing me round the 
waist, drew me off my horse, and placed me on the saddle 
before him. This action was so rapid that I had only time 
to utter a cry. M. de Monsoreau put his hand on my 
mouth, and said, ‘ Mademoiselle, I swear to you, on my 
honor, that I only act by your father’s orders, as I will 
prove to you at the first halt we make. If this proof ap- 
pears to you insufficient, you shall then be free.’ ‘But, 
monsieur, cried I, pushing away his hand, ‘you told me 
you were taking me to my father!’ ‘Yes, I told you so, 
because I saw that you hesitated to follow me, and a mo- 
ment’s more hesitation would have ruined us both, as you 
know. Now, do yon wish to killyour father? Will you 
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march straight to your dishonor? If so, I will take you 
to Méridor.’ ‘You spoke of a proof that you acted in the 
name of my father.’ ‘ Here it is,’ said the baron, giving 
me a letter, ‘ keep it, and read it at the first stoppage. 
If, when you have read it, you wish to return to Méridor, 
you are free ; but if you have any respect for your father’s 
wishes you will not.’ ‘Then, monsieur,’ I replied, ‘let us 
reach quickly our stopping-place, for I wish to know if 
you speak the truth.” ‘Remember, you follow me freely. 
“Yes, as freely as ayoung girl can who sees herself placed be- 
tween her father’s death and her own dishonor on the one 
hand, and on the other the obligation to trust herself to 
the word of a man whom she hardly knows. Never mind, 
I follow you freely, monsieur, as you. shall see if you 
will give me my horse again.” The count called to one of 
his men to dismount and give me his horse. ‘The white 
mare cannot be far,’ said he to the man; ‘seek her in 
the forest and call her, she will come like a dog to her 
name or to a whistle; you can rejoin us at LaChatre.’ I 
shuddered in spite of myself. LaChadtre was ten leagues 
from Méridor, on the road to Paris. ‘Monsieur,’ said 
I, ‘1 accompany you, but at La Chatre we make our 
conditions.’ ‘Mademoiselle, at La Chatre you shall give 
me your orders.’ At daybreak we arrived at La Chatre, 
but instead of entering the village we went by a cross-road 
toa lonely house. I stopped. ‘Where are we going ?’ I 
asked. ‘ Mademoiselle,’ said the count, ‘ I appeal to your- 
self. Can we, in flying from a prince next in power to 
the king, stop in an ordinary village inn, where the first 
person would denounce us?’ ¢ Well,’ said I, ‘go on.’ 
We resumed our way. We were expected, for a man had 
ridden on before to announce our arrival. <A good fire 
burned in a decent room, anda bed was prepared. ‘ This 
is your room,’ said the count, ‘I will await your orders.’ 
He went out and left me alone. My first thought was for 
my letter. Here it is, M. de Bussy ; read.” 

Bussy took the, letter and read: 

‘*My BELOVED D1snA—As I do not doubt that, yield- 
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ing to my prayer, you have followed the Comte de Mon- 
soreau, he must have told you that you had the misfortune 
to please M. le Duc d’Anjou, and that it was this prince 
who had you forcibly carried away and taken to the castle of 
Beaugé ; judge by this violence of what the prince is cap- 
able, and with what you were menaced. Your dishonor I 
could not survive ; but there is a means of escape—that 
of marrying our noble friend. Once Countess of Monso- 
reau, the count would protect his wife. My desire is, then, 
my darling daughter, that this marriage should take place 
as soon as possible, and if you consent, I give you my pa- 
ternal benediction, and pray God to bestow upon you 
every treasure of happiness. 

«‘ Your father, who does not order, but entreats, 

*¢ BARON DE M£EkIDOR.” 

«‘ Alas!” said Bussy, ‘if this letter be from your 
father, it is but too positive.” 

‘IT donot doubt its being from him, and yet I read it 
three times before deciding. At last I called the count. 
He entered at once ; I had the letterin myhand. ‘ Well, 
have you read it?’ said he. ‘Yes,’ I replied. ‘ Do you' 
still doubt my devotion and respect ?’ ‘ This letter im- 
poses belief on me, monsieur ; but in case I yield to my 
father’s wishes, what do you propose todo?’ ‘ To take 
you to Paris, mademoiselle ; that is the easiest place to 
hide you.” ‘ And my father?” ‘* As soon as there is no 
longer danger of compromising you, you know he will come 
to you wherever you are. ‘ Well, monsieur, lam ready 
to accept your protection on the conditions you impose.’ 

***T impose nothing, mademoiselle,’? answered he, ‘I 
simply offer you a method of safety.” ‘ Well, I will accept 
this safety on three conditions.” ‘ Speak, mademoiselle.’ 
‘ The first is, that Gertrude shall return to me.’ She is here. 
‘The second is, that we travel separately to Paris.’ ‘Iwas 
about to propose it to you.”? ‘And the third is, that our 
marriage, unless I myself acknowledge some urgent ne- 
cessity for it, shall only take place in presence of my father,’ 
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‘It is my earnest desire; I count on his benediction to 
draw upon us that of heaven.’ 

‘‘T wasin despair. I had hoped for some opposition 
to my wishes. ‘Now, mademoiselle,’ said he, ‘allow me 
to give you some advice.’ ‘I listen, monsieur.”? ‘ Only 
to travel by night.’ ‘ Agreed.’ To let me choose the route, 
and the places where you should stop. All my precautions 
will be taken with the sole aim of escaping the Duc d’An- 
jou.’ ‘I have no objection to make, monsieur.’ ‘ Lastly, at 
Paris, to occupy the lodging I shall prepare for you, 
however simple and out of the way it may be.’ ‘I only 
ask to live hidden, monsieur, the more out of the way, 
the better it will suit me.”? ‘Then, as we are agreed on all 
points, mademoiselle, it only remains for me to present to 
you my humble respects, and to send to you your femme 
de chambre.’ ‘On my side, monsieur, be sure that if you 
keep all your promises, I will keep mine.’ ‘That is all I 
ask,’ said the count, ‘and the promise makes me the 
happiest of men.’ 

‘‘With these words, he bowed and went out. Five 
minutes after, Gertrude entered. The joy of this good 
girl was great ; she had believed herself separated from me 
forever. I told her all that had passed. As I finished, 
we heard the sound ofa horse’s hoofs. Iran to the win- 
dow ; it was M. de Monsoreau going away. He had ful- 
filled two articles of the treaty. We passed all the day in 
that little house, served by our hostess ; in the evening 
the chief of our escort appeared, and asked me if I were 
ready. I said yes, and five minutes after, we set off. At 
the door I found my white mare. We traveled all night, 
and stopped at daybreak. I calculated we had gone 
about thirty-five miles, but my horse had a very easy pace, 
and on leaving the house a fur cloak had been thrown 
over me to protect me from the cold. It took us seven 
days to reach Paris in this manner, and I saw nothing of 
the count. We entered the city at night, and the first 
object I saw, after passing through the gate, was an im- 
mense monastery ; then we crossed the river, and in ten 
minutes we were in the Place de la Bastile. Then a 
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man, who seemed to be waiting for us, advanced and said, 
‘It is here.’ The chief of our escort jumped off his horse, 
and presented me his hand to dismount also. A door was 

_open, and the staircase lighted byalamp. ‘ Madame,’ said 
the man to me, ‘you are now at home. At this door 
finishes the mission I received; may I flatter myself I 
have fulfilled it according to your wishes?’ ‘ Yes, mon- 
sieur,’ said I, ‘I have only thanks to give you. Offer 
them in my name to all your men ; I would wish to reward 
them in a better manner, but I possess nothing.’ ‘ Do 
not be uneasy about that, madame,’ said he, ‘they are 
largely recompensed.’ 

«‘ Then the little troop went away, and we went up the 
stairs of our house, and found ourselves in a corridor. 
Three doors were open ; we entered the middle one, and 
found ourselves in the room where we now stand. On 
opening the door of my bedroom, to my great astonish- 
ment I found my own portrait there. It was one which 
had hung at Méridor, and the count had doubtless begged 
it of my father. I trembled at this new proof that my 
father regarded me already as his wife. 

‘‘ Nothing was wanting in the room; a fire burned in 
the grate, and a supper was ready in the sitting-room. 
I saw with satisfaction that it was laid for one only, and 
yet when Gertrude said, ‘ Well, mademoiselle, you see 
the count keeps his promises.’—‘ Alas! yes,’ replied I 
with a sigh, for I should have preferred that by breaking 
his word he should have given me an excuse to break mine. 
After supper, we examined the house, but found no one 
init. The next day Gertrude went out, and from her I 
learned that we were at the end of the Rue St. Antoine, 
near the Bastile. That evening, as we were sitting down 
to supper, some one knocked. 1 grew pale. 

“«<Tfit be thecount ?’ asked Gertrude. ‘ You must open 
to him ; he has kept his promises, and I must keep mine.’ 
A moment after he entered. ‘‘ Well, madame,’ said he, 
‘havel kept my word ?’ ‘ Yes, monsieur, andI thank you 
forit.’ ‘Then you will receive me ?’ said he, with an ironi- 
calsmile. ‘Enter, monsieur,’ said I, ‘ have you any news ?’ 
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‘Of what, madame?’ ‘Of my father, firstly?’ ‘I have 
not been to Méridor and have not seen the baron.” ‘Then 
of Beaugé, and the Duc d’Anjou?’ ‘I have been to 
Beaugé, and have spoken to the duke.’ ‘ What does he 
say?’ ‘He appears to doubt.’ ‘Of what?’ ‘Of your 
death.” ‘But you confirmed it?’ ‘I did all I could.’ 
‘Where is the duke ?’ I then asked. ‘He returned to 
Paris yesterday. One does not like to stay in a place 
where one has the death of a woman toreproach one’s self 
with.” ‘Have you seen him in Paris?’ ‘I have just 
left him.’ ‘ Did he speak of me?’ ‘I did not give him 
time ; I spoke incessantly of a promise which he made to 
me.’ ‘ Whatis it?’ ‘He promised me as a reward for 
services rendered to him, tomake, me chief huntsman.’ 
‘Ah, yes,’ said I, thinking of my poor Daphné ‘you 
are a terrible hunter, I know.’ ‘It is not for, that 
reason I obtain it, but the duke dare not be ungrateful to 
me.” 

** Can I write to my father ? said I. ‘ Doubtless; but 
your letters may be intercepted.” ‘ Am I forbidden to go 
out?’ *‘ Nothing is forbidden ; but I beg to point out to 
you that you may be followed.’ ‘ At least I must go on 
Sunday to mass.’ ‘ It would be betternot ; butif you do, 
I advise you to go to St. Catherine.’ ‘ Where is that ?’ 
‘ Just opposite you.’ ‘There was asilence. Then I said, 
‘When shall I see you again, monsieur ?’ ‘ When I have 
your permission to come.’ ‘ Do youneedit ?’ * Certainly, 
as yet [am a stranger to you.’ ‘ Monsieur,’ said I, half 
frightened at this unnatural submission, ‘ you can return 
when you like, or when you think you have anything im- 
portant to communicate.’ 

*«« Thanks, madame,’ said he,‘ I will use your permission, 
but not abuse it. I know you do not love me, and I will 
not abuse a situation which forces you to receive me. You 
will, I trust, gradually become accustomed to the thought, 
and be willing, when the moment shall arrive, to become 

my wife.” ‘ Monsieur, said I, ‘ I appreciate your delicacy 
and frankness. I will use the same frankness. I had a 
prejudice against you, which I trust that time will cure.’ 
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‘Permit me,’ said he, ‘ to partake this anticipation and live 
in the hopes of that happy moment.’ Then bowing 
respectfully, he went out.” 

CHAPTER XV. 

THE MARRIAGE, 

«¢ A STRANGE man,” said Bussy. 
«« Yes, is he not, monsieur ? When he was gone I felt 

sadder and more frightened than ever. This icy respect, 
this ironical obedience, this repressed passion, which now 
and then showed itself in his voice, frightened me more 
than a will firmly expressed, and which I could have opposed, 
would have done. The next day was Sunday ; I had never 
in my life missed divine service, so I took a thick veil and 
went to St. Catherine’s, followed by Gertrude, and no one 
seemed to remark us. 

*« The next day the count came to announce to me that 
the duke had fulfilled his promise, and had obtained for 
him the place of chief huntsman, which had been promised 
to M. de St. Luc. A week passed thus : the count came twice 
tosee me, and always preserved the same cold and sub- 
missive manner. The next Sunday I went again to the 
church. Imprudently, in the midst of my prayers, I raised 
my veil. I was praying earnestly for my father, when 
Gertrude touched me on the arm. I raised my head, and 
saw with terror M. le Duc d’Anjou leaning against the 
column, and looking earnestly at me. A man stood by 
him.” 

** Tt was Aurilly,” said Bussy. 
“* Yes, that was the name that Gertrude told me after- 

wards. I drewmy veil quickly over my face, but it was 
too late : he had seen me, and if he had not recognized me, 
at least my resemblance to her whom he believed dead had 
struck him. Uneasy, I left the church, but found him 

standing at the door, and he offered to me the holy water 
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as I passed. I feigned not tosee him, and went on. We 
soon discovered that we were followed. Had I known any- 
thing of Paris, I would have attempted to lead them wrong, 
but I knew no more of it than from the church to the 
house, nor did I know any one of whom I could ask a quarter 
of an hour’s hospitality ; not a friend, and only one pro- 
tector, whom I feared more than an enemy.” 

““ Oh ! mon Dieu!” cried Bussy, ‘* why did not Heaven, 
or chance, throw me sooner in your path ?” 

Diana thanked the young man with a look. 
‘“* But pray go on,” said Bussy, ‘‘ I interrupt you, and 

yet I am dying to hear more.” 
** That evening M. de Monsoreau came. I did not know 

whether to tell him of what had happened, but he began, 
‘You asked me if you could go to mass, and I told you you 
were free, but that it would be better not to do so. You 
would not believe me: you went this morning to St. 
Catherine’s, and by a fatality the prince was there and saw 
you.’ ‘ It is true, monsieur ; but I do not know if he rec- 
ognized me.’ * Your face struck him ; your resemblance 
to the woman he regrets appeared to him extraordinary, 
he followed you home, and made inquiries, but learned 
nothing, for no one knew anything.’ ‘ Mon Dieu!’ cried 
I. ‘The duke is persevering,’ said he. ‘ Oh! he will 
forget me, I hope.’ 

‘** € No one forgets you who has once seen you,’ said he. 
‘I did all I could to forget you, and I have not suc- 
ceeded.’ And the first passionate look that I had seen 
flashed from the eyes of the count. I was more terrified by 
it than I had been by the sight of the prince. I remained 
mute. ‘ What will you do ?’ asked the count. ‘ Can I 
not change my abode—go to the other end of Paris, or, 
better still, return to Anjou ?’ ‘It will be useless ; the 
duke is a terrible bloodhound, and now he is on your track, 
he will follow you wherever you go till he finds you.’ 
‘Oh! mon Dieu! you frighten me.’ ‘ I tell you the simple 
truth.’ ‘ Then what do you advise me todo ?’ ‘ Alas!’ 
said he, with a bitter irony. ‘I ama man of poor im- 

agination, I had formed a plan, but it does notsuit you ; 
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I can find no other.’ ‘ But the danger is perhaps less 
pressing than you imagine.’ 

«¢*¢ The future will show us, madame,’ said the count, 
rising. ‘Ican but add that the Comtesse de Monsoreau 
would have the less to fear from the prince, as my new 
posi places me under the direct protection of the court.’ 
I only replied by asigh. He smiled bitterly, and as he went 
down-sbtairs I heard him giving vent to oaths. The next 
day, when Gertrude went out, she was accosted by a young 
man whom she recognized as the one who had accompanied 
the prince, but she remained obstinately silent to all his 
questions. ‘I'his meeting inspired me with profound terror ; 
I feared that M. de Monsoreau would not come, and that 
they would invade the house in hisabsence. Isent for him, 
hecameatonce. I told him allabout the young man, whom 
I described, 
«Tt was Aurilly ;’ hesaid, ‘and what did Gertrude 

answer ?’. * She did not answer at all.’ ‘ She was wrong,’ 
said he. ‘Why ?’ ‘* We must gain time.’ ‘ Time ?’ 
‘Yes, I am now dependent on the Duc d’Anjou ; in a fort- 
night, ina week perhaps, he will be in my power. We 
must deceive him to get him to wait.” ‘ Mon Dieu!’ 
‘ Certainly ; hope will make him patient. A complete 
refusal will push him to extremities.’ ‘ Monsieur, write 
to my father ; he will throw himself at the feet of the king. 
He will have pity on an old man,’ ‘£ That is according to 
the king’s humor, and whether he be for the time friendly 
or hostile to theduke. Besides, it would take six days for 
a messenger to reach your father, and six days for him to 
come here. In twelve days, if we do not stop him, the 
duke will have done all he can do.’ 

** « And how to stop him ?’ I cried. A smile passed 
over the lips of M. de Monsoreau at this first appeal to his 
protection. ‘ Madame,’ said he, ‘ will you permit me to 
pass two or three hours in your room ? I may be seen 
going out, and would rather wait till dark.’ Isigned him 
to sit down. We conversed ; he was clever and had 
traveled much, and at the end of the time I understood, 

better than I had eyer done before, the influence he had 

7 2 
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obtained over my father. When it grew dark, he rose and 
took leave. Gertrudeand I then approached the window, 
and could distinctly see two men examining the house. 
The next day, Gertrude, when she went out, found the 
same young man in the same place. Hespoke to her again, 
and this time she answered him. On the following day 
she told him that I was the widow of a counselor, who, 
being poor, lived in retirement. Hetried to learn more, 
but could extract nothing further from her. The next 
day, Aurilly, who seemed to doubt her story, spoke of 
Anjou, of Beaugé,and Méridor. Gertrude declared these 
names to be perfectly unknown to her, Then he avowed 
that he came from the Duc d’Anjou, who had seen and 
fallen in love with me ; then came magnificent offers for 
both of us, for her, if she would introduce the prince into 
my house, and for me, if I would receive him, 

«‘ Every evening M. de Monsoreau came, to hear what 
was going on, and remained from eight o’clock to mid- 
night, and it was evident that his anxiety was great. On 
Saturday evening he arrived pale and agitated. 

«¢ « You must promise to receive the duke on Tuesday 
or Wednesday,’ said he. ‘ Promise! and why?’ * Be- 
cause he has made up his mind to come in, and he is just 
now on the best terms with the king 3 we have nothing to 
expect from him.’ ‘£ But before then will anything happen 
to help me ?? ‘Ihopeso. Iexpect from day to day the , 
event which is to place the duke in my power. But to- 
morrowI must leave you, and must go to Monsoreau.’ 
‘Must you ?’ cried I with a mixture of joy and terror. 
‘ Yes, I have there a rendezvous which is indispensable to 
bring about the event of which I speak.’ ‘ But if you 
fail, what are wetodo ?? * Whatcan I do against a prince, 
if I have no right to protect you, but yield to bad fortune ?’” 

“‘*Oh! my father! my father!’ cried I. The count 
looked at me. ‘What have you to reproach me with ?’ 
said he. ‘Nothing, on the contrary.* ‘ Have I not been 
a devoted friend, and as respectful as a brother?’ ‘You 
have behaved thronghout like a gallant man.’ ‘Had I 
pot your promise 2?’ ‘Yes,’ ‘Have I once recalled it te 
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you ?’ ‘No.’ ‘And yet you prefer to be the mistress 
of the duke, to being my wife?’ ‘Ido not say so, mon- 
sieur.” ‘Then decide.’ ‘I havedecided.’ ‘To be Count- 
ess of Monsoreau ?” ‘ Rather than mistress of the duke.’ 

_ £The alternativeis flattering. But, meanwhile, let Ger- 
trude gain time until Tuesday.” The next day Gertrude 
went out, but did not meet Aurilly. We felt more fright- 
ened at his absence than we had done at his presence. 
Night came, and we were full of terror. .We were alone 
and feeble, and for the first time I felt my injustice to 
the count.” 
‘Oh! madame !” cried Bussy, ‘‘ do not be in a hurry to 

think so, his conduct conceals some mystery, I| believe.” 
** All was quiet,” continued Diana, “ until eleven 

o’clock, Then fivemen came out of the Rue St Antoine, 
and hid themselves by the Hétel des Tournelles. We be- 
gan to tremble; were they there for us? However, they 
remained quiet, and a quarter of an hour passed ; then we 
saw two other men approach. By the moonlight Gertrude 
recognized <Aurilly. ‘ Alas! mademoiselle; it is they,’ 
cried she. ‘ Yes,’ cried I, trembling, ‘and the five others 
are to help them.’ ‘ But they must force the door,’ said 
Gertrude, ‘ perhaps the neighbors will come and help us.’ 
‘Oh! no, they do not know us, and they will not fight 
against the duke. Alas! Gertrude, I fear we have no real 
defender but the count.’ ‘ Well! then, why do you always 
refuse to marry him?’ I sighed.” 

CHAPTER XVI. 

THE MARRIAGE. 

‘THE two men approached the window. We gently 
opened it a little way, and heard one say, ‘ Are you sure it 
is here ?’ ‘ Yes, monseigneur, quite sure,’ said the other. 
‘It is the fifth house from the corner of the Rue St. Paul.’ 
‘And you are sure of the key ?’? ‘I took the pattern of 
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the lock.’ I seized Gertrude’s arm in terror. ‘ And once 
inside,’ he went on, ‘the servant will admit us; your 
highness has in your pocket a golden key as good as this 
one.’ ‘Open, then.” We heard the key turn in the 
lock, but all at once the ambushed men rushed forward, 
erying, ‘& mort! & mort!’ I could not understand this, 
only I saw that unexpected help had come to us, and I fell 
on my knees, thanking Heaven. But the prince had only 
to name himself, when every sword went back into the 
scabbard, and every foot drew back.” 

** Yes, yes,” said Bussy, ‘‘ it was for me they came, not 
for the prince.” ; 

‘* However, this attack caused the prince to retire, and 
the five gentlemen went back to their hiding-place. It 
was evident that the danger was over for that night, but 
we were too unquiet to go to bed. Soon we saw a man on 
horseback appear, and then the five gentlemen immediately 
rushed on him. You know the rest, as the gentleman 
was yourself.” 

‘*On the contrary, madame, I know only that I fought 
and then fainted.” 

**Tt is useless to say,” continued Diana, with a blush, 
‘*the interest that we took in the combat so unequal, but 
so valiantly sustained. Each blow drew from us ashudder, 
a cry, and a prayer. We saw your horse fall, and we 
thought you lost, but it was not so; the brave Bussy 
merited his reputation. At last, surrounded, menaced on 
all sides, you retreated like a lion, facing your foes, and 
came to lean against our door; the same idea came to both 
of us, to go down and open to you, and we ran towards 
the staircase ; but we had barricaded the door, and it took 
us some minutes to move the furniture, and as we arrived 
on the stairs, we heard the door shut. We stopped, and 
looked at each other, wondering who had entered. Soon 
we heard steps, and a man appeared, who tottered, threw 
up his arms, and fell on the first step. It was evident that 
he was not pursued, but had put the door, so luckily left 
open by the duke, between him and his adversaries. In 
any case we had nothing to fear; it was he who needed 

? 
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our help. Gertrude ran and fetched a lamp, and we found 
you had fainted, and carried you to the bed. Gertrude 
had heard of a wonderful cure made by a young doctor in 
the Rue Beautrellis, and she offered to go and fetch him. 

’ * But,’ said I, ‘he might betray us.’ ‘I will take precau- 
tions’ saidshe. Shetook money and the key, and I re- 
inained alone near you, and—praying for you.” 

«* Alas!” said Bussy, “<I did not know all my happiness, 
madame.” 

<*In a quarter of an hour Gertrude returned, bringing 
the young doctor with his eyes bandaged.” 

<< Yes, it was at that moment I recovered my senses and 
saw your portrait, and thought I saw you enter,” said Bussy. 

**T did so; my anxiety was stronger than my prudence. 
The doctor examined your wound and answered for your 
life.” 

«* All that remained in my mind,” said Bussy, “ like a 
dream, and yet something told me,” added he, laying his 
hand upon his heart, “‘ that it was real.” 

«¢ When the surgeon had dressed your wound, he drew 
from his pocket a little bottle containing a red liquor, of 
which he put some drops on your lips. He told me it was 
to counteract the fever and produce sleep, and said that the 
only thing then was to keep you quiet. Gertrude then 
bandaged his eyes again, and took him back to the Rue 
Beautrellis, but she fancied he counted the steps.” 
‘He did so, madame.” 
*‘ This supposition frightened us. We feared he would 

betray us, and we wished to get rid of every trace of the 
hospitality we had shown you. I gathered up my cour- 
age ; it was two o’clock, and the streets were deserted ; 
Gertrude was strong, and I aided her, and between us we 
carried you to the Temple. Luckily we met no one, but 
when we returned, I fainted with emotion.” 
“Oh! madame!” cried Bussy, ‘“‘how can I ever repay 

you for what you have done for me ?” 
There was a moment’s silence, and they heard the clock 

of St. Catherine’s church strike. ‘“‘ Two o’clock,” cried 
Diana, ‘‘ and you here !” 
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‘Oh! madame, do not send me away without telling 
me all. Suppose that God had given you a brother, and 
tell this brother what he can do for his sister.” 

‘* Alas ! nothing now ; it is too late.” 
‘‘What happened the next day ?” said Bussy ; ‘* what 

did you do on that day when I thought constantly of you, 
without feeling sure if you were not a vision of my de- 
lirium ?” 
‘During that day, Gertrude went out, and met Aurilly. 

He was more pressing than ever. He said nothing of the 
night before, but asked for an interview for his master. 
Gertrude appeared to consent, but she asked until the 
Wednesday—that is to-day—to decide, Aurilly promised 
that his master would wait until then. That evening, M. 
de Monsoreau returned. We told him all, except about you. 

“<< ¢ Yes,’ said he, ‘I heard of all this. Then he has a 
key.’ ‘Can we not change the lock?’ ‘He will get 
another key.’ ‘ Put on bolts ? ‘He will come with ten 
men and force the door. ‘ But the event which was to 
give you full power over him ?’ ‘Is postponed indefinite- 
ly.’ I stood in despair. ‘Monsieur,’ said I, ‘the duke 
has promised to wait till Wednesday ; Iask you to wait 
till Tuesday.’ ‘Tuesday evening I will be here, madame,’ 
and without another word he went out. I followed him with 
my eyes, but instead of going away he stood in the corner 
by the Hétel des Tournelles, and seemed determined to 
watch me all night. Every proof of devotion he gave me 
was like a knife in my heart. Thetwo days passed rapidly, 
but what I suffered it is impossible to describe. When Tues- 
day evening came, I felt exhausted, and all emotion 
seemed dead within me. 

<‘Gertrude went to the window. ‘ Madame,’ cried she, 
‘four men! I see fourmen! They approach, they open 
the door—they enter! It is, doubtless, the duke and his 
followers.’ For an answer, I drew my poniard, and placed 
it near me on the table. ‘See,’ said I. An instant after, 
Gertrude returned, ‘It is the count,’ said she. He en- 
tered. ‘ Gertrude tells me,’ said he, ‘that you took me 
for the duke, and were ready to kill yourself.’ It was the 
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first time I had ever seen him moyed. Gertrude was 
wrong t~ tell you,’ sail I. ‘ You know that I am not 
alone.’ ‘Gertrude saw four men.’ ‘ You know who they 
are ?”. * I presume one isa priest, and the others witnesses.’ 

_~-* Then, you are ready to become my wife?’ ‘It was so 
agreed ; only I stipulated that except in an urgent case, 
I would only marry you in the presence of my father.’ ‘I 
remember ; but do you not think the case urgent ?’ ‘Yes, 
and the. priest may marry us, but, until I have seen my 
father, I will be your wife only in name.’ 

‘* The count frowned, and bit his lips. ‘I do not wish to 
coerce you,’ said he ; ‘you are free ; but look here.’ I went 
to the window, and saw a man wrapped in a cloak, who 
seemed trying to get into the house.” 
“Qh ! mon dieu!” cried Bussy ; “‘ and this was yester- 

day ?” 
«‘Yes, about nine o’clock. Presently, another man, 

with a lantern, joined him. I thought it was the duke and 
his followers. 

** * Now,’ said, M de Monsoreau, ‘shall I go or stay ?’ 
I hesitated a moment, in spite of my father’s letter and of 
my given word, but those two men there——” 
‘Oh! unhappy that I am,” cried Bussy, ‘‘it was I and 

Rémy, the young doctor.” 
** You !” cried Diana. 
*« Yes, 1; I, who, more and more convinced of the reality 

of my dream, sought for the house where I had been, and 
the woman, or rather angel, who had appeared to me. 
Oh! I am unfortunate. Then,” continued he, after a 
pause, ‘‘ you are his wife ? ” 

*« Since yesterday.” 
There was a fresh silence. 
“But,” said Diana at last, “how did you enter this _ 

house ?” 
Bussy silently showed his key. 
«© A key! where did you get it ?” 
**Had not Gertrude promised the prince to enter to- 

night ? He had seen M. de Monsoreau here, and also my- 
self, and fearing a snare, sent me to find ont.” 
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*‘And you accepted this mission ?” 
‘‘It was my only method’ of penetrating to you. Will 

you reproach me for having sought at once the greatest joy 
and the greatest grief of my life ?” 

«Yes, for it is better that you should see me no patiied 
and forget me.’ 

‘“No, madame; God has brought me to you, to de- 
liver you from the toils in which your enemies have taken 
you. I vow my life to you. You wish for news of your 
father ?” 

“* Oh, yes ! for, in truth, I know not what has become 
of him.” 

‘*Well, I charge myself with finding out; only think of 
him who henceforth will live but for you.” 

‘* But this key ?” 
«‘This key I restore to you, for I will receive it only 

from your hands; but I pledge you my word as a gentle- 
man, that never sister could trust in a brother more de- 
voted and respectful.” 

**T trust to the word of the brave Bussy. Here, mon- 
sieur,” and she gave back the key. 

‘¢ Madame, in a fortnight we will know more ;” and, 
saluting Diana with a respect mingled with love and “aad 
ness, Bussy took leave. Diana listened to his retreating 
steps with tears in her eyes. 

09? 

CHAPTER XVII. 

HOW HENRI III. TRAVELED, AND HOW LONG IT TOOK 

HIM TO GET FROM PARIS TO FONTAINEBLEAU. 

THE sun, which shone four or five hours after the events 
which we have just recorded had taken place, saw, by his 
pale light, Henri III. set off for Fontainebleau, where a 
grand chase was projected. A crowd of gentlemen, 
mounted on good horses and wrapped in their fur cloaks, 
then a number of pages, after them lackeys, and then Swiss, 
followed the royal litter. This litter, drawn by eight mules 
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richly caparisoned, was a large machine, about fifteen feet 
long and eight wide, on four wheels, furnished inside with 
cushions and curtains of silk brocade. In difficult places 
-they substituted for the mules an indefinite number of 
oxen. 
‘This machine contained Henri III., his doctor, and his 

chaplain, Chicot, four of the king’s favorites, a pair of 
large dogs, and a basket of little ones, which the king held 
on his knees, and which was suspended from his neck by 
a golden chain. From the roof hung a gilded cage con- 
taining turtle doves, quite white, with a black ring round 
their necks. Sometimes the collection was completed by 
the presence of two or three apes. Thus this litter was 
commonly termed the Noah’s Ark. 

Quelus and Maugiron employed themselves with plait- 
ing ribbons, a favorite diversion of that time ; and Chicot 
amused himself by making anagrams on the names.of all 
the courtiers. Just as they passed the Place Maubert, 
Chicot rushed out of the litter, and went to kneel down 
before a house of good appearance. 

‘‘Oh!” cried the king, ‘‘if you kneel, let it be before 
the crucifix in the middle of the street, and not before the 
house. What do you mean by it ?” 

But Chicot, without attending, cried out ina loud voice: 
‘*Mon Dieu ! I recognize it, I shall always recognize it— 

the house where I suffered! I have never prayed for 
vengeance on M.de Mayenne, author of my martyrdom, 
nor on Nicholas David, his instrument. No; Chicot is 
patient, Chicot can wait, although it is now six years that 
this debt has been running on, and in seven years the in- 
terest isdoubled. May, then, my patience last another year, 
so that instead of fifty blows of a stirrup-leather which I re- 
ceived in this house by the orders of this assassin of a Lor- 
raine prince, and which drew a pint of blood, I may owe a 
hundred blows and two pints of blood! Amen, so be it!” 
«Amen !” said the king. 
Chicot then returned to the litter, amidst the wondering |, 

looks of the spectators. 
** Why, Chicot, what does all this mean ?” said the king. 
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«« Sire, it means that Chicot is like the fox—that he 
licks the stones where his blood fell, until against those 
very stones he crushes the heads of those who spilt it.” 

*¢ Explain yourself.” 
‘¢ Sire, in that house lived a girl whom Chicot loved, a 

good and charming creature, anda lady. One evening 
when he went to see her, a certain prince, who had also 
fallen in love with her, had him seized and beaten, so that 
Chicot was forced to jump out of window ; and as it was 
a miracle that he was not killed, each time he passes the 
house he kneels down and thanks God for his escape.” 

*¢ You were, then, well beaten, my poor Chicot ?” 
*¢ Yes, sire, and yet not as much as I wished.” 
‘¢ Why—for your sins ?” 
** No, for those of M. de Mayenne.” 
«Oh! I understand ; your intention is to render te 

Czxesar——” 
“Not to Cesar, sire—Cesar is the great general, the 

valiant warrior, the eldest brother, who wishes to be king 
of France. No, you must settle with him ; pay your debts, 
and I will pay mine.” 

Henri did not like to hear his cousin of Guise spoken of, 
, and this made him serious. It was three o’clock in the 

afternoon when they arrived at Juvisy and the great hotel 
of the “‘ Cour de France.” 

Chicot, looking out of the litter, saw at the door of the 
hotel several men wrapped in cloaks. In the midst of them 
was a short, stout person, whose large hat almost covered 
his face. They went in quickly on seeing the litter, but 
not before the look of this person had had time to excite 
Chicot’s attention. Therefore he jumped out, and asking 
a page for his horse, which was being led, let the royal 
litter go on to Essones, where the king was to sleep, while 
he remained behind, and, cautiously peeping in through a 
window, saw the men whom he had noticed sitting inside. 
He then entered the hotel, went into the opposite room, 
asked for a bottle of wine, and placed himself so that, 
although he could not be seen, no one could pass by with- 
out his seeing them. 
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** Ah !” said he to himself, ‘‘ shall I beforced to make 
my payment sooner than I expected ?” 
Soon Chicot found that by keeping the door open he could 

-both see into the room and hear what was said. 
¥e Gentlemen,” said the short fat man to his companions, 

“*] think it is time to set out ; the last lackey of the cortége 
is out of sight, and I believe now that the road is safe.” 

‘* Perfectly so, monseigneur,” replied a voice which made 
Chicot tremble, and which came from the mouth of a person 
as tall as the other was short, as pale as he was red, and as 
obsequious as he was arrogant. 

«© Ah! M. Nicolas,” said Chicot, ‘* tu quoque, that is 
good. It will be odd if I let you slip this time !” 

Then the short man came out, paid the bill, and, followed 
by the others, took the road to Paris. Chicot followed them 
at a distance. They entered by the Porte St. Antoine, and 
entered the Hétel Guise. Chicot waited outside a full hour, 
in spite of cold and hunger. At last the door reopened, 
but, instead of seven cavaliers wrapped in their cloaks, seven 
monks came out, with their hoods over their faces, and 
carrying immense rosaries. 

“‘ Oh!” said Chicot, “‘ is, then, the Hétel Guise so em- 
balmed in sanctity that wolves change into lambs only by 
entering it? This becomes more and more _interest- 
ing.” 
And he followed the monks as he had followed the 

cavaliers, for he believed them to be the same. 
The monks passed over the bridge of Notre Dame, crossed 

‘the city and the petit pont, and went up the Rue St. 
Geneviéve. 

*¢ Oh!” said Chicot, as he passed the house where he 
had kneeled in the morning, ‘‘ are we returning to Fon- 
tainebleau ? In that case I have made a round.” 

However, the monks stopped at the door of the Abbey 
of St.Geneviéve, in the porch of which stood another monk, 
who examined every one’s hand. 

““ Why,” said Chicot, ‘‘ it seems that to be admitted to 
night into the abbey one must have clean hands !” 
Then he saw, with astonishment, monks appear from 
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every street leading to the abbey, some alone, some walking 
in pairs, but all coming to the abbey. 

‘* Ah!” said Chicot, “‘ is there a general chapter at the 
abbey to-night ? I have never seen one, and I should like 
it much.” 

The monks entered, showing their hands, or something 
in them, and passed on. 

‘*T should like to go also,” thought Chicot; ‘* but for 
that I want two things—a monk’s robe, for I see no layman 
here, and then this mysterious thing which they show to 
the porter, for certainly they show something. Ah, 
Brother Gorenflot, if you were here !” 

The monks continued to arrive, till it seemed as if 
half Paris had taken the frock. 

‘‘There must be something extraordinary to-night,” 
thought Chicot. ‘‘I will go and find Gorenflot at the 
Corne d’Abondance ; he will be at supper.” 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

BROTHER GORENFIOT. 

To the beautiful day had succeeded a beautiful evening, 
only, as the day had been cold, the evening was still colder. 
It was one of those frosts which make the lights in the 
windows of an hotel look doubly tempting. Chicot first 
entered the dining-room, and looked around him, but not 
finding there the man he sought for, went familiarly down 
to the kitchen. The master of the establishment was 
superintending a frying-pan full of whitings. At the 
sound of Chicot’s step he turned. 

«¢ Ah ! it is yon, monsieur,” said he, “ good evening, and 
a good appetite to you.” 

«Thanks for the wish, but you know I cannot bear to 
eat alone.” 

*< Tf necessary, monsieur, I will sup with you.” 
«Thanks, my dear host, but though I know you ta be 

an excellent companion, I seek for some one else,” 

* Brother Gorenflot, perhaps ?” 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 109 

_** Just so; has he begun supper ?” 
“*No, not yet; but you must make haste nevertheless, 

for in five minutes he will have finished.” 
_ * Monsieur !” cried Chicot, striking his head. 

‘¢ Monsieur, it is Friday, and the beginning of Lent.” 
<‘ Well, and what then ?” said Chicot, who did not hold 

~ a high opinion of Gorenflot’s religious austerity. 
Boutromet shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘ Decidedly, some- 

thing must be wrong,” said Chicot, ‘‘ five minutes for 
Gorenflot’s supper! I am destined to see wonders to-day.” 

Chicot then advanced towards a small private room, 
pushed open the door, and saw within the worthy monk, 
who was turning negligently on his plate a small portion 
of spinach, which he tried to render more savory by the 
introduction into it of some cheese. Brother Gorenflot 
was about thirty-eight years of age and five feet high. 
However, what he wanted in height, he made up in breadth, 
measuring nearly three feet in diameter from shoulder to 
shoulder, which, as every one knows, is equal to nine feet 
of circumference. Between these Herculean shoulders 
rose a neck of which the muscles stood out like cords. Un- 
luckily this neck partook of the same proportions ; it was 
short and thick, which at any great emotion might render 
Brother Gorenflot liable to apoplexy. But knowing this, 
perhaps, he never gave way to emotions, and was seldom 
so disturbed as he was when Chicot entered his room. 

** Ah, my friend ! what are you doing ?” cried Chicot, 
looking at the vegetables and at a glass filled with water 
just colored with a few drops of wine. 

** You see, my brother, I sup,” replied Gorenflot in a 
powerful voice. 

*¢ You call thatsupper, Gorenflot! Herbs and cheese ?” 
‘* We are in the beginning of Lent, brother ; we must 

think of our souls,” replied Gorenflot, raising his eyes to 
heaven. 

Chicot looked astounded ; he had so often seen Gorenflot 
feast in a different manner during Lent. 

<‘Our souls !” said he; ‘and what the devil have herbs 
and water to do with them ?” 



110 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

‘** We are forbidden to eat meat on Wednesdays and Fri- 
days.” 

‘* But when did you breakfast ? ” 
‘*T have not breakfasted, my brother,” said the monk. 
“* Not breakfasted ! Then what have you done ?” 
** Composed a discourse,” said Gorenflot proudly. 
‘¢ A discourse, and what for ?” 
“To deliver this evening at the abbey.” 
«That is odd.” 
‘And I must be quick and go there, or perhaps my 

audience will grow impatient.” 
“«* Chicot thought of the infinite number of monks he had 

seen going to the abbey, and wondered why Gorenflot, 
whom certainly he had never thought eloquent, had been 
chosen to preach before M. de Mayenne and the numerous 
assemblage. ‘‘ When are you to preach ?” said he. 

<* At half-past nine.” 
“* Good ; it is still a quarter to nine, you can give me a 

few minutes. Ventrede biche! we have not dined together 
for a week.” 

“It is notour fault, but I know that your duties keep you 
near our King Henry III., while my duties fill up my 
time.” 

- Yes, but it seems to me that is so much the more reason 
why we should be merry when we do meet.” 

“‘ Yes, lam merry,” said Gorenflot, with a piteous look, 
* but still I must leave you.” 

“* At least, finish your supper.” 
Gorenflot looked at the spinach, and sighed, then at the 

water, and turned away his head. 
‘Do you remember,” said Chicot, ‘‘ the little dinner at 

the Porte Montmartre, where, while the king was scourg- 
ing himself and others, we devoured a teal from the 
marshes of the Grange-Bateliére, with a sauce made with 
crabs, and we drank that nice Burgundy wine; what do 
you call it ?” 

‘Tt is a wine of my country, La Romanée.” 
«* Yes, yes, it was the milk you sucked as a baby, worthy 

son of Noah,” 
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¢¢ Tt was good,” said Gorenflot, ‘‘ but there is better.” 
** So says Claude Boutromet, who pretends that he has 

in his cellar fifty bottles to which that is paltry.” 
‘It is true.” 
«True, and yet you drink that abominable red water. 

Fie!” And Chicot, taking the glass, threw the contents 
out of window. 

‘‘There is a time for all, my brother,” said Gorenflot, 
and wine is good when one has only to praise God after it, 
but water is better when one has a discourse to pronounce.” 

«‘ Opinions differ, for I, who have also a discourse to 
pronounce, am going to ask for a bottle of Romanée. 
What do you advise me to take with it, Gorenflot ?” 

“¢ Not these herbs, they are not nice.” Chicot, seizing 
the plate, threw it after the water, and then cried, 
«< Maitre Claude.” 

The host appeared. 
««M. Claude, bring me two bottles of your Romanée, 

which you call so good.” 
«Why two bottles,” said Gorenflot, ‘‘ as I do not drink 

it ?” 
“Qh! if you did I would have four or six, but if I 

drink alone, two will do for me.” 
«Indeed ; two bottles are reasonable, and if you eat no 

meat with it, your confessor will have nothing to rsproach 
you with.” 

<‘ Oh, of course not ; meat on a Friday in Lent !” And 
going to the larder, he drew out a fine capon. 

«‘What are you doing, brother?” said Gorenflot, fol- 
lowing his movements with interest. 
«You see I am taking this carp.” 
<‘ Carp!” cried Gorenflot. 
«Yes, a carp,” said Chicot, showing him the tempting 

bird. 
«¢ And since when has a carp had a beak ?” 
‘* A beak! do you see a beak? I only see a nose.” 
«* And wings ?” 
“Fins!” 
‘« Feathers ?” 
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‘* Scales, my dear Gorenflot, you are drunk.” 
«* Drunk! I, who have only eaten spinach and drunk 

water ?” 
‘Well, your spinach has overloaded your stomach, and 

your water has mounted to your head.” 
‘¢ Parbleu ! here is our host, he shall decide.” 
“* So be it, but first let him uncork the wine.” 
M. Boutromet uncorked a bottle and gave a glass to 

Chicot. Chicot swallowed and smacked his lips. 
“Ah!” said he, ‘‘I have a bad memory, I cannot 

remember if it be better or worse than that at Montmartre. 
Here, my brother, enlighten me,” said he, giving a little 
to the monk, who was looking on with eager eyes. 

Gorenflot took the glass, and drank slowly the liquor it 
contained. 

‘‘Tt is the same wine,” said he, “‘but I had too little to 
tell whether it be better or worse.” 

‘* But I want to know, and if you had not a sermon to 
preach, I would beg you to drink a little more.” 

** If it will give you pleasure, my brother.” 
Chicot half filled the monk’s glass. Gorenflot drank it 

with great gravity. 
‘* T pronounce it better,” said he. 
** You flatter our host.” 
“ A good drinker ought, at the first draught, to rec- 

ognize the wine, at the second, the quality, and, at the 
third, the age.” 

‘¢ Oh ! I should like to know the age of this wine.” 
«*« Give me a few drops more, and I will tell you.” 
Chicot filled his glass. He drank it off, and then said, 

“1561.” 
** Right,” cried Claude Boutromet, ‘‘ it was 1561.” 
‘Brother Gorenflot,” cried Chicot, *‘ they have beatified 

men at Rome who were worth less than you.” 
“ A little habit,” said Gorenflot, modestly. 
«* And talent ; for I flatter myself I have the habit, and 

I could not doit. But what are you about ?” 
‘* Going to my assembly.” 
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“ Without eating a piece of my carp ?” 
** Ah! true; you know still less of eating than drinking. 

M. Boutromet, what is the name of this animal ?” 
The innkeeper looked astonished. <‘‘ A capon,” said he. 
** A capon !” cried Chicot, with an air of consternatior. 
** Yes, and a fine one.’ 
** Well !” said Gorenflot, triumphantly. 
*¢ Well ! it seems I was wrong, but as I wish to eat this 

capon, and yet notsin, beso kind, brother, as to throw a few 
drops of water upon it, and christen it a carp.” 

“ Ah! ah!” 
«* Yes, I pray you, save me from mortal sin.” 
“So be it,” cried Gorenflot, ‘‘ but there is no water.” 
**Oh ! the intention is all ; baptize it with wine, my 

brother ; the animal will be less Catholic but quite as good.” 
And Chicot refilled the monk’s glass. The first bottle was 
finished. 

«« In the name of Bacchus, Momus, and Comus, trinity 
of the great saint Pantagruel, I baptize thee, carp,” said 
Gorenflot. 

““ Now,” said Chicot, “* to the health of the newly bap- 
tized ; may it be cooked to perfection, and may M. 
Boutromet add to the excellent qualities which it has re- . 
ceived from nature.” 
“To his health,” cried Gorenflot, interrupting a hearty 

laugh to swallow his wine. 
«« M. Claude, put this carp at once on the spit, cover 

it with fresh butter, with shalots in it, and put some toast 
in the frying-pan, and serve it hot.” Gorenflot approved 
with a motion of his head. 

** Now, M. Boutromet, some sardines and a tunny fish, 
meanwhile ; it is Lent, and I wish to make a maigre 
dinner. And let me have two more bottles of wine.” 

The smell of the cookery began to mount to the brain 
of themonk. Yet he made a last effort to rise. 

«‘ Then you leave me, after all ?” said Chicot. 
“1 must,” said Gorenflot, raising his eyes to heaven. 
** It is very imprudent of you to go to pronounce a dis- 

gare fasting.” 
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“Why ?” 
«* Because your strength will fail you. Gales, has said it. 

Pulmo hominis facile deficit.” 
“«¢ Alas ! yes.” 
** You see, then ?” 
** Luckily, I have zeal.” 
‘‘ Ah ! but that is not enough ; I advise you to eat some 

sardines, and drink a little of this nectar.” 
‘* Asingle sardine, then, and one glass.” Chicot gave 

him the sardine, and passed him the bottle. He himself 
took care to keep sober. 

‘* T feel myself less feeble,” said Gorenflot, 
‘Oh ! you must feel quite strong before you go, and so 

I advise you to eat the fins of the carp.” And as they en- 
tered with the pullet, Chicot cut offa leg and thigh, which 
Gorenflot soon despatched. 

«¢ What adelicious fish ! ” said Gorenflot. Chicot cut off 
the other leg and gave it to Gorenflot, while he ate the 
wings. 

‘* And famous wine,” said he, uncorking another 
bottle. 

Having once commenced, Gorenflot could not stop. His 
appetite was enormous ; he finished the bird, and then 
called to Boutromet. ‘*‘ M. Claude,” said he, ** I am 
hungry ; did you not offer me omelet just now ?” 

“* Certainly.” 
** Well, bring it.” 
‘** In five minutes.” 
‘«< Ah !” said Gorenflot, ‘‘ now I feel in force ; if the 

omelet were here, I could eat it at amouthful, and I swal- 
low this wine ata gulp.” And he swallowed a quarter of 
the third bottle. 

** Ah! you were ill before.” 
‘‘T was foolish, friend ; that cursed discourse weighea 

on my mind ; I have been thinking of it for days.” 
**It ought to be magnificent.” 
“¢ Splendid.” 
‘Tell me some of it while we wait for the omelet.” 
‘No, no; not a sermon at table.” 
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“‘We have beautiful discourses at the court, I assure 
ou.” 

«* About what ?” 
_ © About virtue.” 

«* Ah! yes. he is a very virtuous man, our King Henri 
I{I.” 

- JT donot know if he be virtuous; but I know that I 
have never seen anything there to make me blush.” 

«© You blush !” 
At thismoment M. Boutromet entered with the omelet 

and two more bottles. 
‘* Bring it here,” cried the monk, with a smile, which 

showed his thirty-two teeth. 
‘‘But, friend, I thought you had a discourse to pro- 

aounce.” 
' ‘Tt is here,” cried Gorenflot, striking his forehead. 

«* At half-past nine.” 
*¢T lied ; it was ten.” 
«Ten! I thought the abbey shut at nine.” 
‘Let it shut ; I have a key.” 
‘¢ A key of the abbey!” 
‘«¢ Here, in my pocket.” 
‘<¢Impossible ; I know the monastic rules. They would 

not give the key to a simple monk.” 
‘* Here it is,” said Gorenflot, showing a piece of money. 
‘*Qh, money! you corrupt the porter to go in when you 

please, wretched sinner! But what strange money !” 
' An effigy of the heretic, with a hole through his 

heart.” 
“* Yes, I see it is a tester of the Béarn king’s, and here is 

a hole.” 
“‘ A blow with adagger. Death tothe heretic. He who 

does it is sure of Paradise.” 
‘*He is not yet drunk enough ;” so thought Chicos ; 

and he filled his glass again. 
«*To the mass! ” cried Gorenflot, drinking it off. 
Chicot remembered the porter looking at the hands of 

the monks, and said— 
«¢ Then, if you show this to the porter-——” 
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“*T enter.” 
«‘ Without difficulty ?” 
. As this wine into my stomach.” And the monk ab- 

sorbed a new dose.” 
“ And you pronounce your discourse ?” 
‘‘And I pronounce my discourse. I arrive—do you 

hear? The assembly is numerous and select. There are 
barons, counts, and dukes.” 

*¢ And even princes ?” 
« And even princes. I enter humbly among the faith- 

ful cf the Union—— 
«The Union—what does that mean ?” 
‘*T enter; they call Brother Gorenflot, and I ad- 

vance——” — 
At these words the monk rose. ‘‘ And I advance,” con- 

tinued he, trying to do so, but at the first step he rolled 
on the floor. 

** Bravo!” cried Chicot ; ‘* you advance, you salute the 
audience and say mn 

**No, it is my friends who say, Brother Gorenflot—a 
fine name for a leaguer, is it not ? ” 

“© A leaguer,” thought Chicot: ‘‘what truths is this 
wine going to bring out ? ” 
‘Then I begin.” And the monk rose, and leaned 

against the wall. 
‘“* You begin,” said Chicot, holding him up. 
**T begin, ‘ My brothers, it is a good day for the faith, a 

very good day, my brothers ; it is a very good day for the 
faith.’” 

After this, as Chicot loosed his hold, Gorenflot fell full 
length again on the floor, and before many minutes a loud 
snoring was heard. 

** Good,” said Chicot, ‘‘he is in for twelve hours’ sleep. 
I can easily undress him.” 

He then untied the monk’s robe, and pulled it off ; then 
rolled Gorenflot in the tablecloth, and covered his head 
with a napkin, and hiding the monk’s frock under his 
cloak, passed into the kitchen. 

“*M. Boutromet,” said he, ‘‘ here is for our supper, and 
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for my horse ; and pray do not wake the worthy Brother 
Gorenflot, who sleeps sound.” 

** No, no ; be easy, M. Chicot.” 
Then Chicot ran to the rue St. Etienne, put on the 

monk’s robe, took the tester in his hand, and at a quarter 
to ten presented himself, not without a beating heart, at 
the wicket of the Abbey St. Geneviéve. 

/ 

CHAPTER XIX. 

HOW CHICOT FOUND OUT THAT IT WAS EASIER TO GO IN 

THAN OUT OF THE ABBEY. 

Cuicot, from the cloak and other things under the 
monk’s robe, looked much larger across the shoulders than 
usual. His beard was of the same color as Gorenflot’s, 

and he had so often amused himself with mimicking the 
monk’s yoice and manner of speaking that he could do it 
perfeetly. Now, every one knows that the beard and the 
voice are the only things which are recognizable from 
under the depths of a monk’s hood. Chicot exhibited his 
coin, and was admitted without difficulty, and then fol- 
lowed two other monks to the chapel of the convent. In 
this chapel, built in the eleventh century, the choir was 
raised nine or ten feet above the rest of the building, and 
you mounted into it by two lateral staircases, while an iron 
door between them led from the nave to the crypt, into 
which you had todescend again. In this choir there was a 
portrait of St. Geneviéve, and on each side of the altar. 
were statues of Clovis and Clotilda. 

Three lamps only lighted the chapel, and the imperfect 
light gave a greater solemnity to the scene. Chicot was 
glad to find that he was not the last, for three monks en- 
tered after in gray robes, and placed themselves in front 
of the altar. Soon after, a little monk, doubtless a lad 
belonging to the choir, came and spoke to one of these 
monks, who then said, alound,— 
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«< We are now one hundred and thirty-six.” 
Then a great noise of bolts and bars announced that 

the door was being closed. The three monks were seated 
in armchairs, like judges. ‘The one who had spoken be- 
fore now rose and said— 

‘¢ Brother Monsoreau, what news do you bring to the 
Union from the province of Anjou ?” 
Two things made Chicot start, the first was the voice 

of the speaker, the second the name of Monsoreau, known 
to the court only the last few days. A tall monk crossed 
the assembly, and placed himself ina large chair, behind 
the shadow of which Chicot had kept himself. 
‘My brothers,” said a voice which Chicot recognized 

at once as that of the chief huntsman, ‘‘the news from 
Anjou is not satisfactory ; not that we fail there in sym- 
pathy, but in representatives. The progress of the Union 
there had been confided to the Baron de Méridor, but he 
in despair at the recent death of his daughter, has, in his 
grief, neglected the affairs of the league, and we cannot at 
present count on him. As for myself, I bring three new 
adherents to the association. The council must judge 
whether these three, for whom I answer, as for myself, 
ought to be admitted into the Union.” 
A murmur of applause followed and as Monsorean re- 

gained his seat,—‘‘ Brother la Huriére,” cried the same 
monk, ‘tell us what you have done in the city of Paris.” 
A man now took the chair and said, ‘‘ My brothers, you 

know I am devoted to the Catholic faith, and I have given 
proofs of this devotion on the great day of its triumph. 
Yes, my brothers, I glory in saying that I was one of the 
faithful of our great Henri de Guise, and that I followed 
his orders strictly. I have now noted all the heretics of 
the Quartier St. Germain ]’Auxerrois, where I shall hold 
the hotel of the Belle-Etoile, at your service, my brothers, 
Now, although I no longer thirst for the blood of heretics as 
formerly, I do not delude myself as to the real object of the 
holy Union which weare forming. If I am not deceived, 
brothers, the extinction of private heretics is not all we 
aim at. We wish to be sure that we shall never be gov- 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 119 

erned by a heretic prince. Now, my friends, what is our 
situation ? Charles [X., who was zealous, died without 
children ; Henri III. will probably do the same, and there 
remains only the Duc d’Anjou, who not only has no chil- 
dren either, but seems cold towards us.” 

«What makes you accuse the prince thus ?” said the 
monk who always spoke. 

«* Because he has not joined us.” 
** Who tells you so, since there are new adherents ?” 
** Tt is true ; I will wait; but after him, who is mortal, 

and has no children, to whom will the crown fall? To 
the most ferocious Huguenot that can be imagined, toa 
renegade, a Nebuchadnezzar ?” Here the acclamations 
were tremendous. 
“To Henri of Béarn,” continued he, ‘‘ against whom 

this association is chiefly directed—to Henri, who the 
people at Pau, or Tarbes, think is occupied with his love 
affairs, but who is in Paris ! ” 

‘‘TIn Paris! impossible !” cried many voices. 
‘‘ He was here on the night when Madame de Sauve was 

assassinated, and perhaps is here still.” 
“‘Death to the Béarnais !” cried several. 
** Yes, doubtless, and if'he came to lodge at the Belle- 

Etoile, I answer for him; but he will not come. One 
does not catch a fox twice in thesame hole. He will lodge 
with some friend, for he has friends. The important 
thing is to know them. Our union is holy, our league is 
loyal, consecrated and blessed by the Pope; therefore I 
demand that it be no longer kept secret, but that we go 
into the houses and canvass the citizens. Those who sign 
will be our friends, the others our enemies, and if a second 
St. Bartholomew come, which seems to the faithful to be 
more necessary daily, we shall know how to separate the 
good from the wicked. ” 

Thunders of acclamation followed. When they were 
calm, the monk who always spoke said,— 

‘*The proposition of Brother la Huriére, whom the 
union thanks for his zeal, will be taken into consideration 
by the superior council.” 
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La Huriére bowed, amidst fresh applause. 
*‘Ah ! ah!” thought Chicot, ‘I begin to see clearly 

into all this. ‘The Guises are forming a nice little party, 
and some fine morning Henri will find that he has nothing 
left, and will be politely invited toentera monastery. But 
what will they do with the Duc d’Anjou ?” 

‘‘ Brother Gorenflot, ” then cried the monk. 
No one replied. 
‘‘ Brother Gorenflot, ” cried the little monk, in a voice 

which made Chicot start ; for it sounded like a woman’s. 
However, he rose, and speaking like the monk, said,— 

‘‘Here Iam; I was plunged in profound meditation.” 
He feared not to reply, for the members had been counted, 
and therefore the absence of a member would have pro- 
voked an examination. Therefore, without hesitation, 
he mounted the chair and began. 

‘* My brothers, you know that I puryey for the convent, 
and have the right of entering every dwelling. I use 
this privilege for the good of religion. My brothers,” con- 
tinued he, remembering Gorenflot’s beginning, ‘‘ this day, 
which unites us, is a good one forthe faith. Let us speak 
freely, my brothers, since we are in the house of God. 

‘‘What is the kingdom of France ? A body. ‘Omnis 
civitas corpus est.’ What is the first requisite of a body ? 
Good health. How do we preserve this? By prudent 
bleedings at times. Now it is evident that the enemies 
of our religion are too strong; we must therefore once 
more bleed that great body we callsociety. This is what is 
constantly said to me by the faithful, who give me ham, 
eggs, or money for the convent.” 

Several murmurs of approbation interrupted Chicot, 
then he went on. 
«Some may object that the church abhors blood, But 

they do not say what blood, and I wager that it is not the 
blood of heretics itabhors. And then another argument ; 
I said, “ the church ;” but are we the church ? Brother 
Monsoreau, who spoke so well just now, has, I doubt not, 
his huntsman’s knifein his belt. Brother la Huriére 
manages thespit ; I, myself, who speak to you—I, Jacques 
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Gorenflot, have carried the musket in Champagne. It 
now remains to us to speak of our chiefs, of whom it 
seems to me, poor monk as I am, that there is something 

_ tosay. Certainly, it is very well and prudent to come at 
night under a monk’s robe, tohear Brother Gorenflot 
preach ; but it appears to me that their duties do not stop 
there. Somuch prudence may make the Huguenots laugh. 
Let us play a part more worthy of the brave people we are. 
What do we want? The extinction of heresy. Well, 
that may be cried from the housetops, it seems to me. 
Why not march in holy procession, displaying our good 
cause, and our good partisans, but not like the thieves, 
who keep looking round them to see if the watch is coming. 
Who is the man who will set the example? Well, it is I, 
Jacques Gorenflot ; I, unworthy brother of the order of 
St. Geneviéve, poor and humble purveyor of the convent. 
It shall be I, who with a cuirass on my back, a helmet on 
my head, and a musket on my shoulder, will march at the 
head of all good Catholics who will follow me. This I 
would do, were it only to make those chiefs blush, who, 
while defending the Church, hide, as if their cause was a 
bad one.” 

This speech, which corresponded with the sentiments 
of many there, was received with shouts of applause ; and 
the more so, as up to this time Gorenflot had never shown 
any enthusiasm for the cause. However, it was not the 
plan of the chiefs to let this enthusiasm proceed. One of 
the monks spoke to the lad, who cried in hissilvery voice, 
«« My brothers, it is time to retire ; the sitting is over.” 

The monks rose, all determined to insist on the proces- 
sion at the next meeting. Many approached the chair to 
felicitate the author of this brilliant speech ; but Chicot, 
fearful of being recognized, threw himself on his knees 
and buried his head in his hands, as if in prayer. They 
respected his devotions, and went towards thedoor. How- 
ever, Chicot had missed his chief aim. What had made 
him quit the king was the sight of M. de Mayenne and 
Nicolas David, on both of whom he had, as we know, 
vowed vengeance ; and although the duke was too great a 



122 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

man to be attacked openly, Nicolas David was not, and 
Chicot was so good a swordsman as to feel sure of success 
ifhe could but meet him. He therefore began to watch 
each monk as he went out, and perceived to his terror 

that each, on going out, had to show some sign again. 
Gorenflot had told him how to get in, but not how to get 
out again. 

CHAPTER XX, 

HOW CHICOT, FORCED TO REMAIN IN THE ABBEY, SAW AND 

HEARD THINGS VERY DANGEROUS TO SEE AND HEAR. 

Cuicot hastened to get down from his chair, and to 
mix among the monkssoas to discover, if possible, what 
signs they used., By peeping over their shoulders, he 
found out that it was a farthing, with a star cut in the 
middle. Our Gascon had plenty of farthings in his pocket, 
but unluckily none with a starin it. Of course, if when 
on coming to the door he was unable to produce the 
necessary signs, he would be suspected and examined. 
He gained the shade of a pillar, which stood at the cor- 
ner of a confessional, and stood there wondering what he 
should do, An assistant cried, ‘*‘Is every one ont, the 

doors are about to be shut.” 
No one answered ; Chicot peeped out and saw the chapel 

empty, with the exception of the three monks, who still 
kept their seats in front of the choir. 

‘* Provided they do not shut the windows, it is all I ask,” 
thought Chicot. 

«‘Let us examine,” said the young lad to the porter. 
Then the porter lifted a taper, and, followed by the young 
lad, began to make the tour of thechurch. ‘There was not 
a moment to lose. Chicot softly opened the door of the 
confessional, slipped in, and shut the door after him. 
They passed close by him, and he could see them through 
the spaces of the sculpture. 
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** Diable !” thought he, ‘‘ he cannot stay here all night, 
and once they are gone, I will pile chairs upon benches, 
Pelion on Ossa, and get out of the window. Ah! yes, 

_ but when I have done that, I shall be, not in the street, 
but in the court. I believe it will be better to pass the 
night in tue confessional ; Gorenflot’s robe is warm.” 
* «Extinguish the lamps,” now cried the lad ; and the 
porter with an immense extinguisher put out the lamps, 
and left the church dark, except for the rays of the moon 
which shone through the windows. The clock struck 
twelve. 

_ €*Ventre de biche!” said Chicot, ‘‘ Henri, if he were 
here, would be nicely frightened ; but, luckily, I am less 
timid. Come, Chicot, my friend, good night and sleep 
well.” 
Then Chicot pushed the inside bolt, made himself as 

comfortable as he could, and shut his eyes. He was just 
falling asleep, when he was startled by a loud stroke ona 
copper bell, and at the same time the lamp in the choir 
was relighted, and showed the three monks still there. 

“‘ What can this mean ?” thought Chicot, starting up. 
Brave as he was, Chicot was not exempt from superstitious 
fears. He made the sign of the cross, murmuring, ‘‘ Vade 
retro, Satanas!” Butas the lights did not go out at the holy 
sign, Chicot began to think he had to deal with real monks 
and real lights; but at this moment one of the flagstones 
of the choir raised itself slowly, and a monk appeared 
through the opening, after which the stone shut again. 
At this sight Chicot’s hair stood on end, and he began to 
fear that all the priors and abbés of St. Geneviéve, from 
Opsat, dead in 533, down to Pierre Boudin, predecessor of 
the present superior, were being resuscitated from their 
tombs, and were going to raise with their bony heads the 
stones of the choir. But this doubt did not last long. 

‘< Brother Monsoreau,” said one of the monks to him who 
had just made so strange an appearance. 

«< Yes, monseigneur,” said he. 
«¢ Open the door that he may come to us.” 
Monsoreau descended to open the door between the stair- 
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cases, and at the same time the monk in the middle lowered 
his hood, and showed the great scar, that noble sign by 
which the Parisians recognized their hero. 
«The great Henri of Guise himself!” thought Chicot, 

‘‘ whom his very imbecile majesty believes occupied at the 
siege of La Charité. Ah! and he at the right is the Car- 
dinal of Lorraine, and he at the left M. de Mayenne—a 
trinity not very holy, but very visible.” 

‘Did you think he would come ?” said La Balafré to his 
brothers. 

‘«T was so sure of it, that I have under my cloak where- 
- with to replace the holy vial.” 

And Chicot perceived, by the feeble light of the lamp, a 
silver gilt box, richly chased. Then about twenty monks, 
with their heads buried in immense hoods, came out of the 
crypt, and stationed themselvesin the nave. A single one, 
conducted by M. de Monsoreau, mounted the staircase, 
and placed himself at the right of M. de Guise. 

Then M. de Guise spoke. ‘‘ Friends,” said he, ‘‘ time is 
precious ; therefore I go straight to the point. You have 
heard just now, in the first assembly, the complaints of 
some of our members, who tax with coldness the principal 
person among us, the prince nearest to the throne. The 
time is come to render justice to this prince; you shall hear 
and judge for yourselves whether your chiefs merit the 
reproach of coldness and apathy made by one of our 
brothers, the monk Gorenflot, whom we have not judged it 
prudent to admit into our secret.” 

At this name, pronounced in a tone which showed bad 
intentions towards the warlike monk, Chicot in his con- 
fessional could not help laughing quietly. 

‘‘ Monsieur,” said the duke, now turning towards the 
mysterious personages at his right, ‘‘the will of God 
appears to me manifest ; for since you have consented to 
join us, it shows that what we do iswelldone. Now, your 
highness, we beg of you to lower your hood, that your 
faithful friends may see with their own eyes that you keep 
the promise which I made in your name, and which they 
hardly dared to believe.” 
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The mysterious personage now lowered his hood, and 
Chicot saw the head of the Duc d’Anjou appear, so pale 
that, by the light of the lamp, it looked like that of a 
marble statue. 

“Oh, oh!” thought Chicot, ‘‘ the duke is not yet tired 
of playing for the crown with the heads of others !” 
Long live Monseigneur le Duc d’Anjou!” cried the 

assembly. 
The duke grew paler than ever. 
‘Fear nothing, monseigneur,” said Henri de Guise; 

our chapel is deaf, and its doors are well closed.” 
‘** My brothers,” said the Comte de Monsoreau, “his 

highness wishes to address a few words to the assembly.” 
“Yes, yes!” cried they. 
‘* Gentlemen,” began he, in a voice so trembling that at 

first they could hardly distinguish his words, ‘‘I believe 
that God, who often seems insensible and deaf to the things 
of this world, keeps, on the contrary, His piercing eyes con- 
stantly on us, and only remains thus careless in appearance 
in order to remedy, by some great blow, the disorders 
caused by the foolish ambitions of men. I also have kept 
my eyes, if not on the world, at least on France. What 
have I seen there ? The holy religion of Christ shaken to 
its foundation by those who sap all belief, under the pretext 
of drawing nearer to God, and my soul has been full of 
grief. In the midst of this grief, I heard that several noble 
and pious gentlemen, friends of our old faith, were trying 
to strengthen the tottering altar. I threw my eyes around 
me, and saw on one side the heretics, from whom I recoiled 
with horror ; on the other side the elect, and Iam come to 
throw myself into their arms. My brothers, here I am.” . 

The applause and bravos resounded through the chapel. 
Then the cardinal, turning to the duke, said : 

«* You are amongst us of your own free will ?” 
«¢ Of my free will, monsieur.” 
‘* Who instructed you in the holy mystery ?”’ 
** My friend, the Comte de Monsoreau, a man zealous 

for religion.” 
«* Then,” said the Duc de Guise, ‘‘ as your highness has 
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joined us, have the goodness to tell us what you intend te 
do for the league.” 

“TT intend to serve the Catholic religion in all its extent.” 
‘** Ventre de biche !” thought Chicot, ‘“‘ why not propose 

this right out to the king? It would suit him excellently 
—processions, macerations, extirpation of heresy, fagots, 
and auto-da-fés ! Go on, worthy brother of his majesty, 
noble imbecile, go on !” 
And the duke, as if sensible of the encouragement, pro- 

ceeded: ‘‘ But the interests of religion are not the sole 
aim which you gentlemen propose. As for me, I see 
another ; for when a gentleman has thought of what he 
owes to God, he then thinks of his country, and he asks 
himself if it really enjoys all the honor and prosperity 
which it ought to enjoy. Iask this about our France, 
and I see with grief that it does not. Indeed, the state 
is torn to pieces by different wills and tastes, one as power- 
ful as the other. It is, I fear, to the feebleness of the 
head, which forgets that it ought to govern all for the 
good of its subjects, or only remembers this royal princi- 
ple at capricious intervals, when the rare acts of energy 
are generally not for the good, but the ill of France, that 
we must attribute these evils. Whatever be the cause, 
the ill is a real one, although I accuse certain false friends 
of the king rather than the king himself. Therefore I 
join myself to those who by all means seek the extinction 
of heresy and the ruin of perfidious counselors.” 

This discourse appeared profoundly to interest the 
audience, who, throwing back their hoods, drew near to 
the duke. 

««Monseigneur,” said the Duc de Guise, ‘‘in thanking 
your royal highness for the words you have just uttered, I 
will add that you are surrounded by people devoted not 
only to the principles which you profess, but to the person 
of your highness ; and if you have any doubt, the conclusion 
of this sitting will convince you.” 

‘<*« Monseigneur,” said the cardinal, “‘if your highness 
still experiences any fear, the names of those who now sur- 
round you will, I hope, reassure you. Here is M. le Gou- 
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vertieur d’Aunis, M. d’Antragues, M. de Ribeirac, and M. de 
Livarot, and gentlemen whom your highness doubtless 
knows to be as brave as loyal. Here are, besides, M. de 
Castillon, M. le Baron de Lusignan, MM. Cruce and Leclerc, 
all ready to march under the guidance of your highness, to 
the emancipation of religion and the throne. We shall, 
tlien, receive with gratitude the orders that you will give us.” 

Then M. de Mayenne said: ‘‘ You are by your birth, 
and by your wisdom, monseigneur, the natural chief of, 
the Holy Union, and we ought to learnfrom you what our 
conduct should be with regard to the false friends of his 
majesty of whom you just now spoke.” 

*‘ Nothing more simple,” replied the prince, with that 
feverish excitement which in weak natures supplies the 
place of courage to weak minds ; ‘‘ when venomous plants 
grow ina field, werootthemup. The king is surrounded, 
not with friends, but with courtiers, who ruin him, and 
cause a perpetual scandal in France and all Christendom.” 

“It is true,” said the Duc de Guise, in a gloomy tone. 
** And,” said the cardinal, ‘‘ these courtiers prevent us, 

who are his majesty’s true friends, from approaching him 
as we have the right to do by our birth and position.” 

«Let us, then,” said M. de Mayenne, “leave the here- 
tics to the yulgar leaguers; let us think of those who 
annoy and insult us, and who often fail in respect to the 
prince whom we honor, and who is our chief.” 

The Duc d’Anjou grew red. 
** Let us destroy,” continued Mayenne, “to the last 

man, that cursed race whom the king enriches, and let 
each of us charge ourselves with the life of one. We are 
thirty here ; let us count.” 
“J,” said D’Antragues, ‘‘ charge myself with Quelus.” 
“*T with Maugiron,” said Livarot. 
“* And I with Schomberg,” said Ribeirac. 

’ “Good !” said the duke ; ‘‘ and there is Bussy, my brave 
Bussy, who will undertake some of them.” 

** And us!” cried the rest. 
M. de Monsoreau now advanced, ‘‘ Gentlemen,” said 

he, “I claim an instant’s silence. We are resolute men, 
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and yet we fear to speak freely to each other ; we are in 
telligent men, and yet we are deterred by foolish scruples. 
Come, gentlemen, a little courage, a little hardihood, a 
little frankness. It is not of the king’s minions that we 
think ; there does not lie our difficulty. What we really 
complain of is the royalty which we are under, and which 
is not acceptable to a French nobility ; prayers and des- 
potism, weakness and orgies, prodigality for fétes which 
make all Europe laugh, and parsimony for everything 
that regards the state and the arts. Such conduct is not 
weakness or ignorance—it is madness.” 
A dead silence followed thisspeech. Every one trembled 

at the words which echoed hisown thoughts. M. de Mon- 
soreau went on. 

“* Must we live under a king, foolish, inert, and lazy, at 
a time when all other nations are active, and work glori- 
ously, while we sleep ? Gentlemen, pardon me for saying 
before a prince, who will perhaps blame my temerity (for 
he has the prejudices of family), that for four years we 
have been governed, not by a king, but by a monk.” 

At these words the explosion soskilfully prepared and as 
skilfully kept in check, burst out with violence. 

‘*Down with the Valois!” they cried, ‘‘down with 
Brother Henri! Let us have for chief a gentleman, a 
knight, rather a tyrant than a monk.” 

«* Gentlemen !” cried the Duc d’Anjou, hypocritically, 
‘let me plead for my brother, who isled away. Let me 
hope that our wise remonstrances, that the efficacious in- 
tervention of the power of the League, will bring him 
back into the right path.” 

‘* Hiss, serpent, hiss,” said Chicot to himself. 
‘* Monseigneur,” replied the Duc de Guise, ‘‘ your high- 

ness has heard, perhaps rather too soon, but still you have 
heard, the true meaning of the association. No! we are 
not really thinking of a league against the. Béarnais, nor 
of a league to support the Church, which will support it- 
self : no, we think of raising the nobility of France from 
its abject condition. Too long we have been kept back by 
the respect we feel for your highness, by the love which 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 129 

we know you to have for your family. Now, all is re- 
vealed, monseigneur, and your highness will assist at the 
true sitting of the League. All that has passed is but 
“preamble.” 

** What do you mean, M. le Duc ?” asked the prince, 
his heart beating at once with alarm and ambition. 

** Monseigneur, we are united here, not only to talk, 
but to act. ‘To-day we choose a chief capable of honoring 
and enriching the nobility of France ; and as it was the 
custom of the ancient Franks when they chose a chief to 
give him a present worthy of him, we offer a present to the 
chief whom we have chosen.” 

All hearts beat, and that of the prince most of any ; yet 
he remained mute and motionless, betraying his emotion 
only by his paleness. 

**Gentlemen,” continued the duke, taking something 
from behind him, “here is the present that in your name 
I place at the feet of the prince.” 
‘* A crown!” cried the prince, scarcely able to stand, 

‘a crown to me, gentlemen ?” 
‘*Long live Frangois III.!” cried all the gentlemen, 

drawing their swords. 
““T!1!” cried the Duke, trembling with joy and terror. 

“‘It is impossible! My brother still lives; he is the 
anointed of the Lord.” 

‘*We depose him,” said the duke, ‘‘ waiting for the 
time when God shall sanction, by his death, the election 
which we are about to make, or rather, till one of his 
subjects, tired of this inglorious reign, forestalls by poison 
or the dagger the justice of God.” 

«*Gentlemen !” said the duke, feebly. 
** Monseigneur,” then said the cardinal, ‘‘ to the scruple 

which you so nobly expressed just now, this is our answer. 
Henri III. was the anointed of the Lord, but we have de- 
posed him ; it is you who are going to be so. Here is a. 
temple as venerable as that of Rheims ; for here have re- . 
posed the relics of St Geneviéve, patroness of Paris ; here 
has been embalmed the body of Clovis, our first Christian 
‘king ; well, monseigneur, in this holy temple, I, one of 



130 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

the princes of the Church, and who may reasonably hope 
to become one day its head, I tell you, monseigneur, that 
here, to replace the holy oil, is an oil sent by Pope Greg- 
ory XIII. Monseigneur, name your future archbishop 
of Rheims, name your constable, and in an instant, it is 
you who will be king, and your brother Henri, if he do 
not give you up the crown, will be the usurper. Child, 
light the altar.” 

Immediately, the lad, who was evidently waiting, came 
out, and presently fifty lights shone round the altar and 
choir. 
Then was seen on the altar a miter glittering with pre- 

cious stones, and a large sword ornamented with fleur-de- 
lis. It was the archbishop’s miter and the constable’s 
sword. At the same moment the organ began to play the 
Veni Creator. This sudden stroke, managed by the three 
Lorraine princes, and which the Duc d’Anjou himself did 
not expect, made a# profound impression on the spectators. 
The courageous grew bolder than ever, and the weak 
grew strong. The Duc d’Anjou raised his head, and with 
a firmer step than might have been expected, walked to 
the altar, took the miter in the left hand and thesword in 
the right, presented one to the cardinal and the other to 
the duke. Unanimous applause followed this action. 

‘*Now, gentlemen,” said the prince to the others, 
‘* give your names to M. de Mayenne, grand Master of 
France, and the day when I ascend the throne, you shall 
have the cordon bleu.” 

‘* Mordieu !” thought Chicot, ‘* what a pity I cannot 
give mine ; I shall never havesuch another opportunity.” 

*¢ Now to the altar, sire,” said the cardinal. 
** Monsieur de Monsoreau my colonel, MM. de Ribeirac 

and d’Antragues my captains, and M. Livarot, my lieuten- 
ant of the guards, take your places.” 

Each of those named took the posts which, at a real 
coronation, etiquette would have assigned to them. Mean- 
while, the cardinal had passed behind the altar to put on 
his pontifical robes ; soon he reappeared with the holy vial. 
Then the lad brought to him a Bible anda eross, The 
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cardinal put the cross on the book and extended them to- 
wards the Duc d’Anjou, who put his hand on them, and 
said,— 

*‘In the presence of God, I promise to my people to 
maintain and honor our holy religion as a Christian king 
should. And may God and His saints aid me !” 

Then the Duc de Guise laid the sword before the altar, 
and. the cardinal blessed it and gave it to the prince. 

«* Sire,” said he, ‘‘ take this sword, which is given to you 
with the blessing of God, that you may resist your enemies, 
and protect and defend the holy Church, which is con- 
fided to you. Take this sword that, with it, you may 
exercise justice, protect the widow and the orphan, repair 
disorders, so that, covering yourself with glory byall the 
virtues, you will be a blessing to your people.” 

Then the prince returned the sword tothe Ducde Guise, 
and knelt down. The cardinal opened the gold box, and, 
with the point of a golden needle, drew out some holy 
oil ; he then said two prayers, and taking the oil on his 
finger, traced with it a cross on the head of the prince, 
saying, ‘“‘ Ungo dein regem de oleo sanctificato, in nomine — 
Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.” 
The lad wiped off the oil with an embroidered handker- 

chief. ‘Then the cardinal took the crown, and, holding it 
over the head of the prince, said, ‘* God crown thee with the 
crown of glory and justice.” Then, placing it, <‘ Receive 
this crown, in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy 
Ghost.” : 

All brandished their swords and cried, “ Long live 
Frangois ITI.” 

‘¢ Sire,” said the cardinal, ‘‘ you reign henceforth over 
France.” 

** Gentlemen,” said the prince, ‘‘ I shall never forget 
the names of the thirty gentlemen who first judged me 
worthy to reign over them ; and now adieu, and may God 
have you in His holy keeping.” 

The Duc de Mayenne led away the new king, while the 
other two brothers exchanged an ironical smile. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

HOW CHICOT LEARNED GENEALOGY, 

WHEN the Duc d’Anjou was gone, and had been followed 
by all the others, the three Guises entered the vestry. 
Chicot, thinking of course this was the end, got up to stretch 
his limbs, and then, as it was nearly two o’clock, once more 
disposed himself to sleep. 

But to his great astonishment, the three brothers almost 
immediately came back again, only this time without their 
frocks. On seeing them appear, the lad burst into so 
hearty a fit of laughing, that Chicot could hardly help 
langhing also. 

“€ Do not laugh so loud, sister,” said the Duc de Mayenne ; 
** they are hardly gone out, and might hear you.” 

As he spoke, the seeming lad threw back his hood, and 
displayed a head as charming and intelligent as was ever 
painted by Leonardo da Vinci, Black eyes, full of fun, 
but which could assume an expression almost terrible in 
its seriousness, a little rosy mouth, and a round chin 
terminating the perfect oval of a rather pale face. It was 
Madame de Montpensier, a dangerous syren, who had the 
soul of a demon with the face of an angel. 

«¢ Ah, brother cardinal,” cried she, ‘‘ how well you acted 
the holy man! I was really afraid for a minute that you 
were serious ; and he letting himself be greased and crowned. 
Oh, how horrid he looked with his crown on !” 

«¢ Never mind,” said the duke, *‘ we have got what we 
wanted, and Francois cannot now deny his share. Monso- 
reau, who doubtless had his own reasons for it, led the 
thing on well, and now he cannot abandon us, as he did La 
Mole and Coconnas.” 

Chicot saw that they had been laughing at M. d’Anjou, 
and as he detested him, would willingly have embraced them 
for it, always excepting M. de Mayenne, and giving his 
share to his sister. ' 
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«‘ Let us return to business,” said the cardinal, ‘ is all 
well closed ?” 

“* Oh, yes !” said the duchess, “‘ but if you like I will go 
and see.” 

«* Oh, no ; you must be tired.” 
“* No ; it was too amusing.” 
**© Mayenne, you say he is here ?” 
You.” 
** T did not see him.” 
** No, he is hidden in a. confessional.” 
These words startled Chicot fearfully. 
«« Then he has heard and seen all ? ” asked the duke. 
*< Never mind, he is one of us.” 
** Bring him here, Mayenne.” 
Mayenne descended the staircase and came straight to 

where Chicot was hiding. He was brave, but now his teeth 
chattered with terror. ‘‘ Ah,” thought he, trying to get 
out his sword from under his monk’s frock, “‘ at least I will 
kill him first!” The duke had already extended his hand 
to open the door, when Chicot heard the duchess say : 

“‘ Not there, Mayenne ; in that confessional to the 
left.” 

“‘ It was time,” thought Chicot, as the duke turned 
away, ‘* but who the devil can the other be ?” 

** Come out, M. David,” said Mayenne, ‘‘ we are alone.” 
** Here I am, monseigneur,” said he, coming out. 
* You have heard all ?” asked the Duc de Guise. 
** T have not lost a word, monseigneur.” 
‘* Then you can report it to the envoy of his Holiness 

Gregory XIII. ?” 
‘«¢ Everything.” 
«© Now, Mayenne tells me you have done wonders for us ; 

let us see.” 
‘«* T have done what I promised, monseigneur ; that is to 

say, found a method of seating you, without opposition, 
on the throne of France!” 

«« They also!” thought Chicot ; “‘ every one wants then 
to be King of France !” 

Chicot was gay now, for he felt safe once more, and he 
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had discovered a conspiracy by which he hoped to ruin his 
two enemies. 

. To gain a legitimate right is everything,” continued 
Nicolas David, ‘‘ and I have discovered that you are the 
true heirs, and the Valois only a usurping branch.” 

‘‘ It is difficult to believe,” said the duke, “ that our 
house, however illustrious it may be, comes before the 
Valois.” 

‘‘ Tt is nevertheless proved, monseigneur,” said David, 
drawing out a parchment. ‘ The duke took it. 

** What is this ?” said he. 
«‘ The genealogical tree of the house of Lorraine.” 
“‘ Of which the root is ?” 
‘¢ Charlemagne, monseigneur.” 
‘‘ Charlemagne !” cried the three brothers, with an air 

of incredulous satisfaction, ‘‘ Impossible !” 
“‘ Wait, monseigneur ; you may be sure I have not raised 

a point to which any one may give the lie. What you 
want is a long lawsuit, during which you can gain over, 
not the people, they are yours, but the parliament. See, 
then, monseigneur, here it is. Ranier, first Due de 
Lorraine, contemporary with Charlemagne ;—Guibert, his 
son ;—Henri, son of Guibert——” 

«* But——” said the duke. 
«* A little patience, monseigneur. Bonne 
‘«« Yes,” said the duke, ‘‘ daughter of Ricin, second son 

of Ranier.” 
‘* Good ; to whom married ?” 
‘*¢ Bonne ?” 
“ Yes.” 
“*To Charles of Lorraine, son of Louis IV., King of 

France.” 
** Just so. Now add, ‘brother of Lothaire, despoiled 

of the crown of France by the usurper, Hugh Capet.’ ” 
“© Oh! oh!” said the duke and the cardinal. 
** Now, Charles of Lorraine inherited from his brother 

Lothaire. Now, the race of Lothaire is extinct, therefore 
you are the only true heirs of the throne.” 

«¢ What do you say tothat, brother ?” cried the cardinal. 

9 
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“© T say, that unluckily there exists in France a law they 
eull the Saliclaw, which destroys all our pretensions.” 

** | expected that objection, monseigneur,” said David, 
but what is the first example of the Salic law ?” 
*‘'The accession of Philippe de Valois, to the prejudice 

of Edward of England.” 
- “What was the date of that accession ?” 

“€ 1328,” said the cardinal. 
** That is to say, 341 years after the usurpation of Hugh 

Capet, 240 years after the extinction of the race of Lothaire. 
Then, for 240 years your ancestors had already had a right 
to the throne before the Salic law was invented. Now, 
eyery one knows that the law cannot have any retrospective 
effect.” 

*“You are a clever man, M. David,” said the Due de 
Guise. 

** It is very ingenious,” said the cardinal. 
‘* Tt is very fine,” said Mayenne. 
“‘Tt is admirable,” said the duchess; ‘‘then I am a 

princess royal. I will have no one less than the Emperor 
of Germany for a husband.” 

** Well ; here are your 200 gold crowns which I promised 
you.” 

«* And here are 200 others,” said the cardinal, “‘ for the 
new mission with which we are about to charge you.” 

*« Speak, monseigneur, I am ready.” 
‘* We cannot commission you to carry this genealogy — 

yourself to our holy Father, Gregory XIII.” 
** Alas! no; my will is good, but I am of too poor 

birth.” 
*“Yes, it is a misfortune. We must therefore send 

Pierre de Gondy on this mission.” 
‘Permit me to speak,” said the duchess. ‘‘ The 

Gondys are clever, no doubt, but ambitious, and not to 
be trusted.” 
‘Oh! reassure yourself. Gondy shall take this, but 

mixed with other papers, and not knowing what he carries. 
The Pope will approve, or disapprove, silently, and Gondy 
will bring us back the answer, still in ignorance of what 
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he brings. You, Nicolas David, shall wait for him at 
Chalons, Lyons, or Avignon, according to your instruc- 
tions. ‘Thus you alone will know our true secret.” 
Then the three brothers shook hands, embraced their 

sister, put on again their monk’s robes, and disappeared. 
Behind them the porter drew the bolts, and then came in 
and extinguished the lights, and Chicot heard his retreat- 
ing steps fainter and fainter, and all was silent. 

‘* Tt seems now all is really over,” thought Chicot, and he 
came out of the confessional. He had noticed in acorner a 
ladder destined to clean the windows. He felt abont until 
he found it, for it was close to him, and by the light of the 
moon placed it against the window. He easily opened it, 
and striding across it and drawing the ladder to him with 
that force and address which either fear or joy always gives, 
he drew it from the inside to the outside. When he had 
descended, he hid the ladder in a hedge, which was planted 
at the bottom of the wall, jumped from tomb to tomb, 
until he reached the outside wall over which he clambered. 
Once in the street he breathed more freely ; he had es- 
caped with a few scratches from the place where he had 
several times felt his lifein danger. He went straight 
to the Corne d’Abondance, at which he knocked. It was 
opened by Claude Boutromet himself, who knew him at 
once, although he went out dressed as a cavalier, and re- 
turned attired as a monk. 

<* Ah! is it you ?” cried he. 
Chicot gave him a crown, and asked for Gorenflot, 
The host smiled, and said, ‘“‘ Look!” 
Brother Gorenflot lay snoring justin the place where 

Chicot had left him. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

HOW M. AND MADAME DE ST. LUC MET WITH A TRAVELING 

; COMPANION. 

THE next morning, about the time when Gorenflot woke 
from his nap, warmly rolled in his frock, our reader, if he 
had been traveling on the road from Paris to Angers, 
might have seen a gentleman and his page, riding quietly 
side by side. ‘These cavaliers had arrived at Chartres the 
evening before, with foaming horses, one of which had 
fallen with fatigue, as they stopped. They entered the 
inn, and half an hour after set out on fresh horses. Once 
in the country, still bare and cold, the taller of the two 
approached the other, and said, as he opened his arms: 

‘‘ Dear little wife, embrace me, for now we are safe.” 
Then Madame de St. Luc, leaning forward and opening 

her thick cloak, placed her arms round the young man’s 
neck and gave him the long and tender kiss which he had 
asked for. They stayed the night in the little village of 
Courville four leagues only from Chartres, but which from 
its isolation seemed to them a secure retreat; and it was 
on the following morning that they were, as we said, 
pursuing their way. This day, as they were more easy in 
their minds, they traveled no longer like fugitives, but 
like schoolboys seeking for moss, for the first few early 
flowers, enjoying the sunshine and amused at everything.” 

**Morbleu !” cried St. Luc, at last, “how delightful it 
is to be free. Have you ever been free, Jeanne ?” 

«I ?” cried she, laughing, “‘ never ; it is the first time 
Lever felt so. My father was suspicious, and my mother 
lazy. I never went out without a governess and two 
lackeys, so that I do not remember having run on the 
grass, since, when a laughing child, I ran in the woods of 
Méridor with my dear Diana, challenging her to race, 
and rushing through the branches. But you, dear St. 
Luc ; you were free, at least ?” 
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*‘T, free ?” 
‘“* Doubtless, a man.” 
‘“Never. Brought up with the Duc d’Anjou, taken by 

him to Poland, brought back to Paris, condemned never to 
leave him by the perpetual rule of etiquette ; pursued ,if I 
tried to go away, by that doleful voice, crying, ‘St. Lue, 
my friend, I am ennuyé, come and amuse me.’ Free, 
with that stiff corset which strangled me, and that great 
ruff which scratched my neck! No, I have never been 
free till now, and I enjoy it.” 

‘< If they should catch us, and sendusto the Bastile ?” 
“If they only put us there together, we can bear it.” 
**T do not think they would. But there is no fear, if you 

only knew Méridor, its great oaks, and its endless thickets, 
its rivers, its lakes, its flower-beds and lawns ; and, then, 
in the midst of all, the queen of this kingdom, the beauti- 
ful, the good Diana. And I know she loves me still ; she 
is not capricious in her friendships. Think of the happy 
life we shall lead there.” 

“Let us push on ; I am in haste to get there,” and they 
rode on, stayed the night at Mans, and then set off for 
Méridor. They had already reached the woods and thought 
themselves in safety, when they saw behind them a cayva- 
lier advancing at a rapid pace. St. Luc grew pale. 

‘* Let us fly,” said Jeanne. 
«Yes ; let us fly, for there is a plume on that hat which 

disquiets me ; it is of acolor much in vogue at the court, 
and he looks to me like an ambassador from our royal 
master.” 

But to fly was easier to say than to do; the trees grewso 
thickly that it was impossible to ride through them but 
slowly, and the soil was so sandy that the horses sank into 
it atevery step. Thecavalier gained upon them rapidly, 
and soon they heard his voice crying,— 

‘Eh, monsieur, do not run away; I bring you some- 
thing you have lost.” 

** What does he say ?” asked Jeanne. 
‘© He says we have lost something.” 
‘¢ Eh ! monsieur,” cried the unknown, again, ‘‘ you left 
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a bracelet in the hotel at Courville. Diable! a lady’s 
portrait; above all, that of Madame de Cossé. For the 
sake of that dear mamma, do not run away.” 

«<1 know that voice,” said St. Luc. 
«* And then he speaks of my mother.” 
“It is Bussy !” 
“<The Comte de Bussy, our friend,” and they reined 

up their horses. 
**Good morning, madame,” said Bussy, laughing, ané 

giving her the bracelet. 
** Have you come from the king to arrest us ?” 
‘* No, ma foi, [am not sufficiently his majesty’s friend 

for such a mission. No, I found your bracelet at the 
hotel, which showed me that you preceded me on my way.” 

“Then,” said St. Luc, ‘‘ it is chance which brings you 
on our path.” 

«< Chance, or rather Providence.” 
Every remaining shadow of suspicion vanished before 

the sincere smile and bright eyes of the handsome speaker. 
«‘ Then you are traveling ?” asked Jeanne. 
“Tam.” 
“* But not like us ?” 
** Unhappily, no.” 
«‘T mean in disgrace. Where are you going’ ?” 
** Towards Angers, and you ?” 
“* We also. 
‘*Ah!I should envy your happiness if envy were not 

. 80 vile.” 
‘*Eh! M. de Bussy, marry, and you will be as happy as 

we are,” said Jeanne ; “‘ it is soeasy to be happy when you 
are loved.” 

«© Ah! madame, every one is not so fortunate as you.” 
** But you, the universal favorite.” 
**To be loved by every one is as though you were loved 

by no one, madame.” 
‘« Well, let me marry you, and you will know the happi- 

ness you deny.” 
*‘T do not deny the happiness, tae that it does not 

exist for me,” 
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** Shall I marry you ?” 
‘« Tf you marry me according to your taste, no; if accord. 

ing to mine, yes.” 
‘Are you in love with a woman whom you cannot 

marry ?” 
“*Comte,” said Bussy, ‘‘ beg your wife not to plunge 

daggers in my heart.” 
«‘Take care, Bussy ; you will make me think it is with 

her you are in love.” 
‘‘Tfit were so, you will confess, at least, that I am a 

lover not much to be feared.” 
“True,” said St. Luc, remembering how Bussy had 

brought him his wife. ‘‘ But confess, your heart is occu- 
pied.” 

“*T avow it.” 
** By a love, or by a caprice ?” asked Jeanne. 
‘* By a passion, madame.” 
«*T will cure you.” 
<*T do not believe it.” 
**T will marry you.” 
**T doubt it.” 
«* And I will make you as happy as you ought to be.” 
‘Alas! madame, my only happiness now is to be un- 

happy.” 
‘Tam very determined.” 
“¢ And I also.” 
‘¢ Well, will you accompany us ?” 
** Where are you going ?” 
“To the chateau of Méridor.” 
The blood mounted to the cheeks of Bussy, and then he 

grew so pale, that his secret would certainly have been be- 
trayed, had not Jeanne been looking at her husband with 
asmile. Bussy therefore had time to recover himself, — 
and said,— 

** Where is that ?” 
‘It is the property of one of my best friends.” 
“One of your best friends, and—are they at home ?” 
‘* Doubtless,” said Jeanne, who was completely ignorant 

of the events of the last two months; ** but have you never 

” 
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heard of the Baron de Méridor, one of the richest noble- 
men in France, and of———” 
“Of what ?” 

_ Of his daughter, Diana, the most beautiful girl pos- 
sible ?” 
_Bussy was filled with astonishment, asking himself by 

What singular happiness he found on the road people to 
talk to him of Diana de Méridor to echo the only thought 
which he had in his mind. 

** Ts this castle far off, madame ? ” asked he. 
** About seven leagues, and we shall sleep there to-night ; 

you will come, will you not ?” 
** Yes, madame.” 
** Come, that i is already a step towards the happiness I 

promised you.” 
«* And the baron, what sort of a man is he ?” 
«© A perfect gentleman, a preux chevalier, who, had he 

lived in King Arthur’s time, would have had a place at his 
round table.” 

‘«* And,” said Bussy, steadying his voice, ‘‘ to whom is his 
daughter married ?” 

‘«* Diana married ?” 
** Would that be extraordinary ?” 
** Of course not, only I should have been the first to hear 

of it.” 
‘«Bussy could not repress a sigh. ‘‘ Then,” said he, 

**you expect to find Mademoiselle de Méridor at the 
chateau with her father ?” 
‘We trust so.” 
They rode on a long time in silence, and at last Jeanne 

cried : 
«« Ah! there are the turrets of the castle. Look, M. de 

Bussy, through that great leafless wood, which ina month, 
will be so beautiful ; do you not see the roof ?” 

** Yes,” said Bussy, with an emotion which astonished 
himself ; ‘‘and is that the chateau of Méridor ?” 

And he thought of the poor prisoner shut up in the Rue 
St. Antoine, 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

THE OLD MAN. 

Two hours after they reached the castle. Bussy had 
been debating within himself whether or not to confide to 
his friends what he knew about Diana. But there was 
much that he could tell to no one, and he feared their ques- 
tions, and besides, he wished to enter Méridor as a stranger. 
Madame de St. Luc was surprised, when the report 

sounded his horn to announce a visit, that Diana did not 
run as usual to meet them, but instead of her appeared an 
old man, bent and leaning on a stick, and his white hair 
flying in the wind. He crossed the drawbridge, followed 
by two great dogs, and when he drew quite near, said in a 
feeble voice,— 

‘* Who is there, and who does a poor old man the 
honor to visit him ?” 

“It is I, Seigneur Augustin !” cried the laughing voice 
of the young woman. 

But the baron, raising his head slowly, said, ‘* You? I 
do not see. Who is it ?” 
‘Oh, mon Dieu !” cried Jeanne, ‘‘ do you not know 

me? It is true, my disguise——” 
‘* Excuse me,” said the old man, ‘* but I can see little ; 

the eyes of old men are not made for weeping, and if they 
weep too much, the tears burn them.” 
“Must Itell youmy name ? Iam Madame de St. Luc.” 
‘¢T do not know you.” 
« Ah! but my maiden name was Jeanne de Cossé- 

Brissac.” 
«* Ah, mon Dieu !” cried the old man, trying to open the 

gate with his trembling hands. Jeanne, who did not under- 
stand this strange reception, still attributed it only to-his 
declining faculties ; but, seeing that he remembered her, 
jumped off her horse to embrace him, but as she did so 
she felt his cheek wet with tears, 
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*¢ Come,” said the old man, turning towards the house, 
without even noticing the others. The chateau had a 
strange sad look ; all the blinds were down, and no one 
was visible. 

“Ts Diana unfortunately not at home ?” asked Jeanne. 
The old man stopped, and looked at her with an almost 

terrified expression. ‘‘ Diana!” saidhe. At this name 
the two dogs uttered a mournful howl. ‘“ Diana!” re- 
peated the old man ; ‘‘ do you not, then, know ?” 

And his voice, trembling before, was extinguished in a 
sob. 

_ © But what has happened ?” cried Jeanne, clasping her 
hands. 

<‘ Diana is dead !” cried the old man, with a torrent of 
tears. 

“¢ Dead !” cried Jeanne, growing as pale as death. 
** Dead,” thought Bussy ; “‘ then he has let him also 

think her dead. Poorold man ! how he will bless me some 
day !” 

“© Dead!” cried the old man again; ‘‘they killed 
her.” 

«© Ah, my dear baron!” cried Jeanne, bursting into 
tears, and throwing her arms round the o!d man’s neck. 

«« But,” said he at last, “‘though desolate and empty, 
the old house is none the less hospitable. Enter.” 

Jeanne took the old man’s arm, and they went into the 
dining-hall, where he sunk into his armchair. At last, 
he said, ‘“‘ You said you were married ; which is your 
husband ?” 

M. de St. Luc advanced and bowed to the old man, who 
tried to smile as he saluted him ; then, turning to Bussy, 
said, ‘‘ And this gentleman ? ” 

*“< He is our friend, M. Louis de Clermont, Comte de 
Bussy d’Amboise, gentleman of M. le Duc d’Anjou.” 

Atthese words the old man started up, threw a withering 
glance at Bussy, and then sank back with a groan. 

<¢ What is it ?” said Jeanne. 
** Does the baron know you, M. de Bussy ?” asked St. 

Lue. 
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“It is the first time I ever had the honor of seeing M. 
de Méridor,” said Bussy, who alone understood the effect 
which the name of the Duc d’Anjou had produced on the 
old man. . 

‘“‘ Ah ! you a gentleman of the Ducd’Anjou ! ” cried the 
baron, “‘of that monster, that demon, and you dare to 
avow it, and have the audacity to present yourself here !” 

** Is he mad ?” asked St. Luc of his wife. 
“‘ Grief must have turned his brain,” replied she, in 

terror. 

‘* Yes, that monster !” cried he again ; “‘ the assassin 
who killed my child! Ah, you do not know,” continued 
he, taking Jeanne’s hands ; “‘ but the duke killed my 
Diana, my child—he killed her ! ” 

Tears stood in Bussy’s eyes, and Jeanne said : 
‘* Seigneur, were it so, which I do not understand, you 

cannot accuse M. de Bussy of this dreadful crime—he, who 
is the most noble and generous gentleman living. See, my 
good father, he weeps with us. Would he have come had 
he known how you would receive him ? Ah, dear baron, 
tell us how this catastrophe happened.” 

‘* Then you did not know ?” said the old man to Bussy. 
‘* Eh, mon Dieu ! no,” cried Jeanne, ‘* we none of us 

knew.” 
“* My Diana is dead, and her best friend did not know it! 

Oh, it is true ! I wrote to no one ; it seemed to me that 
everything must die with her. Well, this prince, this dis- 
grace to France, saw my Diana, and, finding her so beau- 
tiful, had her carried away to his castle of Beaugé to 
dishonor her. But Diana, my noble and sainted Diana, 
chose death instead. Shethrew herself from the window 
into the lake, and they found nothing but her veil floating 
on the surface.” And the old man finished with a burst 
of sobs which overwhelmed them all. 

“Oh, comte,” cried St. Luc, ‘* you must abandon 
this infamous prince ; a noble heart like yours cannot re- 
main friendly to a ravisher and an assassin !” 

But Bussy instead of replying to this, advanced to M, de 
Méridor. 
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**M. le Baron,” said he, ‘‘ will you grant me the honor 
of a private interview ?” 

‘«* Listen to M. de Bussy, dear seigneur,” said Jeanne ; 
** you will see that he is good and may help you.” 

*‘ Speak, monsieur,” said the baron, trembling. 
Bussy turned to St. Luc and his wife, and said : 
© Will you permit me ?” 
The young couple went out, and then Bussy said : “* M. 

le Baron, you have accused the prince whom I serve in 
terms which force me to ask for an explanation. Do not 
mistake the sense in which I speak ; it is with the most 
profound sympathy, and the most earnest desire to soften 
your griefs, that I beg of you to recount to me the details 
of this dreadful event. Are you sure all hope is lost ?” 

‘Monsieur, I had once a moment’s hope. A noble 
gentleman, M. de Monsoreau, loved my poor daughter, 
and interested himself for her.” 

“‘“M. de Monsoreau! Well, what was his conduct in all 
this !” 

«* Ah, generous; for Diana had refused his hand. He 
was the first to tell me of the infamous projects of the 
duke ; he showed me how to baffle them, only asking, if 
he succeeded, for her hand. I gave my consent with joy; 
but alas! it was useless—he arrived too late—my poor 
Diana had saved herself by death !” 

«* And since then, what have you heard of him ?” 
“‘Ttis a month ago, and the poor gentleman has not 

- dared to appear before me, having failed in his generous 
design.” 

“ Well, monsieur,” said Bussy, ‘‘I am charged by the 
Due d’Anjou to bring you to Paris, where his highness 
desires to speak to you.” 
tT!” cried the baron, “‘I see this man! And what 
can the murderer have to say to me ?” 

‘*Who knows ? To justify himself perhaps.” 
“© No, M. de Bussy, no, I will not go to Paris ; it would 

be too far away from where my child lies in her cold 
bed.” 

**M. le Baron,” said Bussy firmly, ‘‘I have come ex- 
10 

oo + 
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pressly to take you to Paris, and it is my duty to de 
so.” 

“Well, I will go,” cried the old man, trembling with 
anger; ‘‘ but wo to those who bring me. The king will 
hear me, or, if he will not, I will appeal to all the gentle- 
men of France. Yes, M. de Bussy, I will accompany 
ou.” 

; «* And I, M. le Baron,” said Bussy, taking his hand, 
‘‘recommend to you the patience and calm dignity of a 
Christian nobleman. God is merciful to noble hearts, 
and you know not what He reserves for you. IJbeg you 
also, while waiting for that day, not to count me among 
your enemies, for you do not know what I willdo for you. 
Till to-morrow, then, baron, and early in the morning we 
will set off.” 

‘« T consent,” replied the old baron, moved by Bussy’s 
tone and words ; ‘‘but meanwhile, friend or enemy, you 
are my guest, and I will show you to your room.” 

‘ CHAPTER XXIV. 

HOW REMY-LE-HAUDOUIN HAD, IN BUSSY’S ABSENCE, 
ESTABLISHED A COMMUNICATION WITH THE RUE ST. 
ANTOINE. 

M. AND MADAME DE Sr. Luc could hardly recover from 
their surprise. Bussy, holding secret interviews with M. 
de Méridor, and then setting off with him for Paris, ap- 
pearing to take the lead in a matter which at first seemed 
strange and unknown to him, was to the young people an 
inexplicable phenomenon, In the morning the baron took 
leave of his guests, begging them to remain in the castle. 
Before Bussy left, however, he whispered a few words to 
Madame deSt. Luc, which brought the color to her cheeks, 
and smiles to her eyes. 

It was a long way from Méridor to Paris, especially for 
the old baron, covered with wounds from all his battles, 
and for his old horse, whom he called Jarnac. Bussy 
studied earnestly during the journey to find his way to the 
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heart of the old man by his care and attentions, and with- 
out doubt he succeeded, for on the sixth morning, as they 
arrived at Paris, M. de Méridor said : 
«It is singular, count, but I feel less unquiet at the end 

than at the beginning of my journey.” 
‘«Two hours more, M. le Baron, and you shall have 

~ judged me as I deserve.” 
** Where are we going—to the Louvre ?” 
«Let me first take you to my hotel, that you may re- 

fresh yourself a little, and be fit to see the person to whom 
I am leading you.” 

The count’s people had been very much alarmed at his 
long absence, for he had set off without telling any one 
but Rémy. Thus their delight on seeing him again was 
great, and they all crowded round him with joyous ex- 
clamations. He thanked them, and then said, ‘“‘ Now as- 
sist this gentleman to dismount, and remember that I 
look upon him with more respect than a prince.” 
When M. de Méridor had been shown to his room, and 

had had some refreshment, he asked if they should set out. 
‘* Soon, baron ; and be easy—it will be a happiness for 

you as well as for us.’ 
*« You speak in a language which I do not understand.” 
Bussy smiled, and left the room to seek Rémy. 
‘Well! dear Hippocrates!” said he, ‘‘is there any- 

thing new ?” 
** Nothing ; all goes well.” 
«*Then the husband has not returned ?” 
«< Yes, he has, but without success. It seems there is a 

father who is expected to turn up to make the dénouement. 
** Good,” said Bussy, ‘* but how do you know all this ?” 
«‘ Why, monseigneur, as your absence made my position 

a sinecure, I thought I would try to make some little use 
of my time ; so I took some books and a sword to a little 
room which I hired at the corner of the Rue St. Antoine, 
from whence I could see the house that you know.” 

** Very good.” 
‘* But as I feared, if I were constantly watching, to pass 

for a spy, I thought it better to fall in love.” 
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** In love ?” 
‘*Oh yes, desperately with Gertrude ; she is a fine girl, 

only two inches taller than myself, and who recounts capi- 
tally.” 

«Recounts ?” 
‘‘Yes; through her I know all that passes with her 

mistress. I thought you might not dislike to have com- 
munications with the house.” 
«Rémy, you are a good genius, whom chance, or rather 

Providence, has placed in my way. Then you are received 
in the house ?” 

‘* Last night I made my entrance on the points of my 
toes, by the door you know.” 

*¢ And how did you manage it ?” 
‘Quite naturally. The day after you left, I waited at 

my door till the lady of my thoughts came out to buy pro- 
visions, which she does every morning. She recognized 
me, uttered a cry, and ran away.” 

“‘Then ?” 
‘< Then I ran after her, but could hardly catch her, for 

she runs fast ; but still, petticoats are always a little in the 
way. ‘Mon Dieu!’ cried she. ‘Holy Virgin!’ said I. 
‘The doctor!’ ‘The charming housekeeper.’ She 
smiled, but said, ‘ You are mistaken, monsieur, I do not 
know you.’ ‘But I know you,’I replied, ‘and for the 
last three days I have lived but for you, and I adore you so 
much, that I no longer live in the Rue Beautreillis, but at 
the corner of this street, and I changed my lodging only 
to see you pass in and out.’ ” 

**So that now you are ¥ 
<¢ As happy as a lover can be—with Gertrude.” 
*« Does she suspect you come from me ?” 
«Oh no, how should the poor doctor know a great lord 

like M. de Bussy. No, I said, ‘And how is your young 
master?’ ‘What young master?’ ‘The one I cured.’ 
‘He is not my master.” ‘Oh! I thought, as he was in 
your mistress’s bed——’_ ‘Oh! no, poor young man! we 
have only seen him oncesince.’ ‘Do you know his name ?’ 
‘Oh! yes; he is the Seigneur de Bussy.? ‘ What! the 
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brave Bussy ?’ ‘ Yes himself.’ ‘And your mistress ?’ 
‘Oh! she is married!’ ‘ Yes, but still she may think 
sometimes of a handsome young man when she has seen 
him lying wounded in her bed.’ ‘Oh, to be frank, I do 

not say she does not think of him; we talk of him very 
often.” ‘What do you say about him?’I asked. ‘I re- 

- count all I hear about his prowess, and I have even taught 

her a little song about him, which she sings constantly.’ ” 
Bussy pressed the young man’s hand ; he felt supremely 

happy. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

THE FATHER AND DAUGHTER. 

On descending into the court, M. de Méridor found a 
fresh horse, which Bussy had had prepared for him; an- 
other waited for Bussy, and attended by Rémy, they 
started. As they went along, the baron could not but ask 
himself by what strange confidence he had accompanied, 
almost blindly, the friend of the prince to whom he owed 
all his misfortunes. Would it not have been better to 
have braved the Duc d’Anjon, and instead of following 
Bussy where it pleased him to lead, to have gone at once 
to the Louvre, and thrown himself at the feet of the king ? 
What could the prince say to him? How could he con- 
sole him? Could soft words heal his wound ? 
When they stopped, ‘“‘ What,” said the baron, ‘‘ does the 

Due d’Anjou live in this humble house ?” 
‘* Not exactly, monsieur, but if it is not his dwelling, it is 

that of a lady whom he has loved.” 
A cloud passed over the face of the old gentleman. 

*¢ Monsieur,” said he, ‘‘ we provincials are not used to the 
easy manners of Paris; they annoy us. It seems to me 
that if the Duc d’Anjou wishes to see the Baron de Méridor, 
it ought to be at his palace, and not at the house of one 
of his mistresses.” 

** Come, come, baron!” said Bussy, with his smile, 
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which always carried conviction with it, ‘‘do not hazard 
false conjectures. On my honor, the lady whom you are 
going to see is perfectly virtuous and worthy in all re- 
spects.” 

‘* Who is she then ? ” 
‘*She is—the wife of a friend of yours.” 
** Really ! but then, monsieur, why did you say the duke 

loved her ?” 
‘* Because I always speak truth. But enter, and you 

shall see accomplished all I have promised you.” 
«‘ Take care ; I wept for my child, and you said, ‘ Con- 

sole yourself, monsieur, the mercy of God is great ;’ to 
promise me a consolation to my grief was almost to promise 
me a miracle.” 

«‘ Enter, monsieur,” said Bussy, with his bright smile. 
Bussy went in first, and, running up to Gertrude, said, 

‘Go and tell Madame de Monsorean that M. de Bussy is 
here, and desires to speak to her. But,” continued he, in 
a low voice, ‘‘ not a word of the person who accompanies 
me.” 

‘* Madame de Monsoreau ! ” said the old man in astonish- 
ment. But as he feebly mounted the staircase, he heard 
the voice of Diana crying,— 

“*M. de Bussy, Gertrude? Oh ! let him come in!” 
«« That voice !” cried the baron, stopping. ‘‘Oh! mon 

Dieu ! mon Dieu !” 
At that moment, as the baron tremblingly held on to | 

the banister, and looked around him, he saw at the top of 
the staircase, Diana, smiling, and more beautiful that ever. 
At this sight the old man uttered a cry and would have 
fallen, had he not caught hold of Bussy, who stood by 
him. 

** Diana alive! Diana, oh, my God!” 
**Mon Dieu ! M. de Bussy !” cried Diana, running down, 

‘* what is the matter with my father ?” 
“He thought you dead, madame, and he wept, as a 

father must weep for a daughter like you.” 
‘* How!” cried Diana ; ‘‘ and no one undeceived him ?” 
** No one.” 
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‘*No,” cried the old men, recovering a little, ‘‘no one, 
not even M. de Bussy.” 

‘* Ungrateful,” said Bussy. 
‘*Oh! yes! you are right ; for this moment repays me 

for allmy griefs. Oh! my Diana! my beloved Diana!” 
cried he, drawing his daughter to him with one hand, and 

-. extending the other to Bussy. But all at once he cried, 
“But you said I was to see Madame de Monsoreau. 
Where is she ? ” 

«¢ Alas ! my father!” cried Diana. 
Bussy summoned up allhisstrength. ‘‘M. de Monsoreau 

is your son-in-law,” he said. 
‘“What! my son-in-law! and every one—even you, 

Diana—left me in ignorance.” 
‘**T feared to write, my father ; he said my letters would 

fall into the hands of the prince. Besides, I thought you 
knew all.” 

‘<But why all these strange mysteries ?” 
«‘ Ah, yes, my father ; why did M. de Monsoreau let 

you think me dead, and not let you know I was his 
wife ?” 

The baron, overwhelmed, looked from Bussy to Diana. 
«* M. de Monsoreau my son-in-law !” stammered he. 

«*' That cannot astonish you, father; did you not order 
me to marry him ?” 

«Yes, if he saved you.” 
‘Well! he did saveme, ”said Diana, sinking onto a 

chair, “‘ not from misfortune, but from shame.” 
‘©Then why did he let methink youdead ? I, who wept 

for you so bitterly. Why did he let me die of despair, 
when a single word would have restored me ?” 

** Oh! there is some hidden mystery,” cried Diana ; ‘‘ my 
father, you will not leave me again; M. de Bussy, you 
will protect us.’ 

“* Alas! madame! it belongs to me no more to enter into 
your family secrets. Seeing the strange maneuvers of your 
husband, I wished to bring youa defender; you have 
your father, I retire.” 

** He is right,” said the old man, sadly. 
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‘*M. de Monsoreau feared the Duc d’Anjou, and so does 
M. de Bussy.” 

Diana cast a glance at the young man. He smiled and 
said, ‘‘M. le Baron, excuse, I beg, the singular question 
Iam about to ask ; and you also, madame, for I wish to 
serve you. M. le Baron, ask Madame de Monsorean if she 
be happy in the marriage which she has contracted in 
obedience to your orders.” 

Diana burst into tears for her only answer. The eyes 
of the baron filled also, for he began to fear that his friend- 
ship for M. de Monsoreau had tended to make his daughter 
unhappy. 

‘‘“Now!” said Bussy,‘‘is it true that you voluntarily 
promised him your daughter’s hand ?” 

‘* Yes, if he saved her.” 
«¢ And he did save her. Then, monsieur, I need not ask 

if you mean to keep your promise.” 
‘*Tt is a law for all, and above all for gentlemen; you 

know that, M. de Bussy. My daughter must be his.” 
“Ah!” cried Diana, ** would I were dead !” 
«* Madame, ” said Bussy, ‘‘ you see I was right, and that 

I can dono more here. M. le Baron gives you to M. de 
Monsoreau, and you yourself promised to marry him when 
you should see your father again safe and well.” 

**Ah! you tear my heart, M. de Bussy,” cried Diana, 
approaching the young man; ‘‘my father does not 
know that I fear this man, that I hate him; my father 
sees in him only my saviour, and I think him my mur- 
derer.” 

‘Diana! Diana!” cried the baron, ‘* he saved you.” 
“* Yes,” cried Bussy, *‘ but if the danger were less great 

than you thought; what do we know? There is some 
mystery in all this, which I must clearup. But I protest 
to you, that if I had had the happiness to be in the place 
of M. de Monsoreau, I would have saved your young and 
beautiful daughter without exacting a price for it.” 
‘He loved her,” said M. de Méridor, trying to excuse 

him. 
‘And I, then——” cried Bussy; and, although he 
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stopped, frightened at what he was about to say, Diana 
heard and understood. 

“Well! ’ cried she, reddening, “‘ my brother, my friend, 
can you do nothing for me ?” 

** But the Duc d’Anjou,” said the baron. 
«7 am not aware of those who fear the anger of princes,” 

~ said Bussy ; ‘‘ and, besides, I believe the danger lies not 
with him, but with M. de Monsoreanu.” 

** But if the duke learns that Diana is alive, all is lost.” 
**T see,” said Bussy, ‘‘ you believe M. de Monsoreau 

more than me. Say no more ; you refuse my aid; throw 
yourself, then, into the arms of the man who has already 
so well merited your confidence. Adieu, baron; adieu, 
madame, you will see me no more.” 
“Oh!” cried Diana, taking his hand. ‘‘ Have you 

seen me waver for an instant; have you ever seen me 
soften towards him? No. I beg you, on my knees, 
M. de Bussy, not to abandon me.” 

Bussy seized her hands, and all his anger melted away 
like snow before the sun. 

‘‘Then so be. it, madame,” said he; ‘‘I accept the 
mission, and in three days—for I must have time to go to 
Chartres to the prince—you shall see me again.” Then, 
in a low tone to her, he said, ‘* We are allied against this 
Monsoreau ; remember that it was not he who brought you 
back to your father, and be faithful to me.” 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

HOW BROTHER GORENFLOT AWOKE, AND THE RECEPTION HE 

MET WITH AT HIS CONVENT. 

CuxIcotT, after seeing with pleasure that Gorenflot still slept 
soundly, told M. Boutromet to retireand to take the light 
with him, charging him not to say anything of his absence. 
Now M. Boutromet, having remarked that, in all trans- 
actions between the monk and Chicot, it was the latter 
who paid, had a great deal of consideration for him, 
and promised all he wished. Then, by the light of the fire 
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which still smouldered, he wrapped Gorenflot once more 
in his frock, which he accomplished without eliciting any 
other signs of wakefulness than a few grunts, and after- 
wards making a pillow of the table-cloth and napkins, lay 
down to sleep by his side. Daylight, when it came, suc- 
ceeded in at last awakening Gorenflot, who sat up, and 
began to look about him, at the remains of their last night’s 
repast, and at Chicot, who, although also awake, lay pre- 
tending to snore, while, in reality, he watched. 

‘* Broad daylight !” said the monk. ‘* Corbleu, I must 
have passed the night here. And the abbey ! Oh, dear ! 
How happy he is tosleep thus !” cried he, looking at Chicot. 
** Ah ! he is not in my position,” and he sighed. ‘* Shall 
I wake him to ask for advice? No, no, he will laugh 
at me ; I can <urely invent afalsehood withouthim. But 
whatever I invent, it will be hard to escape punishment. 
It is not so much the imprisonment, it is the bread and 
water I mind. Ah! if I had but some money to bribe the 
brother jailer.” 

Chicot, hearing this, adroitly slipped his purse from his 
pocket and put it under him. This precaution was not 
useless, for Gorenflot, who had been looking about him, 
now approached his friend softly, and murmuring : 

‘* Were he awake, he would not refuse me a crown, but 

his sleep is sacred, and I will take it,” advanced, and began 
feeling his pockets. ‘‘ It is singular,” said he, ‘‘ nothing 
in his pockets. Ah ! in his hat, perhaps.” 

While he searched there Chicot adroitly emptied out his 
money, and stuffed the empty purse into his breeches’ 
pocket. . 

‘* Nothing in the hat,” saidthe monk. ‘ Ah! I forgot,” 
and thrusting in his hand, he drew from the pocket the 
empty purse. ‘‘ Mon Dieu,” cried he, *‘ empty ! and who 
will pay the bill ?” 

This thought terrified him so much that he got up and 
made instantly for the door, through which he quickly 
disappeared. As he approached the convent, his fears 
grew strong, and seeing a concourse of monks standing 
tatking en the threshold, he felt inclined to fly. Butsome 
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of them approached to meet him ; he knew flight was 
hopeless, and resigned himself. The monks seemed at first 
to hesitate to speak to him, but at last one said : 

«¢ Poor dear brother !” 
Gorenflot sighed, and raised his eyes to Heaven. 
. You know the prior waits for you ?” 
“«* Ah! mon Dieu !” 

“‘ Oh ! yes ; he ordered that you should be brought to 
him as soon as you came in.” 

**T feared it,” said Gorenflot. And more dead than 
alive, he entered the convent, whose doors closed on him. 
They led him to the prior. Gorenflot did not dare to raise 
his eyes, finding himself alone with his justly irritated 
superior. 

«* Ah! it is youat last,” said the abbé. 
** Reverend sir——” 
«¢ What anxiety you have given me.” 
“* You are too good, my father,” said Gorenflot, as- 

tonished at this indulgent tone. 
«* You feared to come in after the scene of last night ? ” 
** T confess it.” 
«* Ah, dear brother, you have been very imprudent.” 
** Let me explain, father.” 
‘** There is no need of explanations ; your sally——’ 
“© Oh ! so much the better, ” thought Gorenflot. 
**T understand it perfectly. A moment of enthusiasm 

carried you away ; enthusiasm isa holy virtue, but virtues, 
exaggerated become almost vices, and the most honorable 
sentiments, when carried to excess, are reprehensible.” 

«¢ Pardon, my father,” said Gorenflot, timidly, ‘‘ but J 
do not understand. Of what sally do you speak ?” 

“ Of yours last night.” 
** Out of the convent ?” 
“No; init. I am as good a Catholic as you, but your 

audacity frightened me.” 
Gorenflot was puzzled. ‘“‘ Was I audacious ?” asked he. 
** More than that—rash.” 
** Alas! you must pardon me, my father. I will endeay- 

or to correct myself.” 

, 
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** Yes; but meanwhile, I fear the consequences for you 
and for all of us. Had it passed among ourselves, it would 
have been nothing.” 

‘* How, is it known to others ? ” 
** Doubtless ; you know well there were more than a 

hundred laymen listening to your discourse.” 
‘« My discourse !” said Gorenflot, more and more aston- 

ished. 
‘<I allow it was fine, and that the universal applause 

must have carried you on, but to propose to make a proces- 
sion through the streets of Paris, with a helmet on your 
head and a partisan on your shoulder, appealing to all 
good Catholics, was rather too strong, you will allow.” 

Gorenflot looked bewildered. 
‘* Now,” continued the prior, ‘this religious fervor, 

which burns so strongly in your heart, will injure you in 
Paris. I wish you therefore to go and expend it in the 
provinces.” 

“* An exile !” cried Gorenflot. 
‘Tf you remain here, much worse may happen to you, 

my dear brother.” 
“‘ What? ” 
‘* Perpetual imprisonment, or even death.” 
Gorenflot grew frightfully pale ; he could not understand 

how he had incurred all this by getting tipsy in an inn, and 
passing the night out of the convent. 

‘* By submitting to this temporary exile, my dear brother, 
not only will you escape this danger, but you will plant 
the banner of our faith in the provinces, where such words 
are less dangerous than here, under theeyes of the king. 
Set off at once, then, brother ; perhaps the archers are 
already out to arrest you.” 

‘<The archers, I!” said Gorenflot. 
**T advise you to go at once.” 
‘Tt is easy to say ‘ go,’ but how am I to live?” 
‘‘Oh! nothing more easy. You will find plenty of par- 

tisans who will let you want for nothing. But go, in 
Heaven’s name, and do not come back till you are sent 
for.” And the prior, after embracing him, pushed him to 
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the door. There he found all the community waiting for 
him, to touch his hands or his robe. 

** Adieu!” said one, embracing him, ‘‘ you are a holy 
man ; do not forget me in your prayers.” 

' T, a holy man!” thought Gorenflot. 
‘‘ Adieu, brave champion of the faith,” said another. 

-« Adieu, martyr,” said a third, “the light will soon 
come.” 

Thus was he conducted to the outside of the convent, 
and as he went away he exclaimed, ‘‘ Devil take me, but 
either they are all mad, or I am.” 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

HOW BROTHER GORENFLOT REMAINED CONVINCED THAT 

HE WAS A SOMNAMBULIST, AND BITTERLY DEPLORED 

THIS INFIRMITY. 

Unti the day when this unmerited persecution fell on 
Brother Gorenflot, he had led a contemplative and easy 
life, diverting himself on occasions at the Corne d’Abon- 
dance, when he had gained a little money from the faith- 
ful. He was one of those monks for whom the world began 
at the prior of the convent, and finished at the cook. And 
now he was sent forth to seek for adventures. He had no 
money ; so that when out of Paris and he heard eleven 
o’clock (the time for dinner at the convent) strike, he sat 
down in dejection. His first idea was to return to the con- 
vent, and ask to be put in confinement, instead of being 
sent in toexile, and even to submit to the discipline, pro- 
vided they would insure himhis repasts. His next was more 
reasonable. He would go to the Corned’Abondance, send 
for Chicot, explain to him the lamentable situation into 
which he had helped to bring him, and obtain aid from 
this generous friend. He was sitting absorbed in these 
reflections, when he heard the sound of a horse’s feet ap- 
proaching. In great fear, he hid behind a tree until the 
traveler should have passed ; buta new idea struck him. 
He would endeavor to obtain some money for his dinner, 
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So he approached tremblingly, and said, ‘‘ Monsieur, if 
five paters, and five aves for the success of your projects 
would be agreeable to you——” 

‘*Gorenflot !” cried the cavalier. 
**M. Chicot !” 
“* Where the devil are you going ?” 
“JT do not know. And you?” 
‘Oh! Iam going straight before me.” 
“Very far?” 
‘Till I stop. But you—what are you doing outside the 

barriers ?” 
“ Alas! M. Chicot ! Iam proscribed,” said Gorenflot, 

with an enormous sigh. 
<¢ What ?” 
‘* Proscribed, I tell you. My brothers reject me from 

their bosom : I am anathematized, excommunicated. 
‘* Bah! what for ?” 
‘* Listen, M. Chicot ; you will not believe me, perhaps, 

but I do not know.” 
** Perhaps you were met last night gadding about.” 
**Do not joke ; you know quite well what I was doing 

last night.” 
** Yes, from eight till ten, but not from ten till three.” 
*¢ How, from ten till three ?” 
** Yes, at ten you went out.” 
“< E ? 99 

‘** Yes, and I asked you where you were going.” 
«¢ And what did I say ?” 
«* That you were going to pronounce a discourse.” 
**There was some truth in that,” murmured Gorenflot. 
** Yes, and you even told me part of it; it was very long, 

and there were terrible things against the king i in it.” 
“¢ Bah !” . 
**So terrible, that I should not wonder if you were 

arrested for them.” 
**M. Chicot, you open my eyes; did I seem quite awake 

when I spoke ?” 
«*T must say you seemed very strange ; you looked like 

a man who talks in his sleep.” 
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** Yet, I feel sure I awoke this morning at the Corne 
d’Abondance.” 

** Well, of course ; you came in again at three o’clock. 
I know ; you left the door open, and made me cold.” 

** It is true, then ?” 
“‘True ! ask M. Boutromet.” 
£*M. Boutromet ?” 
“* Yes, he opened toyou on your return. And you were 

so full of pride when you came in, that I said to you,— 
‘Fie, compére ; pride does not become mortals, more es- 
pecially monks.’ ” 

*¢ And of what was I proud ?” 
*<Of the success your discourse had met with, and the 

compliments paid to you by the Duc de Guise and M. de 
Mayenne.” 

** Now I understand all.” 
“That is lucky. Then you confess you went to the as- 

sembly ; what did you call it? Oh! the Holy Union.” 
Gorenflot groaned. ‘‘I am a somnambulist,” he said. 
** What does that mean ?” 
«*Tt means, that with me mind is stronger than matter ; 

so that while the body sleeps, the spirit wakes, and some- 
times is so powerful that it forces the body to obey.” 

**Ah! compére, that sounds much like magic ; if you 
are possessed, tell me so frankly ; for, really a man who 
walks and makes discourses in his sleep in which he attacks 
the king is not natural. Vade retro, Satanas!” 

‘¢ Then,” cried Gorenflot, ‘‘ you abandon me also. Ah! 
I could not have believed that of you.” 

Chicot took pity on him. ‘‘ What did you tell me just 
now ?” said he. 

“y do not know; I feel half meds and my stomach is 
empty.” 

<< You spoke of traveling.” 
_* Yes, the holy prior sends me.” 
“* Where to?” 
‘¢ Wherever I like.” 
“J also am traveling, and will take you with me,” 
Gorenflot looked bewildered, 
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“* Well ! do you accept ?” continued Chicot. 
‘*‘ Accept! I should think so. But have you money to 

travel with ?” 
‘* Look,” said Chicot, drawing out his purse, 
Gorenflot jumped for joy. 
“How much ?” said he. 
‘¢ One hundred and fifty pistoles.” 
«* And where are we going ? ” 
‘You shall see.” 
‘* When shall we breakfast ? ” 
‘¢ Immediately.” 
«‘ What shall I ride ?” 
‘Not my horse ; you would kill it.” 
‘© Then what must Ido?” 
** Nothing more simple ; I will buy you an ass.” 
«You are my benefactor, M. Chicot. Let the ass be 

strong. Now, where do we breakfast ?” 
‘* Here ; look over this door and read.” 
Gorenflot looked up, and saw, ‘‘ Here eggs, ham, eel- 

pies, and white wine may be had!” At thissight, Goren- 
flot’s whole face expanded with joy. 

** Now,” said Chicot, ‘“‘go and get your breakfast, 
while I go and look for an ass for you.” 

CHAPTER XXVIIL 

HOW BROTHER GORENFLOT TRAVELED UPON AN ASS, 

WAMED PANURGE, AND LEARNED MANY THINGS HE 

DID NOT KNOW BEFORE. 

Wart made Chicot so indifferent to his own repast was, 
that he had already breakfasted plentifully. Therefore, 
he sat Gorenflot down to eggs and bacon, while he went 
among the peasants to look foran ass. He found a pacific 
creature, four years old, and something between an ass 
and a horse ; gave twenty-two livres for it, and brought 
it to Gorenflot, who was enchanted at thesight of it, and 
christened it Panurge. Chicot, seeing by the look of the 
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table that there would be no cruelty in staying his com- 
panion’s repast, said,— 

“ Come, now we must go on; at Mélun we will 
lunch.” 

Gorenflot got up, merely saying, ‘‘At Mélun, at 
Mélun.” 
They went on for about four leagues, then Gorenflot lay 

down on the grass to sleep, while Chicot began to calcu- 
late. 

**One hundred and twenty leagues, at ten leagues a 
day, would take twelvedays.” It was as much ashe could 
reasonably expect from the combined forces of a monk 
and an ass. But Chicotshookhishead. ‘It will not do,” 
he said, “‘if he wants to follow me, he must do fifteen.” 

He pushed the monk to wake him, who, opening his 
eyes, said, “‘ Are we at Mélun ? I am hungry.” 

** Not yet, compére, and that is why I woke you; we 
must get on ; we go too slow, ventre de biche !” 

** Oh, no, dear M. Chicot ; it is so fatiguing to go fast. 
Besides, there is no hurry: am I not traveling for the 
propagation of the faith, and you for pleasure ? Well, 
the slower we go, the better the faith will be propagated, 
and the more you will amuse yourself. My advice is to 
stay some days at Mélun, where they make excellent eel- 
pies. What do you say, M. Chicot ?” 

** T say, that my opinion is to go as fast as possible ; 
not to lunch at Mélun, but only to sup at Monterau, to 
make up for lost time.” 

Gorenflot looked at his companion as if he did not under- 
stand. 

** Come, let us get on,” said Chicot. 
The monk sat still and groaned. 
*« If you wish to stay behind and travel at your ease, 

you are welcome.” 
«No, no!” cried Gorenflot, in terror; “‘ no, no, M. 

Chicot ; I love you too much to leave you !” 
« Then to your saddle at once.” 
Gorenflot got on his ass this time sideways, as a lady sits, 

saying it was more comfortable ; but the fact was that, 
II 
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fearing they were to go faster, he wished to be able to hold 
on both by mane and tail. 

Chicot began to trot, and the ass followed. The first 
moments were terrible for Gorenflot, but he managed to 
keep his seat. From time to time Chicot stood up in 
his stirrups and looked forward, then, not seeing what he 
looked for, redoubled his speed. 

‘¢ What are you looking for, dear M. Chicot ?” 
*¢ Nothing ; but we are not getting on.” 
“‘ Not getting on ! weare trotting all the way.” 
‘* Gallop then !” and he began to canter. 
Panurge again followed ; Gorenflot was in agonies. 
““Oh, M. Chicot !” said he, as soon as he could speak, 

‘‘do you call this traveling for pleasure? It does not 
amuse me at all.” 
“On! on!” 
“It is dreadful ! ” 
‘¢ Stay behind then !” 
«‘ Panurge can do no more; he is stopping.” 
‘¢ Then adieu, compére !” 
Gorenflot felt half inclined to reply in the same manner, 

but he remembered that the horse, whom he felt ready to 
curse, bore on his back a man with a hundred and fifty 
pistoles in his pocket, so he resigned himself, and beat his 
ass to make him gallop once more. 

«‘T shall kill my poor Panurge!” cried he psi. 
thinking to move Chicot. 

“Well, kill him,” said Chicot quietly, ‘‘and we will 
buy another.” 

All at once Chicot, on arriving at the top of a hill, reined 
in his horse suddenly. But the ass, having once taken it 
into his head to gallop, was not so easily stopped, and 
Gorenflot was forced to let himself slide off and hang on 
to the donkey with all his weight before he could stop 
him. 

«¢ Ah, M. Chicot !” cried he, ‘‘ what. does. it all mean ? 
First we must gallop fit to break our necks, and then we 
must stop short here !” 

Chicot had hidden himself behind a rock, and wag 
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eagerly watching three men who, about two hundred yards 
in advance, were traveling on quietly on their mules, and 
he did not reply. 

-~- “Tam tired and hungry !” continued Gorenflot angrily. 
«< And so am I,” said Chicot; ‘‘ and at the first hotel we 

_come to we will order a couple of fricasseed chickens, some 
- ham, and a jug of their best wine.” 

“Really, is it true this time ?” 
“*T promise you, compére.” 
“‘ Well, then, let us go and seek it. Come, Panurge, 

you shall have some dinner.” 
Chicot remounted his horse, and Gorenflot led his ass. 

The much-desired inn soon appeared, but, to the surprise of 
Gorenflot, Chicot caused him to make a detour and pass 
round the back. At the front door were standing the three 
travelers. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

HOW BROTHER GORENFLOT CHANGED HIS ASS FOR A MULE, 

AND HIS MULE FOR A HORSE. 

Ho-weEVER, Gorenflot’s troubles were near their end for 
that day, for after the detour they went on a mile, and 
then stopped at a rival hotel. Chicot took a room which 
looked on to the high-road, and ordered supper. But 
even while he was eating he was constantly on the watch. 
However, at ten o’clock, as he had seen nothing, he went 
to bed, first, however, ordering that the horse and the ass 
should be ready at daybreak. 

** At daybreak ?” uttered Gorenflot, with adeep sigh. 
*¢ Yes ; you must be used to getting up at that time.” 
‘© Why so?” 
‘¢ For matins.” 
*‘T had an exemption from the superior.” Chicot or- 

dered Gorenflot’s bed to be placed in his room. With 
daylight he was up and at the window, and before very 
long he saw three mules coming along. He ran to Goren- 
flot and shook him. 
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“*Can I not have a moment’s rest ?” cried the monk, 
who had been sleeping for ten hours. 

“* Be quick ; get up and dress, for we are going.” 
«* But the breakfast ?” 
“‘TIs on the road to Monterau.” 
‘¢ Where is Monterau ?” 
“Tt is the city where we breakfast, that is enough for 

you. Now, Iam going down to pay the bill, and if you 
are not ready in five minutes, I go without you.” 
A monk’s toilet takes not long ; however, Gorenflot took 

six minutes, and when he came down Chicot was starting. 
This day passed much like the former one, and by the 
third, Gorenflot was beginning to get accustomed to it, 
when towards the evening, Chicot lost all his gaiety. Since 
noon he had seen nothing of the three travelers; there- 
fore he was ina very bad humor. They were off at day- 
break and galloped till noon, but all in vain ; no mules 
were visible. Chicot stopped at a turnpike, and asked the 
man if he had seen three travelers pass on mules, 

“* Not to-day,” was the reply, ‘‘ yesterday evening about 
seven.” 

** What were they like ?” 
«‘ They looked like a master and two servants !” 
**Tt was them,” said Chicot ; ‘‘ventre de biche! they 

have twelve hours’ start of me. But courage!” 
** Listen, M. Chicot !” said Gorenflot, “‘ my ass can do no 

more, even your horse is almost exhausted.” Chicot looked, 
and saw, indeed, that the poor animals were trembling 
from head to foot. 

“* Well ! brother,” said he, ‘‘ we must take a resolution. 
You must leave me.” 

“* Leave you ; why ?” 
** You go too slow.” 
** Slow ! why, we have gellenes for five hours this 

morning.” 
** That is not enough.” 
‘* Well, then, let us goon ; the quicker we go, the sooner 

we shall arrive, for I suppose we shall stop at last.” 
‘*¢ But our animals are exhausted.” 
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“ What shall we do then ?” 
« Leave them here, and take them as we come back.” 
«* Then how are we to proceed ?” 
“« We will buy mules.” 
“Very well,” said Gorenflot with a sigh. Two mules 

were soon found, and they went so well that in the evening 
Chicot saw with joy those of the three travelers, standing 
at the door of a farrier’s. But they were without harness, 
and both master and lackeys had disappeared. Chicot 
trembled. ‘‘ Go,” said he, to Gorenflot, ‘‘ and ask if 
those mules are for sale, and where their ownersare.” Gor- 
enflot went, and soon returned, saying that a gentleman 
had sold them, and had afterwards taken the road to 
Avignon. f 

«© Alone ?” 
«© No, with a lackey.” 
** And where is the other lackey ? ” 
** He went towards Lyons.” 
«« And how did they go on ?” 
*¢ On horses which they bought.” 
«* Of whom ?” 
‘* Of a captain of troopers who was here, and they sold 

their mules to a dealer, who is trying to sell them again to 
those Franciscan monks whom you see there.” 

*¢ Well, take our two mules and go and offer them to the 
monks instead ; they ought to give you the preference.” 

‘* But, then, how shall we go on ?” 
*< On horseback, morblen.” 
** Diable ! ” 
“* Oh! a good rider like you. You will find me again 

on the Grand Place.” Chicot was bargaining for some 
horses, when he saw the monk reappear, carrying the saddles 
and bridles of the mules. 
«Oh ! you have kept the harness ? ” 
ce Yes.” 

«* And sold the mules ?” 
‘¢ For ten pistoles each.” 
*€ Which they paid you ?” 
«* Here is the money.” 
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‘* Ventre de biche ! you are a great man, let us go on.” 
‘« But I am thirsty.” 
“‘ Well, drink while I saddle the beasts, but not too 

much.” 
** A bottle.” 
“© Very well.” 
Gorenflot drank two, and came to give the rest of the 

money back to Chicot, who felt half inclined to give it to 
him, but reflecting that if Gorenflot had money he would 
no longer be obedient, he refrained. They rode on, and 
the next evening Chicot came up with Nicolas David, still 
disguised as a lackey, and kept him in sight all the way to 
Lyons, whose gates they all three entered on the eighth 
day after their departure from Paris. 

CHAPTER XXX. 

HOW CHICOT AND HIS COMPANION INSTALLED THEMSELVES 

AT THE HOTEL OF THE CROSS, AND HOW THEY WERE RE- 

CEIVED BY THE HOST. 

Cuicor watched Nicolas David into the principal hotel of 
the place, and then said to Gorenflot, ‘* Go in and bargain 
for a private room, say that you expect your brother, 
then come out and wait about for me, and I will come in 
when it is dark, and you can bring me straight to my room. 
Do you understand ?” 

“* Perfectly.” 
‘* Choose a good room, as near as possible to that of the 

traveler who has just arrived ; it must look on to the street, 
and on no account pronounce my name.” 

Gorenflot acquitted himself marvelously of the com- 
mission. Their room was only separated by a partition 
from that of Nicolas David. 

«« You deserve a recompense,” said Chicot to him, “and 
you shall have sherry wine for supper.” 

“«T never got tipsy on that wine ; it would be agreeable.” 
** You shall to-night. But now ramble about the town.” 
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“* But the supper ?” 
‘* T shall be ready against your return ; here is a crown 

meanwhile.” 
_. Gorenflot went off quite happy, and then Chicot made, 
with a gimlet, a hole in the partition at about the height 
of his eye. Through this, he could hear distinctly all 

~ that passed, and he could just see the host talking to 
Nicolas David, who was professing to have been sent ona 
mission by the king, to whom he professed great fidelity. 
The host did not reply, but Chicot fancied he could see 
an ironical smile on his lip whenever the king’s name was 
mentioned. 

‘Ts he a leaguer ?” thought Chicot; ‘‘I will find 
out.” 
When the host left David he came to visit Chicot, who 

said, ‘*‘ Pray sit down, monsieur, and before we make a 
definitive arrangement, listen to my history. You saw me 
this morning with a monk ?” 

«‘ Yes, monsieur.” 
«« Silence ! that monk is proscribed.” 
«‘ What ! is he a disguised Huguenot ?” 
Chicot took an offended air. ‘‘ Huguenot, indeed! he 

is my relation, and I haveno Huguenot relations. On the 
contrary, he is so fierce an enemy of the Huguenots, that 
he has fallen into disgrace with his majesty Henri III., 
who protects them, as you know.” 

The host began to look interested. ‘‘ Silence,” said he. 
‘* Why, have you any of the king’s people here ?” 
**T fear so; there is a traveler in there.” 
“Then we must fly at once, for proscribed, men- 

aced——” 
** Where will you go ?” 
“* We have two or three addresses given to us by an inn- 

keeper we know, M. la Huriére.” 
** Do you know La Huriére ?” 
** Yes, we made his acquaintance on the night of St. 

Bartholomew.” 
** Well, I see you and your relation are holy people; I 

also know La Huriére. Then yousay this monk——” 
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‘Had the imprudence to preach against the Hugue- 
nots, and with so much success that the king wanted to 
put him in prison.” 

«* And then ?” 
** Ma foi, I carried him off. . 
** And you did well.” 
‘*M. de Guise offered to protect him.” 
‘What! the great Henri ?” 
‘* Himself ; but I feared civil war.” 
‘‘ Tf you are friends of M. de Guise, you know this ;” 

and he made a sort of masonic sign by which the leaguers 
recognized each other. 

Chicot, who had seen both this and the answer to it 
twenty times during that famous night, replied, ** And 
you this ?” 

‘* Then,” said the innkeeper, “you are at home here ; 
my house is yours, look on me as a brother, and if you 
have no money——” 

Chicot drew out his purse. The sight of a well-filled 
purse is always agreeable, even to a generous host. 

‘Our journey,” continued Chicot, “‘ is paid for by the 
treasurer of the Holy Union, for we travel to propagate 
the faith. Tell us of an inn where we may be safe.” 

‘* Nowhere more so than here, and_if you wish it, the 
other traveler shall turn out.” 
‘Oh! no; it is better to have your enemies near, that 

you may watch them. But, what makes you think he is 
our enemy ?” 

‘‘ Well! first he came disguised as a lackey, then he put 
on an adyocate’s dress, and I am sure he is no more an ad- 
vocate than he is a lackey, forI saw a long rapier under 
his cloak, Then he avowed he had a mission from the 
king !” 

‘< From Herod, as I call him.” 
*< Sardanapalus.” 
“¢ Bravo !” ~ 
«* Ah! I see we understand each other.” 
*« Then we are to remain here ?” 
‘*T should think so.” 
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** Not a word about my relation.” 
** Of course not.” 
«* Nor of me.” 

- Oh, no! But hush! here is some one.” 
«Oh, it is the worthy man himself ! ” 
The host turned to Gorenflot, and made a sign of the 

~ leaguers. Gorenflot was struck with terror and astonish- 
ment. 

“‘ Reply, my brother,” said Chicot ; ‘‘ he isa member.” 
“Of what?” 
*‘Of the Holy Union,” said Bernonillet, in a low tone. 
“« You see all is safe ; reply,” said Chicot. 
Gorenflot replied, to the great joy of the innkeeper. 
*¢ But,” said Gorenflot, who did not like the conversa- 

tion, ‘‘ you promised me some sherry.” 
“Sherry, Malaga, Alicant—every wine in my cellar is 

at your disposal.” 
Gorenflot looked at Chicot in amazement. 
For three following days Gorenflot got drunk, first on 

sherry, next on Malaga, then on Alicant; afterwards he 
declared he liked Burgundy best, and returned to that. 
Meanwhile, Chicot had never stirred from his room, and 
had constantly watched Nicolas David, who, having ap- 
pointed to meet Pierre de Gondy at this inn, would not 
leave the house. On the morning of the sixth day he de- 
clared himself ill, and the next day worse. Bernouillet 
came joyfully to tell Chicot. 

«‘ What ! do you think him in danger ? ” 
‘‘High fever, my dear brother; he is delirious, and 

tried to strangle me and beat my servants. The doctors 
do not understand his complaint.” 

* Have you seen him ?” 
** Yes; I tell you he tried to strangle me.” 
** How did he seem ?” 
** Pale and furious, and constantly crying out.” 
«« What ?” 
** Take care of the king! they want to hurt the king! 

Then he constantly says that he expects a man from 
Avignon, and wishes to see him before he dies,” 
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As for Gorenflot, he grew visibly fatter every day, so 
much so, that he announced to Chicot with terror one day 
that the staircase was narrowing. Neither David, the 
League, nor religion occupied him ; he thought of nothing 
but how to vary his dinner and wine, so that Bernouillet 
often exclaimed in astonishment, ‘‘To think that that 
man should be a torrent of eloquence !” 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

HOW THE MONK CONFESSED THE ADVOCATE, AND THE 

ADVOCATE THE MONK, 

At last M. Bernonillet came into Chicot’s room, laugh- 
ing immoderately. 

‘* We is dying,” said he, ‘“‘and the man has arrived from 
Avignon.” 

‘«‘ Have you seen him ?” 
‘Of course.” 
‘« What is he like ?” 
‘«¢ Little and thin.” 
“‘It is he,” thought Chicot; and he said, ‘‘ Tell me 

about his arrival.” 
«* An hour ago I was in the kitchen, when I saw a great 

horse, ridden by a little man, stop before the door. ‘Is 
M. Nicolas here ?’ asked he. ‘ Yes, monsieur,’ said I. 
‘Tell him that the person he expects from Avignon is 
here.’ ‘ Certainly, monsieur, but I must warn you that he 
is very ill.” ‘ All the more reason for doing my bidding at 
once.’ ‘But he has a malignant fever.” ‘Oh, pray, 
then, be quick!’ ‘How! you persist?’ ‘I persist.’ .* In 
spite of the danger!’ ‘In spite of everything I must see 
him.’ SoI took him to the room, and there he is now. 
Is it not odd ?” 

*« Very droll.” 
«*T wish I could hear them.” 
“Go in.” 
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*« He forbade me to go in, saying he was going to con- 
fess.” 

«* Listen-at the door.” 
Bernouillet went, and Chicot went also to his hole: but 

- they spoke so low that he could hear nothing, and ina few 
minutes Gondy rose and took leave. Chicot ran to the 

_. window, and saw a lackey waiting with a horse, which M. 
de Gondy mounted and rode off. 

“* Tf he only has not carried off the genealogy. Never 
mind, I shall soon catch him if necessary ; but I suspect 
it is left here. Where can Gorenflot be ?” 

M. Bernouillet returned, saying, ‘‘ He is gone.” 
“¢ The confessor ?” 
§* He is no more aconfessor than I am.” 
** Will you send me my brother as soon as he comes in.” 
«¢ Even if he be drunk ?” 
*« Whatever state he is in.” 
Bernouillet went, and Chicot remained in a state of 

indecision as to what to do, for he thought, “ If David 
is really so ill, he may have sent on the despatches by 
Gondy.” Presently. he heard Gorenflot’s voice, singing a 
drinking song as he came up the stairs. 

“Silence, drunkard !” said Chicot. 
*‘ Drunkard, indeed ! ” 
«*Yes; but come hereand speak seriously, if you can.” 
st: What i is it now ?” 
It is, that you never think of the duties of your pro- 

fession, that you wallow in greediness and drunkenness, 
and let religion go where it pleases.” 

Gorenflot looked astonished. ‘‘I!” he gasped. 
‘Yes, you ; you are disgraceful tosee ; you are covered 

with mud ; you have been drunk in the streets.” 
“*Tt is too true!” 
*< Tf you go on 50, I will abandon you.” 
*‘Chicot, my friend, you will not do that? AmIvery 

guilty ?” 
«There are archers at Lyons.” 
«Oh, pity ! my dear protector, pity !” 

_ © Are you 4 Christian or not ?” 
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“‘T not a Christian!” — 
‘Then do not let aneighbor die without confession.” 
‘‘T am ready, but I must drink first, for 1 am thirsty.” 
Chicot passed him a jug of water, which he emptied. 
‘* Now who am I to confess?” 
‘Our unlucky neighbor who is dying.” 
‘‘Let them give him a pint of wine with honey in 

it.” 
‘*He needs spiritual aid as well as temporal. Go to 

him.” 
«‘ Am I fit ?” said Gorenflot, timidly. 
** Perfectly.” 
«‘ Then I will go.” 
‘* Stay ; I must tell you what to do.” 
«Oh ! I know.” 
** You do not know what I wish.” 
‘*What you wish ?” 
“Tf you execute it well, I will give you one hundred 

pistoles to spend here.” 
«What must I do?” 
‘* Listen ; your robe gives you authority; in the name 

of God and the King, summon him to give up the papers 
he has just received from Avignon.” . 

‘¢ What for ?” 
‘*To gain one hundred pistoles, stupid.” 
“* Ah! true; I go.” 
«‘ Wait a minute. He will tell you he has confessed.” 
“<< But if he has ?” 
«Tell him he lies ; that the man who has just left him 

is no confessor, but an intriguer like himself.” 
«« But he will be angry.’ 
“‘ What does that matter, since he i is dying ?” 
<‘ True.” 
“Well ; one way or the, phisae you must get hold of | 

those papers.” . 
«If he refuses ?” 
“Refuse him absolution, curse him, anathematize 

him *: 
* Oh, T will take them by force,” 
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“ Good ; and when you have got them, knock on the 
wall.” 

«« And if I cannot get them ?” 
** Knock also.” 
-**Then, in any case I am to knock ?” 
ge SMa 

_. Gorenflot went, and Chicot placed his ear to the hole 
‘in the wall. When Gorenflot entered, the sick man raised 
himeslf in his bed, and looked at him ‘with wonder. 

** Good day, brother,” said Gorenflot. 
<*¢ What do you want, my father?” murmured the sick 

man, in a feeble voice. 
“* My son, I hear you are in danger, and I come to speak 

to you of your soul.” 
“Thank you, but I think your care is needless ; I feel 

better.” 
“You think so?” 
«*T am sure of it.” 
“Itisa ruse of Satan, who wishes you to die without 

confession.” 
«Then he will be deceived, for I have just confessed.” 
“*To whom ?” 
‘*To a worthy priest from Avignon.” 
‘* He was not a priest.” 
“Not !” 
*¢No. ”? 

«How do you know ?” 
«*T knew him.” 
«* You knew the man who has just gone ?” 
“Yes ; and as you are not better, and this man was not 

a priest, you must confess.” 
‘Very well,” replied the patient, in a Stronger voice, 
but I will chose to whom I will confess.” 
*¢« You will have no time to send for another Niger and 

I am here.” 
“How! no time, when I tell you I am ‘getting 

well ?” 
Gorenfiot shook his head. ‘‘I tell you, my son, you 

- are condemned by the doctors and by Providence; you 

« nn 
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may think it cruel to tell you so, but it is what we must all 
come to sooner or later. Confess, my son, confess.” 
«But I assure you, father, that I feel much stronger.” 
‘* A mistake, my son, the lamp flares up at the last, just 

before it goes out. Come, confess all your plots, your 
intrigues, and machinations ! ” 

‘* My intrigues and plots!” cried David, frightened at 
this singular monk, whom he did not know, but who 
seemed to know him so well. 
‘Yes ; and when you have told all that, give me up the 

papers, and perhaps God will let me absolve you.” 
‘‘ What papers ?” cried the sick man, in a voice as strong 

as though he were quite well. 
‘¢ The papers that the pretended priest brought you from 

Avignon.” 
‘And who told you that he brought me papers ?” cried 

the patient, putting one leg out of bed. 
Gorenflot began to feel frightened, but he said firmly, 

‘* He who told me knew well what he was saying ; ; give me 
the papers, or you shall have no absolution.” 

‘‘] laugh at your absolution,” cried David, jumping 
out of bed, and seizing Gorenflot by the throat, ‘‘ and you 
shall see if I am too ill to strangle you.” : 

Gorenflot was strong, and he pushed David back so 
violently that he fell into the middle of the room. But 
he rose furious, and seizing a long sword, which hung on 
the wall behind his clothes, presented it to the throat of 
Gorenflot, who sank on a chair in terror. 

- “Tt is now your turn to confess,” said he, ‘‘ speak, or 
you die.” 

i Oh! !” cried Gorenflot, “then you are not ill—not 
dying.” 

‘¢It is not for you to question, but to answer. 
. *¢To answer what ?” 

‘¢ Who are you ?” 
‘‘ You can see that.” 
‘* Your name ?” 
‘«« Brother Gorenflot.” 
‘You are then a real monk ?” 1s Patel 

22 
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**T should think so.” 
«¢ What brings you to Lyons ?” 
“‘T am exiled.” 
«‘ What brought you to this inn ?” 
*¢ Chance.” 
«¢ How long have you been here ?” 

_. A fortnight.” 
«¢ Why did you watch me ?” 
**T did not.” 
‘* How did you know that I had the papers ?” 
*¢ Because I was told so.” 
** Who told you ?” 
*¢ He who sent me here,” 
‘* Who was that ? ” 
“*T cannot tell you.” 
“ You must.” 
‘*Oh ! oh! I will cry out.” 
«¢ And I will kill.” 
Gorenflot cried out, and a spot of blood appeared on the 

point of the sword. 
‘* His name ?” cried David. 
«‘Oh! I can hold out no more.” 
“« Speak.” 
“Tt was Chicot.” 
‘‘ The king’s jester !” 
‘* Himself.” 
«¢ And where is he ?” 
‘‘ Here!” cried a voice, and Chicot appeared at the 

door with a drawn sword in his hand. 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

HOW CHICOT USED HIS SWORD. 

Niconas DAvID, in recognizing him whom he knew to 
be his mortal enemy, could not repress a movement of 

terror, during which Gorenflot slipped a little to the side, 
erying out, “‘ Help, friend! come to my aid!” 
‘Ah, Monsieur David, it is you!” said Chicot; «1 
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am delighted to meet you again!” Then, turning to 
Gorenflot, he said, ‘‘ My good Gorenflot, your presence as 
monk was very necessary just now, when we believed mon- 
sieur dying ; but now that he is so well, it is with me he 
must deal ; therefore, do me the favor to stand sentinel 

on the threshold, and prevent any one from coming in to 
interrupt our little conversation.” Gorenflot, who asked 
no better than to go, was soon out of the room ; but Dayid, 
having now recovered from his surprise, and confident in 
his skill as a swordsman, stood waiting for Chicot, with 
his sword in his hand and a smile on his lips. 

‘Dress yourself, monsieur,” said Chicot ; ‘“‘I do not 
wish to take any advantage of you. Do you know what I 
have come to seek in this room ?” 

‘*The rest of the blows which I have owed you on ac- 
count of the Duc de Mayenne, since that day when you 
jumped so quickly out of the window.” 

‘* No, monsieur ; I know the number, and will return 
them. Be easy. What I have come for is a certain gene- 
alogy which M. Pierre de Gondy took to Avignon, with- 
out knowing what he carried, and, equally in ignorance, 
brought back to you just now.” 

David turned pale. ‘‘ What genealogy ?” he said. 
‘‘That of M. de Guise, who descends, as you know, in 

a direct line from Charlemagne.” 
«Ah, you areaspy! I thought you only a buffoon.” 
“‘ Dear M. David, I will be both if you wish it: a spy to 

hang you, and a buffoon to laugh at it after.” = —— 
«To hang me!” ica 
‘‘ High and dry, monsieur ; I hope you do not lay claim 

to be beheaded like a gentleman.” 
«¢ And how will you do it ?” 
“‘Oh, very easily ; I will relate the truth, for I must tell 

you, dear M. David, that I assisted last month at the meet- 
ing held in the convent of St. Geneviéve.” 

«© You !” 
«* Yes ; I was in the confessional in front of yours, and it 

was very uncomfortable there, especially as I was obliged 
to wait to go out until all was finished, Therefore I heard 
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all, saw the coronation of M. d’Anjou, which was not very 
amusing ; but then the genealogy was delightful.” 

“‘ Ah! you know about the genealogy ?” cried David, 
biting his lips with anger. 
“© Yes, and I found it very ingenious, especially that 

part about the Salic law ; only it is a misfortune to have so 
much intellect, one gets hung for it ; therefore, feeling my- 
self moved with tender pity for so ingenious a man, I said 
to myself, ‘Shall I let this brave M. David be hung ?’ and 
I took the resolution of traveling with, or rather behind, 
you. I followed you, therefore, not without trouble, and 
at last we arrived at Lyons. I entered the hotel an hour 
after you, and have been in the adjoining room ; look, there 
is only a partition between, and, as you may imagine, I did 
not travel all the way from Paris to Lyons to lose sight of 
you now. [I pierced a little hole, through which I had the 
pleasure of watching you when I liked, and I confess I gave 
myself this pleasure several times a day. At last yon fell 
ill ; the host wished to get rid of you, but you were deter- 
mined to wait here for M.de Gondy. I was duped by you 
at first, for you might really have been ill, so I sent you 
a brave monk, to excite you to repentance ; but, hardened 
sinner that you are, you tried to kill him, forgetting the 
Scripture maxim, ‘ He who strikes with the sword shall 
perish with the sword.? Then I came to you, and said, 
‘We are old friends ; let us arrange the matter.’ ” 

‘¢In what manner ?” 
“‘It would be a pity that such a man as you should dis- 

appear from the world ; give up plots, trust me, break with 
the Guises, give me your papers, and, on the faith of a 
gentleman, I will make your peace with the king.” 

«‘ While, on the contrary, if Ido not give them to you ?” 
** Ah ! then, on the faith of a gentleman, I willkill you! 

But if you give them to me, all shall be forgotten. You 
do not believe me, perhaps, for your nature is bad, and you 
think my resentment can never be forgotten. But, al- 
though it is true that I hate you, I hate M. de Mayenne 
more; give me what will ruin him, and I will save you. 
And then, perhaps, you will not believe this either, for 

12 
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you love nothing ; but I love the king, foolish and corrupt 
ed as he is, and I wish that he should reign tranquilly— 
which is impossible with the Mayennes and the genealogy 
of Nicolas David. Therefore, give me up the genealogy, 
and I promise to make your name and your fortune.” 

David never moved. 
“¢ Well,” said Chicot, ‘‘ Isee all that say to you is but 

wasted breath ; therefore, I goto get you hanged. Adieu, 
M. David,’’and he stepped backwards towards thedoor. 

‘© And you think I shall let you go out,” cried the ad- 
vocate. 

“‘No, no, my fine spy; no, no, Chicot, my friend, those 
who know of the genealogy must die. Those who menace 
me must die.” 

“*You put me quite at my ease; I hesitated only be- 
cause [amsuretokillyou. Crillon, the otherday, taught 
me a particular thrust, only one, but that will suffice, 
Come, give me the papers, or I will kill you ; and I will tell 
you how—I will pierce your throat just where you wished 
to bleed Gorenflot.” 

Chicot had hardly finished, when David rushed on him 
with a savage laugh. The two adversaries were nearly 
matched in height, but Chicot, who fenced nearly every 
day with the king, had become one of the most skilful 
swordsmen in the kingdom. David soon began to perceive 
this, and he retreated a step. 
“Ah! ah!” said Chicot, ‘‘now you begin to under- 

stand. Once more ; the papers.” . 
David, for answer, threw himself again upon Chicot, 

and a new combat ensucd. At last Chicot called out,— 
‘‘ Here is the thrust,” and as he spoke, he thrust his 

rapier half through his throat. 
David did not reply, but fell at Chicot’s feet, pouring 

out a mouthful of blood. But by a natural movement he 
tried to drag himself towards his bed, so as to defend his 
secret to the last. 

‘“¢ Ah!” cried Chicot, “I thought you cunning, but I 
see you are a fool. I did not know where the papers were, 
and you have shown me——” and while David rolled in the 
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agonies of death, he ran to the bed, raised the mattress, 
and found under it a roll of parchment. At the moment 
in which he unrolled it to see if it was the document he 
sought, David raised himself in a rage and then fell back 

“dead. Chicot saw with joy that he held what he wanted. 
The Pope had written at the bottom, ‘‘ Fiat ut voluit 
‘Deus; Deus jura hominum fecit.” After placing it in 
his breast, he took the body of the advocate, who had 
died without losing more blood, the nature of the wound 
making him bleed inwardly, put it back in the bed, 
turned the face to the wall, and, opening the door, called 
Gorenflot. 

** How pale you are !” said the monk, as he entered. 
‘* Yes, the last moments of that man caused me some 

emotion.” 
«‘Then he is dead ?” 
=o ag 
** He was so well just now.” 
““Too well; he swallowed something difficult of diges- 

tion, and died of it.” 
«*The wretch wanted to strangle me, a holy man, and 

he is punished for it.” 
«* Pardon him, you are a Christian.” 
**T do, although he frightened me much.” 
“You must do more; you must light the lamps, and 

say some prayers by his bed.” 
“¢ Why ?” 
‘© That you may not be taken prisoner as his murderer.” 
*¢T, a murderer ! it was he who tried to murder me.” 
‘Mon Dieu ! yes, and as he could not succeed, his rage 

made him break a blood-vessel. But till your innocence 
is established they might annoy you much.” 

“*T fear you are right.” 
‘¢Then do what I tell you. Install yourself here, and 

recite all the prayers you know, or do not know; then, 
when evening comes, go out and call at the ironmonger’s 
at the corner of the street. There you will find your 
horse ; mount him, and take the road to Paris; at Vil- 
leneuve-le-Roi sell him, and take Panurge back.” 
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‘*Ah! that good Panurge ; I shall be delighted to see 
him again. But how am I to live ?” 

Chicot drew from his pocket a handful of crowns and 
put them into the large hand of the monk. 

“Generous man!” cried Gorenflot. <‘ Let me stay 
with you at Lyons ; I love Lyons.” 

“* But I do not stay here; I set off at once, and travel 
too rapidly for you to follow me.” 

“So be it, then.” 

Chicot installed the monk by the bed, and went down- 
stairs to the host. 

‘*M. Bernouillet,” said he, “a great event has taken 
place in your house.” 

‘* What do you mean ?” 
‘‘The hateful royalist, the enemy of our religion up- 

stairs, received to-day a messenger from Rome.” 
“‘T know that: it was I who told you.” 
‘* Well, our holy father, the Pope, had sent him to this 

conspirator, who, however, probably did not suspect for 
what purpose.” 

«* And why did he come ?” 
‘*Go up-stairs, lift up the bedclothes, look at his neck, 

and you will see.” 
‘You frighten me.” 
“‘IT say no more. The Pope did you honor in choosing 

your house for the scene of his vengeance.” 
Then Chicot put ten crowns into the hand of the host, 

and went down to the stable to get out the horses. M. 
Bernouillet went up and found Gorenflot praying. He 
looked as directed, and found the wound, 

‘‘ May every enemy of our religion die thus,” said he to 
Gorenflot. 

«‘ Amen,” replied the monk. 
These events passed about the same time that Bussy 

brought the Baron de Méridor back to his daughter. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

HOW THE DUC D’ANJOU LEARNED THAT DIANA WAS NOT 

= DEAD. 

THE month of April had arrived. The great cathedral 
of Chartres was hung with white, and the king was stand- 
ing barefooted in the nave. The religious ceremonies, 
which were for the purpose of praying for an heir to the 
throne of France, were just finishing, when Henri, in the 
midst of the general silence, heard what seemed to him a 
stifledlaugh. Heturned round to see if Chicot were there, 
for he thought no one else would have dared to laugh at 
suchatime. It was not, however, Chicot who had laughed 
at the sight of the two chemises of the Holy Virgin which 

. were said to have such a prolific power, and which were 
just being drawn from their golden box ; but it was a cava- 
lier who had just stopped at the door of the church, and 
who was making his way with his muddy boots through 
the crowd of courtiers in their penitents’ robes and sacks. 
Seeing the king turn, he stopped for a moment, and Henri, 
irritated at seeing him arrive thus, threw an angry glance 
at him. The newcomer, however, continued to advance 
until he reached the velvet chair of M. le Duc d’Anjou, 
by which he knelt down. He, turning round, said, 
* Bussy !” 
‘Good morning, monseigneur.” 
«¢ Are you mad ?” 
«© Why so?” 
“‘To come here to see this nonsense.” 
‘¢ Monseigneur, I wish to speak to you at once.” 
«« Where have you been for the last three weeks ?” 
‘¢ That is just what I have to tell you.” 
** Well, you must wait until we leave the church.” 
**So much the worse.” 
‘¢ Patience, here is the end.” 
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Indeed, the king was putting on one of these chemises, 
and the queen another. Then they all knelt down, and 
afterwards the king, taking off his holy tunic, left the 
church. 

‘* Now, monseigneur,” said Bussy, ‘shall we go to your 
house ?” 

“Yes, at once, if you have anything to tell me.” 
‘* Plenty of things which you do not expect.” 
When they were in the hotel the duke said, ‘‘ Now sit 

down and tell me all ; I feared you were dead.” 
“* Very likely, monseigneur.” 
“‘You left me to look after my beautiful unknown. 

Who is this woman, and what.am I to expect ?” 
‘‘You will reap what you have sown, monseigneur— 

plenty of shame.” 
‘What do you mean ?” cried the duke. 
«¢ What I said.” , 
‘‘ Explain yourself, monsieur ; who is this woman ?” 
‘*] thought you had recognized her.” 
«‘Then it was her ? ” 
“ Yes, monseigneur.” 
“¢ You saw her ?” 
“* Yes.” 
*¢ And she spoke to you ?” 
‘*Certainly. Doubtless you had reason to think her 

dead, and you perhaps hoped she was so.” 
The duke grew pale. 
«‘ Yes, monseigneur,” continued Bussy, ‘‘ although you 

pushed to despair a young girl of noble race, she escaped 
from death ; but do not breathe yet, do not think your- 
self absolved, for, in preserving her life, she found a a mis- 
fortune worse than death.” 

‘* What is it ? what has happened to her ?” 
‘* Monseigneur, a man preserved her honor and saved 

her life, but- he made her pay for this service so dearly 
that she regrets his having rendered it.” 

“¢ Finish.” 
‘Well, monseigneur, Mademoiselle de Méridor, to 

escape becoming the mistress of the Duc d’Anjou, has 
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thrown herself into the arms of a man whom she detests, 
and is now Madame de Monsoreau.” 

At these words the blood rushed furiously into the duke’s 
face. 
~ Ts this true ?” said he. 

«*Pardieu ! I said it,” said Bussy, haughtily. 
I did not mean that; I did not doubt your word, 

Bussy, I wondered only if it were possible that one of my 
gentlemen had had the audacity to interfere between me 
and a woman whom I honored with my love.” 

«* And why not ?” 
‘* Then you would have done so ?” 
*‘T would have done better ; I would have warned you 

that your honor was being lost.” 
‘* Listen, Bussy,” said the prince, becoming calmer, 

“‘T do not justify myself, but M. de Monsoreau has been 
a traitor towards me.” 

«‘Towards you ?” 
** Yes, he knew my intentions.” 
“«« And they were ?” 
<*To try and make Diana love me.” 
*¢ Love you !” 
“< Yes, but in no case to use violence.” 
‘Those were your intentions?” said Bussy, with an 

ironical smile. 
‘Certainly, and these intentions I preserved to the 

last, although M. de Monsoreau constantly combated 
them.” 

«* Monseigneur, what doyousay! This man incited yeu 
to dishonor Diana ?” 

oe 7 
*« By his counsels ? 2” 
<* By his letters. Would you like to see them ?” 
“Oh ! if I could believe that !” 
“You shall see.” 
And the duke, opening a little cabinet, and taking out 

a letter, said, ‘Since you doubt your prince’s words, 
’ aa. 9 * 

Bussy took it and read,— 
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“© MONSEIGNEUR, 
‘‘Be quite easy; the coup-de-main can be executed 

without risk, for the young person sets off this evening to 
pass a week with an aunt who lives at the chateau of Lude . 
I charge myself with it, and you need take no trouble 
As for the scruples of the young lady, be sure that they 
wil! vanish in the presence of your highness : meanwhile 
I act; and this evening she will be at the chatean of 
Beaugé. 

** Your highness’s respectful servant, 
‘‘ BRYAN DE MONSOREAU.” 

‘¢ Well, what do you say, Bussy ?” 
‘¢T say that you are well served, monseigneur.” 
‘*- You mean betrayed.” 
‘¢ Ah, true; I forgot the end.” 
“The wretch ! he made me believe in the death of a 

woman——” 
‘¢Whom he stole from you; it is black enough.” 
‘* How did he manage ?” 
“* He made the father believe you the ravisher, and of- 

fered himself to rescue the lady, presented himself at the 
chateau of Beaugé with a letter from the Baron de Méri- 
dor, brought a boat to the windows, and carried away 
the prisoner ; then shut»her up in the house you know 
of, and by constantly working upon her fears, tongen her 
to become his wife.” 

‘*Ts it not infamous ?” 
** Only partly excused by your conduct, monseigneur.” 
‘© Ah! Bussy, you shall see how I will revenge myself !” 
‘‘Princes do not revenge themselves, they punish,” 

said Bussy. 
‘* How can I punish him ?” 
‘* By restoring happiness to Madame de Monsoreau.” 
** But can I?” 
‘* Certainly.” 
‘* How P” 
** By restoring her to liberty. The marriage was forced, 

therefore it is null.” 
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** You are right.” 
“ Get it set aside, then, and you will have acted likea 

gentleman and a prince.” 
** Ah, ah!” said the prince, ‘‘ what warmth! you are 

- interested in it, Bussy.” 
**T! not at all, except that I do not wish people to say 

- that Louis de Clermont serves a perfidious prince and a 
man without honor.” 

** Well, you shall see. But how to do it ?” 
** Nothing more easy ; make her father act.” 
** But he is buried in Anjou.” 
*¢ Monseigneur, he is here in Paris.” 
‘«* At your house ?” 
*‘No, with his daughter. Speak to"him, monseigneur, 

that he may see in you, not what he ddes now, an enemy, 
but a protector—that he who now curses your name may 
bless you.” 

** And when can I see him ?” 
‘* As soon as you retarn to Paris.” 
“Very well.” 
‘It is agreed, then ?” 
Jt Sag 
*¢On your word as a gentleman ?” 
** On my faith as a prince.” 
** And when do you return ?” 
** This evening ; will you accompany me ?” 
‘*No, I go first ; where shall I meet your highness ?” 
** To-morrow; at the king’s levée.” 
**T will be there, monseigneur.” 
Bussy did not lose a moment, and the distance that took 

the duke fifteen hours to accomplish, sleeping in his litter, 
the young man, who returned to Paris, his heart beating 
with joy and love, did in five, to console the baron and 
Diana the sooner. | 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

HOW CHICOT RETURNED TO THE LOUVRE, AND WAS RE- 

CEIVED BY THE KING HENRI III. 

ALL was quiet at the Louvre, for the king, fatigued 
with his pilgrimage, had not yet risen, when two men pre- 
sented themselves together at the gates. 

‘“M. Chicot,” cried the younger, “ how are you this 
morning ? ” 

** Ah, M. de Dussy.” 
** You come for the king’s levée, monsieur ? ” 
‘«« And you also, I presume ?” 
“*No; I come to see M. le Duc d’Anjou. You know I 

have not the honor of being a favorite of his majesty’s.” 
‘‘The reproach is for the king, and not for you.” 
‘Do you come from far? I heard you were traveling.” 
‘< Yes, I was hunting. And you?” 
‘* Yes, I have been in the provinces; and now will you 

be good enough to render me a service ?” 
‘*T shall be delighted.” 
‘¢ Well, you can penetrate into the Louvre, while I re- 

main in the ante-chamber; will you tell the duke I am 
waiting for him ?” 

“‘ Why not come in with me ?” 
‘‘The king would not be pleased.” 
“¢ Bah !” 
‘‘Diable ! he has not accustomed me to his most gra- 

cious smiles.” 
“‘ Henceforth, for some time, all that will change.” 
«* Ah, ah! are you a necromancer, M. Chicot ?” | 
“‘Sometimes ; come, take courage, and come in with 

me.” 
They entered together; one went towards the apart- 

ments of the Duc @’Anjou, and the other to those of the 
king. 

Henri was just awake, and had rung, and a crowd of 
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valets and friends had rushed in; already the chicken 
broth and the spiced wine were served, when Chicot en- 
tered, and without saying a word, sat down to eat and 
drink. 

- «© Par la mordieu !” cried the king, delighted, although 
he affected anger ; ‘‘it is that knave of a Chicot, that fu- 

_. gitive, that vagabond !” 
‘‘ What is the matter, my son ?” said Chicot, placing 

himself on the immense seat, embroidered with fleur-de- 
lis, on which the king was seated. 

‘* Here is my misfortune returned,” said Henri; “for . 
three weeks I have been so tranquil.” 

**Bah! you always grumble. One would think you 
were one of your own subjects. Let me hear, Henriquet, 

how you have governed this kingdom in my absence.” 
‘** Chicot !” 
«‘ Have you hung any of your curled gentlemen? Ah! 

pardon, M. Quelus, I did not see you.” 
**Chicot, I shall be angry,” said the king; but he ended 

by laughing, as he always did ; so he went on: “ But what 
has become of you? Do you know that I have had you 
sought for in all the bad parts of Paris ?” 

‘¢ Did you search the Louvre ?” 
- Just then M. de Monsoreau entered. 

** Ah! it is you, monsieur,” said the king ; ‘‘ when shall 
we hunt again ?” 
“When it shall please your majesty ; I hear there are 

plenty of wild boars at St. Germain en Laye.” 
‘*The wild boar is dangerous,” said Chicot; ‘ King 

Charles IX., I remember, was nearly killed by one. And 
then spears are sharp also; is it not so, Henri ? and do 
you know your chief huntsman must have met a wolf not 
long ago?” 
«Why so ?” 
‘¢ Because he has caught the likeness ; it is striking.” 
M. de Monsoreau grew pale, and turning to Chicot, 

said : 
“*M. Chicot, I am not used to jesters, having lived 

little at court, and I warn you that before my king I do 
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not like to be humiliated, above all when I speak of my 
duties.” 

‘* Well, monsieur,” said Chicot, ‘we are not like you, 
we court people laughed heartily at the last joke.” 

«* And what was that ?” 
** Making you chief huntsman.” 
Monsoreau looked daggers at Chicot. 
*“Come, come,” said Henri, ‘let us speak of something 

else.” 
“Yes, let us speak of the merits of Nétre Dame de 

Chartres.” 
** Chicot, no impiety.” 
“IT impious ! it is you, on the contrary ; there were two 

chemises accustomed to be together, and you separated 
them. Join them together and a miracle may happen.” 

This illusion to the estrangement of the king and queen 
made every one laugh. 

Monsoreau then whispered to Chicot, ‘‘ Pray withdraw 
with me into that window, I wish to speak to you.” When 
they were alone, he went on, ‘‘ Now, M. Chicot, buffoon 
as you are, a gentleman forbids you; do you understand ? 
forbids you to laugh at him, and to remember that others 
may finish what M. de Mayenne began.” 

**Ah! you wish me to become your creditor, as [ am 
his, and to give you the same place in my gratitude.” 

“It seems to me that, among your creditors, you forget 
the principal.” 

«Indeed, I have generally a good memory. Who may 
it be ?” 

‘°M. Nicolas David.” 
‘Oh! you are wrong ; he is paid.” 
At this moment Bussy entered. 
‘** Monsieur,” said he to the count, “‘ M. le Duc d’Anjou 

desires to speak with you.” 
“‘ With me?” 
*¢ With you, monsieur.” 
«¢ Do you accompany me ?” 
‘*No, I go first, to tell the duke you are coming,” and 

he rapidly disappeared. 

> 

~ 
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** Well ?” said the duke. 
«‘ He is coming.” 
** And he suspects nothing ?” 
“Nothing ; but if he did, what matter ? is he not your 

creature? Does he seem to you less guilty than he did 
yesterday ?” 

£* No, a hundred times more so.” 
“« He has carried off, by treason, a noble young girl, and 

married her equally treasonably ; either he must ask for 
the dissolution of the marriage himself, or you must do it 
for him.” 

‘“*T have promised.” 
“‘T have your word ?” 
** You have.” 
‘*Remember that they know and are anxiously wait- 

ing.” 
**She shall be free, Bussy ; I pledge my word.” 
Bussy kissed the hand which had signed so many false 

promises. As he did so, M. de Monsoreau entered, and 
Bussy went to the corridor, where were several other 
gentlemen. Here he had to wait as patiently as might be 
for the result of this interview, on which all his future 
happiness was at stake. He waited for some time, when 
suddenly the door of the duke’s room opened, and the 
sound of M. de Monsoreau’s voice made Bussy tremble, 
for it sounded almost joyful. Soon the voices approached, 
and Bussy could see M. de Monsoreau bowing and retiring, 
and he heard the duke say : 

** Adieu, my friend.” 
«© * My friend !?” murmured Bussy. 
Then Monsoreau said, ‘‘ Your highness agrees with me 

that publicity is best ?” 
«‘ Yes, yes; an end to all mysteries.” 
*‘ Then this evening I will present her to the king.” 
*€Do so; I will prepare him.” 
“Gentlemen,” then said Monsoreau, turning towards 

those in the corridor, ‘‘ allow me to announce to you a 
secret ; monseigneur permits me to make public my mar- 
riage with Mademoiselle Diana de Méridor, who has been 
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my wife for more than a month, and whom I intend this 
evening to present to the court.” 

Bussy, who had been hidden behind a door, staggered, 
and almost fell at this unexpected blow. However, he 
darted a glance of contempt at the duke, towards whom 
he made a step, but he, in terror, shut his door, and 
Bussy heard the key turn in the lock. Feeling that if he 
stayed a moment longer he should betray before every one 
the violence of his grief, he ran downstairs, got on his 
horse, and galloped to the Rue St. Antoine. The baron 
and Diana were eagerly waiting for him, and they saw him 
enter pale and trembling. 

‘* Madame,” cried he, ‘‘ hate me, despise me; I believed 
I could do something and I can do nothing. Madame, you 
are now the recognized wife of M. de Monsoreau, and are 
to be presented this evening. I am a fool—a miserable 
dupe, or rather, as you said, M. le Baron, the duke isa 
coward and a villain.” 
And leaving the father and daughter overcome with 

grief, he rushed wildly away. 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

WHAT PASSED BETWEEN M. DE MONSOREAU AND THE 

DUKE. 

Ir is time to explain the duke’s sudden change of inten- 
tion with regard to M. de Monsoreau. When he first 
received him, it was with dispositions entirely fayorable to 
Bussy’s wishes. 

‘** Your highness sent for me ?” said Monsoreau. 
‘*You have nothing to fear, you who have served me so 

well, and are so much attached to me. Often you have 
told me of the plots against me, have aided my enterprises, 
forgetting your own interests, and exposing your life.” 
«Your highness——” 
‘ven lately, in this last unlucky adventure——’ 
‘* What adventure, monseigneur ? ” 

> 
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‘*This carrying off of Mademoiselle de Méridor—poor 
young creature !” 

** Alas!” murmured Monsoreau. 
‘* You pity her, do you not ?” said the duke. 

- ** Does not your highness ?” 
«IT! you know how I have regretted this fatal caprice. 

_ And, indeed, it required all my friendship for you, and 
~ the remembrance of all your good services, to make me 

forget that without you I should not have carried off this 
young girl.” 

Monsoreau felt the blow. ‘‘ Monseigneur,” said he, 
**your natural goodness leads you to exaggerate, you no 
more caused the death of this young girl than I did.” 

** How so?” 
‘* You did not intend to use violence to Mademoiselle 

de Méridor.” 
‘* Certainly not.” 
*‘Then the intention absolves you ; it is a misfortune, 

nothing more.” 
“*« And besides,” said the duke, looking at him, ‘‘ death 

has buried all in eternal silence.” 
The tone of his voice and his look struck Monsoreau. 

** Monseigneur,” said he, after a moment’s pause, “‘ shall 
I speak frankly to you ?” 

‘‘Why should you hesitate?” said the prince, with 
astonishment mingled with hauteur. 

‘‘ Indeed, I do not know, but your highness has not 
thought fit to be frank with me.” 

** Really!” cried the duke, with an angry laugh. 
** Monseigneur, I know what your highness meant to say 

to me.” 
‘* Speak, then.” 
‘¢ Your highness wished to make me understand. that 

perhaps Mademoiselle de Méridor was not dead, and that 
therefore those’ who believed themselves her murderers 
might be free from remorse.’ 
-€Qh, monsienr, you have taken your time before making 

- this consoling reflection to me. You are a faithful serv- 
ant, on my word ; you saw me sad and afflicted, you heard 



192 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

me speak of the wretched dreams I had since the death of 
this woman, and you let me live thus, when even a doubt 
might have spared meso much suffering. How must I 
consider this conduct, monsieur ?” 

‘* Monseigneur, is your highness accusing me ?” 
‘* Traitor!” cried the duke, “you have deceived me; 

you have taken from me this woman whom I loved——” 
_ Monsoreau turned pale, but did not lose his proud, calm 
look. ‘‘It is true,” said he. 

“‘True, knave !” 
‘* Please to speak lower, monseigneur ; your highness 

forgets, that you speak toa gentleman and an old sery- 
ant.” 

The duke laughed. 
«My excuse is,” continued he, ‘that I level Made- 

moiselle de Méridor ardently.” 
‘*T, also,” replied Frangois, with dignity. 
‘*Tt is true, monseigneur ; but she did not love you.” 
‘¢ And she loved you?” 
*¢ Perhaps.” 
“You lie! you know youlie! You used force as 1 

did; only I, the master, failed, while you, the servant, 
succeeded by treason.” 

‘«* Monseigneur, I loved her.” 
‘* What do I care ?” 
‘* Monseigneur, take care. I loved her, and I am nota 

servant. My wife is mine, and no one can take her from 
me, not even the king. I wished to have her, and I took 
her.” 

** You took her! Well! you shall give her up.” 
‘¢ You are wrong, monseigneur. And donot call,” con- 

tinued he, stopping him, “for if you call once—if you do 
me @ public injury 7 
* ** You shall give up this woman.” 
* Give her up! she is my wife before God-—~” 

‘If she is your wife before God, you shall give her up 
before men. I know all, and I will break this marriage, I 
tell you. To-morrow, Mademoiselle de Méridor shall be 
restored to her father; you shall set off into the exile J 
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impose on you ; you shall have sold your place ; these are 
my conditions, and take care, or I will break you as I 
break this glass.” And he threw down violently a crystal 
cup. 
“ey will not give up my wife, I will not give up my 

place, and I will remain in France,” replied Monsoreau. 
<¢ You will not ?” 
**No, I will ask my pardon of the King of France—of 

the king anointed at the Abbey of St. Geneviéve ; and 
this new sovereign will not, I am sure, refuse the first re- 
quest proffered to him.” Frangois grew deadly pale, and 
nearly fell. 

‘Well, well,” stammered he, ‘‘ this request, speak lower 
—I listen.” 

**T will speak humbly, as becomes the servant of- your 
highness. A fatal love was the cause ofall. Love is the 
most imperious of the passions. To make me forget that 
your highness had cast your eyes on Diana, I must have 
been no longer master of myself.” 

“Tt was a treason.” 
‘© Do not overwhelm me, monseigneur ; I saw you rich, 

young and happy, the first Christian prince in the world. 
For you are so, and between you and supreme rank there 
is now only a shadow easy to dispel. I saw all the splendor 
of your future, and, comparing your proud position with 
my humble one, I said, ‘ Leave to the prince his brilliant 
prospects and splendid projects, scarcely will he miss the 
pearl that I steal from his royal crown.’” 

- Comte! comte !” 
** You pardon me, monseigneur, do you not ?” 
At this moment the duke raised his eyes, and saw 

Bussy’s portrait on the wall. It seemed to exhort him to 
courage, and he said, “ No, I cannot pardon you ; it is 
not for myself that I hold out, it is because a father in 
mourning—a father unworthily deceived—cries out for his 
daughter ; because a woman, forced to marry you, cries 
for vengeance against you ; because, in a. word, the first 
duty of a prince is justice.” ; 

“* Monseigneur, if justice be a duty, gratitudeis not less 

8 
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so ; and a king should never forget those to whom he owes 

his crown. Now, monseigneur, you owe your crown to 
me.” 

“¢ Monsoreau !” cried the duke, in terror. 
«* But I cling to those only who cling to me.” 
‘*T cannot—you are a gentleman, you know I cannot ap- 

prove of what you have done. My dear count, this one 
more sacrifice ; I will recompense you for it ; I will give 
you all you ask.” 

‘« Then your highness loves her still !” cried Monsoreau, 
pale with jealousy. 

“No, I swear I do not.” 
‘‘Then, why should I? I am a gentleman; who can 

enter into the secrets of my private life ?” 
‘«* But she does not love you.” 
‘* What matter ?” 
‘¢ Do this for me, Monsoreau.” 
‘<*T cannot.” 
«Then ” commenced the duke, who was terribly 

perplexed. 
** Reflect, sire.’ 
You will eas me ?” 

‘*To the king dethroned for you, yes; for if my new 
king destroyed my honor and happiness, I would return 
to the old.” 

“‘It is infamous.” 
‘¢True, sire ; but I love enough to be infamous.” 
‘* Tt is cowardly.” 
‘‘ Yes, your majesty, but I love enough to be cowardly. 

Come, monseigneur, do something for the man who has 
served you so well.” 

‘‘ What do you want ?” 
‘That you should pardon me.’ 
<¢T will.” 

‘That you should reconcile me with M. de Méridor.” 
«TJ will try.” 
«That you will sign my marriage contract with” Made. 

moiselle de Méridor.” 
** Yes,” said the prince, in a hoarse voice. 
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« And that you shall honor my wife with a smile when 
I shall present her to his majesty.” 

*< Yes ; is that all ?” 
** All, monseigneur.” 

~ You have my word.” 
** And you shall keep the throne to which I have raised 

~~ you.—There remains now, only,” thought Monserean, “ to 
find out who told the duke.” 

CHAPTER XXXVI. 

CHICOT AND THE KING. 

THAT same evening M. de Monsoreau presented his wife 
in the queen’s circle. Henri, tired, had gone to bed, but 
after sleeping three or four hours, he woke, and feeling no 
longer sleepy, proceeded to the room where Chicot slept, 
which was the one formerly occupied by St. Luc; Chicot 
slept soundly, and the king called him three times before 
he woke. At last he opened his eyes and cried ont, 
«* What is it ?” 

«‘Chicot, my friend, it is I.” 
“You; who?” 
“*T, Henri.” 
*‘Decidedly, my son, the pheasants must have dis- 

agreed with you ; I warned you at supper, but you would 
eat so much of them, as well as of those crabs,” 
‘No ;I scarcely tasted them.” 
«‘Then you are poisoned, perhaps. Ventre de biche ! 

how pale you are!” 
“‘]t is my mask,” said the king, 
*¢ Then you are not ill ?” 
“ce No.” 

«<Then why wake me ?” 
_ Because I am annoyed.” 

«‘ Annoyed ! if you wake a man at two o’clock in the 
morning, at least you should bring him a present. Have 
you anything for me?” 

eM Ok ee 
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‘No; I come to talk to you.” 
“That is not enough.” 
‘*Chicot, M. de Morvilliers came here last evening.” 
‘‘What for ?” 
‘* To ask for an audience. What can he want to say te 

me, Chicot ? ” 
‘‘ What ! it is only to ask that, that you wake me ?” 
‘‘Chicot, you know he occupies himself with the police.” 
‘*No; I did not know it.” 
**Do you doubt his watchfulness ? ” 
** Yes, I do, and I have my reasons,” 
‘¢ What are they ?” 
‘* Will one suffice you ?” 
** Yes, if it be good.” 
** And you will leave me in peace afterwards ?” 
** Certainly.” 
‘* Well, one day—no, it was one evening, I beat you in 

the Rue Foidmentel; you had with yon Quelus and 
Schomberg.” 

«© You beat me?” 
‘* Yes, all three of you.” 
“* How, it was you ! wretch 
««T, myself,” said Chicot, rubbing his hands, ‘‘ do I not 

hit hard ?” 
‘¢ Wretch !” 
“You confess, it was true ?” 
‘You know it is, villain.” 
** Did you send for M. de Morvilliers the next day ?” 
“You know I did, for you were there when he came.” 
«* And you told him the accident that had happened to 

one of your friends ?” 
* 68, 
«© And you ordered him to find out the criminal ? ” 
“Yes.” 
* Did he find him ?” 
** No.” 
«Well, then, go to bed, Henri; you see your police is 

bad. And, turning round, Chicot refused to say another 
word, and was soon snoring again. 

1» 
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The next day the council assembled. It consisted of 
Quelus, Maugiron, D’Epernon, and Schomberg. Chicot, 
seated at the head of the table, was making paper boats, 

_.and arranging them in a fleet. M. de Morvilliers was an- 
nounced, and came in, looking grave. 
«Am I,” said he, ‘‘ before your majesty’s council ? ” 

~ Yes, before my best friends ; speak freely.” 
«* Well, sire, I have a terrible plot to denounce to your 

majesty.” 
“© A plot!” cried all. 
** Yes, your majesty.” 
“<*Oh, is it a Spanish plot ?” 
At this moment the Duc d’Anjou, who had been sum- 

moned to attend the council, entered. 
‘* My brother,” said Henri, ‘‘ M. de Morvilliers comes to 

announce a plot to us.” 
The duke threw a suspicious glance round him. “Is 

it possible ?” he said. 
‘© Alas, yes, monseigneur,” said M. de Morvilliers. 
«*Tell us all about it,” said Chicot. 
** Yes,” stammered the duke, ‘‘tell us all about it, 

monsieur.” 
*¢T listen,” said Henri. 
‘¢Sire, for some time I have been watching some mal- 

contents, but they were shopkeepers, or junior clerks, a 
few monks and students.” 

‘«*That is not much,” said Chicot. 
“‘T know that malcontents always make use either of 

war or of religion.” 
“Very sensible! ” said the king. 
‘*T put men on the watch, and at last I succeeded in 

persuading a man from the provyosty of Paris to watch 
the preachers, who go about exciting the people against 
your majesty. They are prompted by a party hostile 
to your majesty, and this party I have studied, and 
now I know their hopes,” added he, triumphantly. “1 
have men in my pay, greedy, it is true, who, for a good 
sum of money, promised to let me know of the first meet- 
ing of the conspirators.” 
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‘Oh } never mind money, but let us hear the aim of 
this conspiracy.” 

‘Sire, they think of nothing less than a second St. 
Bartholomew.” 

*¢ Against whom ?” 
** Against the Huguenots.” 
** What have you paid for your secret ?” said Chicot. 
‘*One hundred and sixty thousand livres.” 
Chicot turned to the king, saying, ‘‘ If yon like, for one 

thousand crowns, I will tell you all the secrets of M. de 
Morvilliers.” 

‘¢ Speak.” 
‘* It is simply the League, instituted ten years ago; M. 

de Morvilliers has discovered what every Parisian knows 
as well as his ave.” 

‘* Monsieur,” interrupted the chancellor. 
“*T speak the truth, and I will prove it,” cried Chicot. 
‘* Tell me, then, their place of meeting.” 
‘Firstly, the public streets; secondly, the public 

streets.” 
‘© M. Chicot is joking,” said the chancellor ; “ tell me 

their rallying sign.” 
«They are dressed like Parisians, and shake their legs 

when they walk.” 
A burst of laughter followed this speech; then M. de 

Morvilliers said, ‘‘ They have had one meeting-place which 
M. Chicot does not know of.” 

‘* Where ?” asked the king. 
«The Abbey of St. Geneviéve.” 
««Tmpossible !”” murmured the duke. 
«Tt is true,” said M. de Morvilliers, triumphantly. 
«* What did they decide?” asked the king. 
‘*That the Leaguers should choose chiefs, that every 

one should arm, that every province should receive a 
deputy from the conspirators, and that all the Huguenots 
cherished by his majesty (that was their expression) —— 

The king smiled. 
*¢Should be massacred on a given day.” 
‘¢ Ts that all ?” said the duke. 

a ian* 
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‘No, monseigneur.” 
*<T should hope not,” said Chicot; “if the king got 

only that for one hundred and sixty thousand livres, it 
would be a shame.” 
- There are chiefs—— 

The Duc d’Anjou could not repress a start. 
“What!” cried Chicot, ‘a conspiracy that has chiefs ! 

how wonderful! But weought to have more than that 
for one hundred and sixty thousand livres.” 

‘* Their names ? ” asked the king. 
‘< Firstly, afanatic preacher ; I gave ten thousand livres 

for his name.” 
¢ Very well.” 
«* A monk called Gorenflot.” 
*« Poor devil ! ” said Chicot.” 
** Gorenflot ?” said the king, writing down the name ; 

“* afterwards . 
**Qh!” said the chancellor, with hesitation, ‘‘ that is 

all.” And he looked round as if to say, ‘“‘If your majesty 
were alone, you should hear more.” 

*« Speak, chancellor,” said the king, ‘‘ I have none but 
friends here.” 
‘Oh! sire, I hesitate to pronounce such powerful 

names.” 
** Are they more powerful than I am ?” cried the king. 
**No, sire; but one does not tell secrets in public.” 
** Monsieur,” said the Duc d’Anjou, ‘‘ we will retire.” 
The king signed to the chancellor to approach him, and 

to the duke to remain. M. de Morvilliers had just bent 
over the king to whisper his communication, when a great 
clamor was heard in the court of the Louvre. The king 
jumped up, but Chicot, running to the window, called out, 
‘Tt is M. de Guise entering the Louvre.” 

**The Due de Guise,” stammered the Duc d’Anjon. 
‘‘ How strange that he should be in Paris,” said the 

king, reading the truth in M. de Morvilliers’ look. ‘‘ Was 
it of him you were about to speak ?” he asked. 

‘© Yes, sire; he presided over the meeting.” 
** And the others ?” 

? 
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‘*T know no more.” 
“You need not write that name on your tablets! you 

will not forget it,” whispered Chicot. 
The Duc de Guise advanced, smiling, to see the king. 

CHAPTER XXXVII. 

WHAT M. DE GUISE CAME TO DO AT THE LOUVRE. 

BEHIND M. de Guise there entered a great number of 
officers, courtiers, and gentlemen, and behind them a con- 
course of the people ; an escort less brilliant, but more 
formidable, and it was their cries that had resounded as 
the duke entered the Louvre. 

‘‘Ah! it *s you, my cousin,” said the king; “‘ what a 
noise you bring with yon! Did I not hear the trumpets 
sound ?” 

“‘Sire, the trumpets sound in Paris only for the king, 
and in campaigns for the general. Here the trumpets 
would make too much noise for a subject ; there they do 
not make enough for a prince.” 

Henri bit his lips. ‘‘ Have you arrived from the siege 
of La Charité only to-day ?” 

** Only to-day, sire,” replied the duke, with a heightened 
color. 

“*Ma foi! your visit is a great honor to us.” 
«Your majesty jests, no doubt. How can my visit 

honor him from whom all honor comes ?” 
“‘T mean, M. de Guise,” replied Henri, “‘ that every 

good Catholic is in the habit, on returning from a cam- 
paign, to visit God first in one of his temples—the king 
only comes second. ‘Honor God, serve the king,’ you 
know, my cousin.” 

The heightened color of the duke became now still more 
. distinct ; and the king, happening to turn towards his 
brother, saw with astonishment, that he was as pale as the 
duke was red. He was struck by this emotion in each, 
but he said : 

-~ ——— 
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“* At all events, duke, nothing equals my joy. to see that 
you have escaped all the dangers of war, although you 
sought them, I was told in the rashest manner ; but danger 
knows you and flies you.” 

_ ‘The duke bowed. 
“But I must beg you, my cousin, not to be so ambi- 

-tious of mortal perils, for you put to shame sluggards like 
us, who sleep, eat, and invent new prayers.” 

«« Yes, sire,” replied the duke, “we know you to be a 
pious prince, and that no pleasure can make you forget the 
glory of God and the interests of the Church. That is why 
we have come with so much confidence to your majesty.” 

*¢ With confidence! Do you not always come to me 
with confidence, my cousin ?” 

‘* Sire, the confidence of which I speak refers to the 
proposition I am about to make to you.” 

' You have a proposition to make to me! Well, speak, 
as you say, with confidence. What have you to propose ?” 

“The execution of one of the most beautiful ideas 
which has been originated since the Crusades.” 

*< Continue, duke.” 
*«Sire, the title of most Christian king is not a vain 

one ; it makes an ardent zeal for religion mRCHMnONS: on 
its possessor.” 

“* Is the Church menaced by the Saracens once more ?” 
‘* Sire, the great concourse of people who followed me, 

blessing my name, honored me with this reception only 
because of my zeal to defend the Church. I have already 
had the honor of speaking to your majesty of an alliance 
between all true Catholics.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Chicot, “the League; ventre de 
biche, Henri, the League. By St. Bartholomew! how 
can you forget so splendid an idea, my son ?” 

The duke cast a disdainful glance on Chicot, while 
D’Anjou, who stood by, as pale as death, tried by signs, 
to make the duke stop. 

** Look at your brother, Henri,” whispered Chicot. 
‘*¢ Sire,” continued the Duc de Guise, ‘‘ the Catholics 

haye indeed called this association the Holy League, and 
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its aim is to fortify the throne against the Huguenots, its 
mortal enemies ; but to form an association is not enough, 
and in a kingdom like France, several millions of men 
cannot assemble without the consent of the king.” 

‘‘Several millions !” cried Henri, almost with terror. 
“Several millions!” repeated Chicot ; “‘a small num- 

ber of malcontents, which may bring forth pretty re- 
sults.” 

** Sire,” cried the duke, ‘‘I am astonished that your 
majesty allows me to be interrupted so often, when I am 
speaking on serious matters.” 

- Quite right,” said Chicot ; ‘‘ silence there.” 
‘‘ Several millions !” repeated. the king ; ‘‘ and against 

these millions, how many Huguenots are there in my 
kingdom ?” 

«* Four,” said Chicot. 
This new sally made the king and his friends laugh, but 

the duke frowned, and his gentlemen murmured loudly. 
Henri, becoming once more serious, said, ‘* Well, duke, 

what do you wish ? ‘To the point.” 
‘<T wish, sire—for your popularity is dearer to me than 

my own—that your majesty should be superior to us in 
your zeal for religion—I wish you to choose a chief for 
the League.” 

“Well!” said the king, to those who surrounded him, 
** what do you think of it, my friends ?” 

Chicot, without saying a word, drew out a lion’s skin 
from a corner, and threw himself on it. 

*¢ What are you doing, Chicot ?” asked the king. 
** Sire, they say that night brings good counsel; that 

must be because of sleep ; therefore I am going to sleep, 
and to-morrow I will reply to my cousin Guise.” 

The duke cast a furious glance on Chicot, who replied 
by a loud snore. 

“¢ Well, sire !” said the duke, “‘ what does your majesty 
say 2?” 

“‘T think that, as usual, you are in the right, my cousin ; 
convoke, then, your principal leaguers, come at their 
head, and I will choose the chief.” 
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**s When, sire ?” 
** To-morrow.” 
The Duc de Guise then took leave, and the Duc d’An- 

jou was about to do the same, when the king said,-— 
‘Stay, my brother, I wish to speak to you.” 

CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

. CASTOR AND POLLUX. 

Tuer king dismissed all his favorites, and remained 
with his brother. The duke, who had managed to pre- 
serve a tolerably composed countenance throughout, be- 
lieved himself unsuspectcd, and remained without fear. 

«¢ My brother,” said Henri, after assuring himself that, 
with the exception of Chicot, no one remained in the 
room, ‘‘ do you know that I am a very happy prince?” 

‘Sire, if your majesty be really happy, it is a recom- 
pense from Heaven for your merits.” 

**Yes, happy,” continued the king, “for if great 
ideas do not come to me, they do to my subjects. Itisa 
great idea which has occurred to my cousin Guise.” 

The duke make a sign of assent, and Chicot opened his 
eyes to watch the king’s face. 

** Indeed,” continued Henri, ‘‘ to unite under one ban- 
ner all the Catholics, to arm all France on this pretext 
from Calais to Languedoc, from Bretagne to Burgundy, 
so that I shall always have an army ready to march against 
England, Holland, or Spain, without alarming any of 
them—do you know, Frangois, itis a magnificent idea ?” 

«Ts it not, sire ?” said the duke, delighted. 
**Yes, I confess I feel tempted to reward largely the 

author of this fine project.” . 
Chicot opened his. eyes, but he shut them again, for he 

had seen on the face of the king one of his almost imper- 
ceptible smiles, and he was satisfied. 

“‘Yes,” continued Henri, ‘“‘I repeat such a projeet 
merits recompense, and I will do what J can for the author 
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of this good work, for the work is begun—is it not, my 
brother ?” 

The duke confessed that it was. 
** Better and better; my subjects not only conceive 

these good ideas, but, in their anxiety to be of use to me, 
hasten to put them in execution. But lask you, my dear 
Frangois, if it be really to the Duc de Guise that I am 
indebted for this royal thought ?” 

‘*No, sire, it occurred to the Cardinal de Lorraine 
twenty years ago, only the St. Bartholomew rendered it 
needless for the time.” 

‘© Ah! what a pity he is dead ; but,” continued Henri, 
with that air of frankness which made him the first com- 
edian of the day, ‘‘his nephew has inherited it, and 
brought it to bear. What can I do for him ?” 

“* Sire,” said Francois, completely duped by his brother, 
“‘ you exaggerate his merits. He has, as I say, but inher- 
ited the idea, and another man has given him great help 
in developing it.” 

‘* His brother the cardinal ?” 
" Doubtless he has been occupied with it, but I do not 

mean him.” ' 
«Mayenne, then ?” 
“*Oh! sire, you do him too much honor.” 
‘True, how could any good ideas come to such a’ 

butcher? —But to whom, then, am I to be grateful for 
aid to my cousin Guise ?” 

‘«To me, sire.” 
“‘To you!” cried Henri, asifinastonishment. ‘* How! 

when I saw all the world unchained against me, the 
preachers against my vices, the poets against my weak- 
nesses, while my friends laughed at my powerlessness, and 
my situation was so harassing, that it gave me gray hairs 
every day: such an idea came to you, Frangois—to you, 
whom I confess, for man is feeble and kings are blind, I 
did not always believe to be my friend! Ah! Frangois; 
how guilty I have been.” And Henri, moved even to 
tears, held ont his hand to his brother, 

Chicot opened his eyes again, 
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“Oh!” continued Henri, “the idea is triumphant. 
Not being able to raise troops without raising an outcry, 
scarcely to walk, sleep, or love, without exciting ridicule, 
this idea gives me at once an army, money, friends, and 
repose. But my cousin spake of a chief ?” 

“< Yes, doubtless.” 
‘This chief, you understand, Frangois, sannot be one 

of my favorites; none of them has at once the head and 
the heart necessary for so important a post. Quelus is 
braye, but is occupied only by his amours. Maugiron is 

“also brave, but he thinks only of his toilette. Schomberg 
also, but he is not clever. D’Epernon is a valiant man, 
but he is a hypocrite, whom I could not trust, although I 
am friendly to him. But you know, Francois, that one 
of the heaviest taxes on a king is the necessity of dissimu- 
lation ; therefore, when I can speak freely from my heart, 
as I do now, I breathe. Well, then, if my cousin Guise 
originated this idea, to the development of which you have 
assisted, the execution of it belongs to him.” 

_ «© What do you say, sire ?” said Frangois, uneasily. 
‘Tsay, that to direct such a movement we must have a 

prince of high rank.” 
*« Sire, take care.” 
** A good captain and a skilful negotiator.” 
‘©The last particularly.” 
‘Well, is not M. de Guise all this ?” 
‘¢ My brother, he is very powerful already.” 
** Yes, doubtless ; but his power makes my strength.” 
‘* He holds already the army and the bourgeois; the 

cardinal holds the Church, and Mayenne is their instru- 
ment ; it is 4 great deal of power to be concentrated in one 
family.” 

“Tt is true, Frangois ; I had thought of that.” 
“If the Guises were French princes, their .interest 

would be to aggrandize France.” 
** Yes, but they are Lorraines.” 
** Of a house always rival to yours.” 
“© Yes, Francois ; you have touched the sore. I did not 

think you so good a politician, Yes, there does not pass 
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a day but one or,other of these Guises, either. by address 
or by force, carries away from me some particle of my 
power. Ah! Frangois, if we had but had this explana- 
tion sooner, if I had been able to read your heart as I do 
now, certain of support in you, I might haye resisted 
better, but now it is too late.” 

<‘ Why so?” 
“* Because all combats fatigue me; therefore I must 

make him chief of the League.” 
«* You will be wrong, brother.” 
** But who could I name, Frangois ? who would accept 

this perilous post ? Yes, perilous; for do you not see 
that he intended me to appoint him chief, and that, 
should I name any one else to the post, he would treat 
him as an enemy ?.” 

“‘ Name some one so powerful that, supported by you, 
he need not fear all the three Lorraine princes together. of 

*¢ Ah, my good brother, I know no such person,” 
** Look round you, brother.” 
«<I know no one but you and Chicot who are really my 

friends.” 
‘Well, brother.” 
Henri looked at the duke as if a veil had fallen from 

his eyes. ‘* Surely you would never consent, brother! It 
is not you who could teach all these bourgeois their exer- 
cise, who could look over the discourses of the preachers, 
who, in case of battle, would play the butcher in the 
streets of Paris; for all this, one must be triple, like the 
duke, and have a right arm called Charles and a left 
called Louis. What! you would like all this? You, the 
first gentleman of our court! Mort de ma vie! how peo- 
ple change with the age!” 

** Perhaps I would. not do’ it for myself, brother, but I 
would do it for you.” 

‘« Excellent brother !” said. Henri; wiping away a tear 
which never existed. 

‘‘'Then,” said the, duke, ‘it would riot dignlesie you 
for me to assume this post ?” 

‘*Displease me! On the contrary, it would charm mie.” 
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Frangois trembled with joy. ‘‘Oh! if your majesty 
thinks me worthy of this confidence.” 

** Confidence! When you are the chief, what have I 
tofear? The League itself? That cannot be dangerous, 
can it, Frangois ?” 

«¢ Qh, sire!” 
*‘No, for then you would not be chief, or at least, 

when you are chief, there will be no danger. But, Fran- 
gois, the duke is doubtless certain of this appointment, 
and he will not lightly give way.” 

-. “Sire, you grant me the command ?” 
** Certainly.” . 
*¢ And you wish me to have it ?” 
‘«* Particularly ; but I dare not too much displease M. 

de Guise.” 
**Oh, make yourself easy, sire; if that be the only ob- 

stacle, I pledge myself to arrange it.” 
‘* When ?” 
“* At once.” 
** Are you going to him? That will be doing him too 

much honor.” 
‘© No, sire ; he is waiting for me.” 
“Where ?” 
**In my room.” 
**Your room! I heard the cries of the people as he 

left the Louvre.” 
‘* Yes; but after going out at the great door he came 

back by the postern. The king had the right to the first 
visit, but I to the second.” 

‘«« Ah, brother, I thank you for keeping up our preroga- 
tive, which I had the weakness so often to abandon. Go, 
then, Frangois, and do your best.” 

Frangois bent down to kiss the king’s hand, but he, 

opening his arms, gave him a warm embrace, and then the 
duke left the room to go to his interview with the Duc de 
Guise. The king, seeing his brother gone, gave an angry 
growl, and rapidly made his way through the secret cor- 
ridor, until he reached a hiding-place whence he could 
distinctly hear the conversation between the two dukes. 
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‘Ventre de biche!” cried Chicot, starting up, ‘* how 
touching these family scenes are! For an instant I be- 
lieved myself in Olympus, assisting at the reunion of 
Castor and Pollux after six months’ separation.” 

CHAPTER XXXIX. 

IN WHICH IT IS PROVED THAT LISTENING IS THE BEST 

WAY TO HEAR. 

THE Duc d’Anjou was well aware that there were few 
rooms in the Louvre which were not built so that what 
was said in them could be heard from the outside; but, 
completely seduced by his brother’s manner, he forgot to 
take any precautions. 

‘““Why, monseigneur,” said the Duc de Guise, *‘ how 
pale you are !” 

“¢Visibly ?” 
«< Yes, to me.” 
‘‘The king saw nothing ? ”” 
«‘T think not ; but he retained you ?” 
“Yes.” 
‘* And what did he say, monseigneur ?” 
‘He approves the idea, but the more gigantic it appears, 

the more he hesitates to placea man like you at the head.” 
‘*Then we are likely to fail.” 
**T fear so, my dear duke; the League seems likely to 

fail.” 
‘* Before it begins.” 
At this moment Henri, hearing a noise, turned and saw 

Chicot by his side, listening also. ‘‘ You followed me, 
knave!” said he. 

** Hush, my son,” said Chicot; ‘‘ you prevent me from 
hearing.” 

‘* Monseigneur,” said the Duc de Guise, “it seems to 
me that in this case the king would have refused at once. 
Does he wish to dispossess me?” , 

“*T believe so.” 
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*¢Then he would ruin the enterprise ? ” 
*‘ Yes; but I aided you with all my power.” 
* How, monseigneur ?” 
«‘In this—the king has left me almost master, to kill 

or reanimate the League.” 
«‘ How so ?” cried the duke, with sparkling eyes. 
«‘ Why, if, instead of dissolving the League, he named 

me chie ig 
«‘Ah!” cried the duke, while the blood mounted to his 

«‘ Ah! the dogs are going to fight over their bones,” 
said Chicot ; but to his surprise, and the king’s, the Duc 
de Guise suddenly became calm, and exclaimed, in an 
almost joyful tone : 
«You are an adroit politician, monseigneur, if you did 

this.” 
“© Yes, I did ; but I would not conclude anything with- 

out speaking to you.” 
‘Why so, monseigneur ? ” 
‘* Because I did not know what it would lead us to.” 
‘Well, I will tell you, monseigneur, not to what it will 

lead us—that God alone knows—but how it will serve us. 
The League is a second army, and as I hold the first, and 
my brother the Church, nothing can resist us as long as 
we are united.” 

‘* Without counting,” said the Duc d’Anjou, “ that I 
am heir presumptive to the throne.” 

«True, but still calculate your bad chances,” 
«*T have done so a hundred times.” 
*« There is, first, the King of Navarre.” 
‘Oh! [do not mind him; he is entirely occupied by 

his amours with La Fosseuse.” 
**He, monseigneur, will dispute every inch with you ; 

he watches you and your brother; he hungers for the 
throne. If any accident should happen to your brother, 

‘see if he will not be here with a bound from Pau to Paris.” 
** An accident to my brother,” repeated Frangois. 
«Listen, Henri,” said Chicot. 
«‘ Yes, monseigneur,” said the Duc de Guise, “ an acci- 

14 
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dent. Accidents are not rare in your family ; you know 
that, as well as Ido. One prince is in good health, and 
all at once he falls ill of a lingering malady ; another is 
counting on long years, when, perhaps, he has but a few 
hours to live.” 

‘*Do you hear, Henri ?” said Chicot, taking the hand 
of the king, who shuddered at what he heard. 

“Yes, it is true,” said the Duc d’Anjou, ‘‘the princes 
of my house are born under fatal influences; but my 
brother Henri is, thank God, strong and well; he sup- 
ported formerly the fatigues of war, and now that his 
life is nothing but recreation 4 

‘Yes; but, monseigneur, remember one thing ; these 
recreations are not always without danger. How did your 
father, Henri II., die, for example ? He, who also had 
happily escaped the dangers of war. The wound by M. 
de Montgomery’s lance was an accident. Then your poor 
brother, Frangois, one would hardly call a pain in the ears 
an accident, and yet it was one; at least, I have often 
heard it said that this mortal malady was poured into his 
ear by some one well known.” 

«‘Duke!” murmured Frangois, reddening. 
«Yes, monseigneur ; the name of king has long brought 

misfortune with it. Look at Antoine de Bourbon, who 
died from a spot in the shoulder. Then there was Jeanne 
d’Albret, the mother of the Béarnais, who died from smell- 
ing a pair of perfumed gloves, an accident very unexpected 
although there were people who had great interest in this 
death. Then Charles IX., who died neither by the eye, 
the ear, nor the shoulder, but by the mouth——” 

«‘ What do you say ?” cried Frangois, starting back. 
‘Yes, monseigneur, by the mouth. Those hunting 

books are very dangerous, of which the pages stick to- 
gether, and can only be opened by wetting the finger con- 
stantly.” 
‘Duke ! duke! I believe you invent crimes.’ 
‘* Crimes ! who speaks of crimes ? I speak of asddewte 

Was it not also an accident that happened to Charles IX. 
at the chase ? You know what chase I mean ; that of the 
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boar, where, intending to kill the wild boar, which had 
turned on your brother, you, who never before had missed 
your aim, did so then, and the king would have been killed, 
as he had fallen from his horse, had not Henri of Navarre 
slain the animal which you had missed.” 

** But,” said the Duc d’Anjou, trying to recover himself, 
«* what interest could I have had in the death of Charles 
1X., when the next king would be Henri III. ?” 

**Oh ! monseigneur, there was already one throne vacant, 
_. that of Poland. The death of Charles IX. would have 

left another, that of France ; and even the kingdom of 
Poland might not have been despised. Besides, the death 
of Charles would have brought you a degree nearer the 
throne, and the next accident would have benefited you.” 

** What do you conclude from all this, duke ?” said the 
Due d’Anjou. 

‘*Monseigneur, I conclude that each king has his 
accident, and that you are the inevitable accident of Henri 
IIL, particularly if you are chief of the League.” 

** Then I am to accept ?” 
«© Oh! I beg you to do so.” 
** And you?” 
‘Oh ! be easy ; my men are ready, and to-night Paris 

will be curious.” 
** What are they going to do in Paris to-night ?” asked 

Henri. 
**Oh! how foolish you are, my friend ; to-night they 

sign the League publicly.” 
‘Tt is well,” said the Duc d’Anjou, “ till this evening 

then.” 
«Yes, till this evening,” said Henri. 
“How!” said Chicot, “you will not risk going into 

the streets to-night ?” 
i Yee) Tt shall.” 

** You are wrong, Henri; remember the accidents.” 
**Oh! I shall be well accompanied ; will you come with 

me?” 
‘* What! do you take me for a Huguenot ? I shall go 

and sign the League ten times. However, Henri, you have 
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a great advantage over your predecessors, in being warned, 
for you know your brother, do you not ?” 

** Yes, and, mordieu ! before long he shall find it out.” 

CHAPTER XI. 

THE EVENING OF THE LEAGUE. 

Paris presented a fine sight, as through its then narrow 
streets thousands of people pressed towards the same point, 
for at eight o’clock in the evening, M. le Duc de Guise 
was to receive the signatures of the bourgeois to the 
League. A crowd of citizens, dressed in their best clothes, 
as for a féte, but fully armed, directed their steps towards 
the churches. What added to the noise and confusion was 
that large numbers of women, disdaining to stay at home 
on such a great day, had followed their husbands, and 
many had brought with them a whole batch of children. 
It was in the Rue de l’Arbre Sec that the crowd was the 
thickest. Thestreets were literally choked, and the crowd 
pressed tumultuously towards a bright light suspended be- 
low the sign of the Belle Etoile. On the threshold a man, 
with a cotton cap on his head and a naked sword in one 
hand and a register in the other, was crying out, ‘* Come 
come, brave Catholics, enter the hotel of the Belle Etoile, 
where you will find good wine ; come, to-night the good 
will be separated from the bad, and to-morrow morning 
the wheat will be known from the tares ; come, gentlemen, 

you who can write, come and sign ;—you who cannot write, 
come and tell your names to me, La Huriére; vive la 
messe!” A tall man elbowed his way through the crowd, 
and in letters half an inch high, wrote his name, ‘ Chicot.’ 
Then, turning to La Huriére, he asked if he had not an- 
other register to sign. La Huriére did not understand 
raillery, and answered angrily. Chicot retorted, and a 
quarrel seemed approaching, when Chicot, feeling some 
one touch his arm, turned, and saw the king disguised as 
a simple bourgeois, and accompanied by Quelus and Manu. 
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giron, also disguised, and carrying an arquebuse on their 
shoulders. 2% 

*“What!” cried the king, “ good Catholics disputing 
among themselves; par la mordieu, it is a bad example.” 

**Do not mix yourself with what does not concern you,” 
replied Chicot, without seeming to recognize him. Buta 
new influx of the crowd distracted the attention of La 

-Huriére, and separated the king and his companions from 
the hotel. 
_. “Why are you here, sire ? ” said Chicot. 

** Do you think I have anything to fear ?” 
**Eh! mon Dieu! in a crowd like this it is so easy for 

one man to put a knife into his neighbor, and who just 
utters an oath and gives up the ghost.” 

«* Have I been seen ? ” 
‘1 think not ; but you will be if you stay longer. Go 

back to the Louvre, sire.” 
“Oh! oh! what is this new outcry, and what are the 

people running for ?” 
Chicot looked, but could at first see nothing but a mass 

of people crying, howling, and pushing. At last the mass 
opened, and a monk, mounted on a donkey, appeared. 
The monk spoke and gesticulated, and the ass brayed, 

““Ventre de biche!” cried Chicot, ‘‘listen to the 
preacher.” 

‘* A preacher on a donkey !” cried Quelus. 
«© Why not ?” 
“* He is Silenus,” said Maugiron. 
‘Which is the preacher ?” said the king, ‘‘ for they 

speak both at once.” 
«* The underneath one is the most eloquent,” said Chicot, 

‘but the one at the top speaks the best French ; listen, 
Henri.” 

«*My brethren,” said the monk, “Paris is a superb 
city ; Paris is the pride of France, and the Parisians a fine 
people.” Then he began to sing, but the ass mingled his 
accompaniment so loudly that he was obliged tostop. The 
crowd burst out laughing. 

‘Hold your tongue, Panurge, hold your tongue,” cried 
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the monk, “you shall speak after, but let me speak 
first.” 

The ass was quiet. 
‘*My brothers,” continued the preacher, “the earth is 

a valley of grief, where man often can quench his thirst 
only with his tears.” 

*‘He is drunk,” said the king. 
“*JT should think so.” 
‘**T, who speak to you,” continued the monk, ‘‘I am re- 

turning from exile like the Hebrews of old, and for eight 
days Panurge and I have been living on alms and pri- 
vations.” 

‘‘ Who is Panurge ?” asked the king. 
‘*The superior of his convent, probably ; but let me 

listen.” 
‘*Who made me endure this? It was Herod ; you 

know what Herod I speak of. I and Panurge have come 
from Villeneuve-le-Roi, in three days, to assist at this 
great solemnity ; now we see, but we do not understand. 
What is passing, my brothers ? Is it to-day that they de- 
pose Herod ? Is it to-day that they put brother Henri in 
a convent ?—Gentlemen,” continued he, ‘‘I left Paris 
with two friends; Panurge, who is my ass, and Chicot, 
who is his majesty’s jester. Can you tell me what has 
become of my friend Chicot ?” 

Chicot made a grimace. 
‘** Oh,” said the king, ‘‘ he is your friend.” Quelus and 

Maugiron burst out laughing. ‘‘He is handsome and 
respectable,” continued the king. 

“Iti is Gorenflot, of whom M. de Morvilliers spoke to 
ou.’ 

y “‘The incendiary of St. Geneviéve ?” 
‘* Himself !” 
«¢ Then I will have him hanged !” 
‘* Impossible !” 
“ce Why 2 9? 

‘** He has no neck.” 
‘My brothers,” continued Gorenflot, «Tam a true 

martyr, and it is my cause that they defend at this moment 
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or, rather, that of all good Catholics. You do not know 
what is passing in the provinces, we have been obliged at 
Lyons to kill a Huguenot who preached revolt. While. 
one of them remains in France, there will be no tran- 
quillity for us. Let us exterminate them. To arms! to 
arms |” 

Several voices repeated, ‘‘ To arms !” 
*¢ Par la mordieu !” said the king, ‘ make this fellow 

hold his tongue, or he will make a second St. Bartholo- 
mew !” 

_ ** Wait,” said Chicot, and with his stick he struck 
Gorenflot with all his force on the shoulders. 

** Murder !” cried the monk. 
“It is you!” cried Chicot. 
‘‘ Help me, M. Chicot, help me! The enemies of the 

faith wish to assassinate me, but I will not die without 
making my voice heard. Death to the Huguenots!” 

** Will you hold your tongue ?” cried Chicot. But at 
this moment a second blow fell on the shoulders of the 
monk with such force that he cried out with real pain. 
Chicot, astonished, looked round him, but saw nothing 
but the stick. The blow had been given by a man who 
had immediately disappeared in the crowd after adminis- 
tering this punishment. 

‘* Who the devil could it have been ?” thought Chicot, 
and he began to run after the man, who was gliding away, 
followed by only one companion. 

CHAPTER XLI. 

THE RUE DE LA FERRONNERIE. 

Cuicot had good legs, and he would have made the 
best use of them to join the mam who had beaten Goren- 
flot if he had not imagined that there might be danger in 
trying to recognize a man who so evidently wished to 
avoid it. He thought the best way not to seem to watch 
them was to pass them; so he ran on, and passed them at 
‘the corner of the Rue Tirechappe, and then hid himself 
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at the end of the Rue des Bourdonnais. The two men 
went on, their hats slouched over their eyes, and their 
cloaks drawn up over their faces, with a quick and mili- 
tary step, until they reached the Rue de la Ferronnerie. 
There they stopped and looked round them. Chicot, who 
was still ahead, saw in the middle of the street, before a 
house so old that it looked falling to pieces, a litter, at- 
tached to which were two horses. The driver had fallen 
asleep, while a woman, apparently unquiet, was looking 
anxiously through the blind. Chicot hid himself behind 
a large stone wall, which served as stalls for the vegetable 
sellers on the days when the market was held in this street, 
and watched. Scarcely was he hidden, when he saw the 
two men approach the litter, one of whom, on seeing the 
driver asleep, uttered an impatient exclamation, while the 
other pushed him to awaken him. ‘‘ Oh, they are com- 
patriots!” thought Chicot. The lady now leaned out of 
the window, and Chicot saw that she was young, very pale, 
but very beautiful. The two men approached the litter, 
and the taller of the two took in both of his the little white 
hand which was stretched out to him. 

‘« Well, ma mie,” asked he, ‘‘ how are you ?” 
‘© T have been very anxious,” replied she. 
‘*Why the devil did you bring madame to Paris?” 

said the other man rudely. 
“* Ma foi! it is a malediction that you must always have 

a petticoat tacked to your doublet !” 
‘‘ Ah, dear Agrippa,” replied the man who had spoken 

first, ‘it is so great a grief to part from one you love.” 
‘*Qn my soul, you make me swear to hear you talk ; 

Did you come to Paris to make love ? Itseems to me that 
Béarn is large enough for your sentimental promenades, 
without continuing them in this Babylon, where you have 
nearly got us killed twenty times to-day. Go home, if 
you wish to make love, but, here, keep to your political 
intrigues, my master.” 

‘‘ Let him scold, ma mie, and never mind him ; I think 
he would be ill if he did not.” 

‘* But, at least, ventre St. Gris, as you say, get into the 
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litter, and say your sweet things to madame; you will 
run less risk of being recognized there than in the open 
street.” 

** You are right, Agrippa. Give mea place, ma mie, if 
you permit me to sit by your side.” 

«« Permit, sire ; I desire it ardently,” replied the lady. 
‘* Sire!” murmured Chicot, who, carried. away by an 

impulse, tried to raise his head, and knocked it against 
the stone wall. Meanwhile the happy lover profited by 

-the permission given, and seated himself in the litter. 
**Oh! how happy I am,” he cried, without attending in 

the least to the impatience of his friend—‘‘ventre St. 
Gris, this is a good day. Here are my good Parisians, 
who execrate me with all their souls, and would kill me 
if they could, working to smooth my way to the throne, 
and I have in my arms the woman I love. Where are we, 
D’Aubigné ? when I am king, I will erect here a statue to 
the genius of the Béarnais.” 
‘The Béarn——” began Chicot, but he stopped, for 

he had given his head a second bump. 
‘We are in the Rue de la Ferronnerie, sire,” said 

D’Aubigné, ‘‘ and it does not smell nice.” 
«Get in then, Agrippa, and we will go on.” 
‘* Ma foi, no, I will follow behind ; I should annoy you, 

and, what is worse, you would annoy me.” 
*‘Shut the door then, bear of Béarn, and do as you 

like.” ‘Then to the coachman he said, ‘‘ Lavarrenne, you 
know where.” 

The litter went slowly away, followed by D’Aubigné. 
“* Let me see,” said Chicot, ‘‘ must I tell Henri what I 

haye seen ? Why should 1? two men and a woman, who 
hide themselves ; it would be cowardly. I will not tell; 
that I know it myself is the important point, for is it not 
I who reign ? His love was very pretty, but he loves too 
often, this dear Henri of Navarre. A year ago it was 
Madame de Sauve, and I suppose this was La Fosseuse. 
However, I love the Béarnais, for I believe some day he 
will do an ill turn to those dear Guises. Well! I have 
seen every one to-day but the Duc d’Anjou; he alone is 

: 
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wanting to my list of princes. Where can my Frangois 
III. be? Ventre de biche, I must look for the worthy 
monarch,” 

Chicot was not the only person who was seeking for the 
Duc d’Anjou, and unquiet at his absence. The Guises 
had also sought for him on all sides, but they were not 
more lucky than Chicot. M. d’Anjou was not the man 
to risk himself imprudently, and we shall see afterwards 
what precautions had kept him from his friends. Once 
Chicot thought he had found him in the Rue Bethisy ; a 
numerous group was standing at the door of a wine- 
merchant; and in this group Chicot recognized M. de 
Monsoreau and M. de Guise, and. fancied that the Duc 
d’Anjou could not be far off. But he was wrong. MM. 
de Monsoreau and Guise were occupied in exciting still 
more an orator in his stammering eloquence. This orator 
was Gorenflot, recounting his journey to Lyons, and his 
duel in an inn with a dreadful Huguenot. M. de Guise 
was listening intently, for he began to fancy it had some- 
thing to do with the silence of Nicolas David. Chicot 
was terrified ; he felt sure that in another moment Goren- 
flot would pronounce his name, which would throw a fatal 
light on the mystery. Chicot in an instant cut the bridles 
of some of the horses that were fastened up, and giving 
them each a violent blow, sent them galloping among the 
crowd, which opened, and began to disperse in different 
directions. Chicot passed quickly through the groups, 
and approaching Gorenflot, took Panurge by the bridle 
and turned him round. The Duc de Guise was already 
separated from them by therush of the people, and Chicot 
led off Gorenflot to a kind of cul-de-sac by the church of 
St. Germain l’Auxerrois. 

«© Ah! drunkard!” said he to him, “ah! traitor! you 
will then always prefer a bottle of wine to your friend.” 
“Ah! M. Chicot,” stammered the monk.. 
‘*What! I feed you, wretch, I give you drink, I fill 

your pockets and your stomach, and you betray'me.” 
“Ah! M. Chicot !” 
*< You tell my secrets, wretch,” 
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_ Dear friend.” 
“Hold your tongue; you are but a sycophant, and 

deserve punishment.” 
And the monk, vigorous and strong, powerful as a bull, 

but overcome by wine and repentance, remained without 
defending himself in the hands of Chicot, who shook him 
like a balloon full of air. 
“**A punishment to me, to your friend, dear M. 

Chicot !” 
-. *£Yes, to you,” said Chicot, striking him over the 
shoulders with his stick. 

** Ah! if I were but fasting.” 
“You would beat me, I suppose ; I, your friend.” 
‘* My friend ! and you treat me thus ! ” 
‘“He who loves well chastises well,” said Chicot, re- 

doubling his proofs of friendship. ‘‘ Now,” said he, ‘‘ go 
and sleep at the Corne d’Abondance.” 

_ **T can no longer see my way,” cried the monk, from 
whose eyes tears were falling. 
‘Ah! ” said Chicot, “if you wept for the wine you have 

drunk! However, I will guide you.” 
And taking the ass by the bridle, he led him to the 

hotel, where two men assisted Gorenflot to dismount, and 
led him up to the room which our readers already know. 

‘* Tt is done,” said the host, returning. 
** He is in bed ?” 
‘¢ Yes, and snoring.” 
«‘ Very well. But as he will awake some day or other, 

remember that I do not wish that he should know how he 
came here; indeed, it will be better that he should not 
know that he has been out since the famous night when 
he made such a noise in the convent, and that he should 
believe that all that has passed since is a dream.” 
“Very well, M. Chicot ; but what has happened to the 

poor monk ?” 
‘A great misfortune. It appears that at Lyons he 

quarreled with an agent of M. de Mayenne’s and killed 
him.” . 
. “Oh! mon Diew!” 
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«*So that M. de Mayenne has sworn that he will have 
him broken on the wheel.” 

‘‘Make yourself easy, monsieur; he shall not go out 
from here on any pretext.” 

‘‘Good. And now,” said Chicot, as he went away, “I 
must find the Due d’Anjou.” 

CHAPTER XLII. 

THE PRINCE AND THE FRIEND. 

WE may remember that the Duc de Guise had invited 
the Duc d’Anjou to meet him in the streets of Paris that 
evening. However, he determined not to go out of his 
palace unless he was well accompanied ; therefore the 
duke went to seek his sword, which was Bussy d’Amboise. 
For the duke to make up his mind to this step he must 
have been very much afraid ; for since his deception with 
regard to M. de Monsoreau he had not seen Bussy, and 
stood in great dread of him. Bussy, like all fine natures, 
felt sorrow more vividly than pleasure ; for it is rare that 
a man intrepid in danger, cold and calm in the face of fire 
and sword, does not give way to grief more easily than a 
coward. Those from whom a woman can draw tears most 
easily are those most to be feared by other men. Bussy 
had seen Diana received at court as Comtesse de Mon- 
soreau, and as such admitted by the queen into the circle 
of her maids of honor; he had seen a thousand curious 
eyes fixed on her unrivaled beauty. During the whole 
evening he had fastened his ardent gaze on her, who never 
raised her eyes to him, and he, unjust, Jike every man in 
love, never thought how she must have been suffering from 
not daring to meet his sympathizing glance. 

** Oh,” said he to himself, seeing that he waited uselessly 
for a look, “‘ women have skill and audacity only when 
they want to deceive a guardian, a husband, or a mother ; 
they are awkward and cowardly when they have simply a 
debt of gratitude to pay, they fear so much to seem to 
love—they attach so exaggerated a value to their least 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 221 

favor, that they do not mind breaking their lover’s heart, 
if such be their humor. Diana might have said to me 
frankly, ‘I thank you for what you have done for me, but 
I do not love you.’ The blow would have killed or cured 
me. But no; she prefers letting me love her hopelessly ; 
but she has gained nothing by it, for I no longer love her, 
I despise her.” 
And he went away with rage in his heart. 
“*T am mad,” thought he, “‘ to torment myself about a 

person who disdains me. But why does she disdain me, 
or for whom? Not, surely, for that long, livid-looking 
skeleton, who, always by her side, covers her incessantly 
with his jealous glances. If I wished it, in a quarter of 
an hour I could hold him nute and cold under my knee 
with ten inches of steel in his heart, and if i cannot be 
loved, I could at least be terrible and hated. Oh, her 
hatred! Rather than her indifference. Yes, but to act 
thus would be to do what a Quelus or a Maugiron would 
do if they knew how to love. Better to resemble that 
hero of Plutarch whom I so much admired, the young 
Antiochus, dying of love and never avowing it, nor utter- 
ing acomplaint. Am I not called the brave Bussy ? ” 

He went home, and threw himself on a chair. How 
long he remained there he did not know, when a man 
approached him. 

“*M. le Comte,” said he, “‘ you are in a fever.” 
«* Ah, is it you, Rémy ?” 
“Yes, count. Go to bed.” 
Bussy obeyed, and all the next day Rémy watched by 

him, with refreshing drinks for his body and kind words 
for his mind. But on the day after Bussy missed him. 

“‘Poor lad!” thought he, ‘‘he was tired and wanted 
air; and then doubtless Gertrude expected him ; she is 
but a femme de chambre, but she loves, and a femme 
de chambre who loves is better than a queen who does 
not.” 

The day passed, and Rémy did not return. Bussy was 
angry and impatient. ‘‘Oh!” cried he, “I, who still 
believed in gratitude and friendship, will henceforth be- 
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lieve in nothing.” Towards evening he heard voices in 
his ante-chamber, and a servant entered, saying, ‘It is 
Monseigneur the Duc d’Anjou.” 

‘* Let him enter,” said Bussy, frowning. 
The duke, on entering the room, which was without 

lights, said, ‘‘ It is too dark here, Bussy.” 
Bussy did not answer ; disgust closed his mouth. 
«* Are you really ill,” said the duke, ‘‘ that you do not 

answer ?” 
“*T am very ill.” 
“Then that is why I have not seen you for two 

days ?” 
‘* Yes, monseigneur.” 
The prince, piqued at these short answers, began to 

examine the room. 
«* You seem to me well lodged, Bussy,” said he. 
Bussy did not reply. 
‘«* Bussy must be very ill,” said the duke to an attend- 

ant who stood by, ‘‘why was not Miron called? The 
king’s doctor is not too good for Bussy.” When the 
servant was gone, ‘Are you in grief, Bussy ?” said the 
duke. 

“T do not know.” 
The duke approached, becoming more and more gra- 

cious as he was rebuffed. ‘‘ Come, speak frankly, Bussy,” 
said he. 

‘‘ What am I to say, monseigneur ?” 
«‘ You are angry with me?” 
“I! for what ? besides, it is no use to be angry with 

princes.” The duke was silent. 
‘‘ But,” said Bussy, ‘‘ we are losing time in preambles ; 

to the point, monseigneur. You have need of me, I sup- 
pose P71 

«Ah, M. de Bussy !” 
‘¢ Yes, doubtless ; do you think I believe that you come 

here through friendship ; you, who love no one ?” 
‘‘ Oh, Bussy, to say such things to me!” 
‘‘ Well, be quick, monseigneur, what do you want? 

When one serves a prince, and he dissimulates to the 
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extent of calling you his friend, one must pay for the dis- 
simulation by being ready to sacrifice everything, even life, 
if necessary.” 

The duke colored, but it was too dark to seeit. ‘I 
wanted nothing of you, Bussy, and you deceive yourself 
in thinking my visit interested. I desire only, seeing the 
fine evening, and that all Paris is out to sign the League, 
that you should accompany me a little about the streets.” 

Bussy looked at him. ‘‘ Have you not Aurilly to go 
with you ?” 

~ — « A lute-player !” 
«Ah, monseigneur, you do not mention all his qualities ; 

I believed that he fulfilled other functions for you. Be- 
sides, you have a dozen other gentlemen; I hear them in 
the ante-chamber.” 

At this moment the door opened. ‘‘ Who is there ?” 
said the duke, haughtily, “ Who enters unannounced 
where I am ?” 

“‘T, Rémy,” replied the young man, without any em- 
barrassment. 

** Who is Rémy ?” 
‘*The doctor, monseigneur,” said the young man. 
**And my friend,” said Bussy. ‘‘ You heard what 

monseigneur asks ?” continued he, turning to Rémy. 
** Yes, that you should accompany him ; but——” 
** But what ?” said the duke. 
** But you cannot do it.” 
** And why so?” cried the duke. 
** Because it is too cold out of doors.” 
**Too cold!” cried the duke, surprised that any one 

should oppose him. 
**Yes, too cold. Therefore I, who answer for M. 

Bussy’s life to himself and to his friends, must forbid him 
to go out.” And he pressed Bussy’s hand in a significant 
manner. 

**Very well,” said the duke, “if the risk be so great, he 
must stay.” And he turned angrily to the door; but re- 
turning to the bed, he said, ‘Then you have decided not 
to come?” 
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“ Monseigneur, you hear that the doctor forbids me,” 
“ You ought to see Miron, he is a great doctor.” 
**T prefer my friend.” 
‘‘Then adieu.” 
** Adieu, monseigneur.” 
No sooner was the duke gone than Rémy said, * Now, 

monsieur, get up at once, if you please.” 
“© What for ?” 
“‘T’o come out with me. This room is too warm.” 
‘*You said just now to the duke that it was too cold 

outside.* 
‘¢The temperature has changed since.” 
“‘ So that——” said Bussy, with curiosity. 
‘¢ So that now I am convinced that the air will do you 

good.” 
<*T do not understand.” 
“Do you understand the medicines I give you? Yet 

you take them. Come, get up; a walk with M. d’Anjou 
is dangerous, with me it is healthy. Have you lost con- 
fidence in me? If so, send me away.” 

‘Well, as you wish it.” And he rose, pale and trem- 
bling. 

«* An interesting paleness,” said Rémy. 
‘«¢ But where are we going ?” 
‘¢'T'o a place where I have analyzed the air to-day.” 
‘¢ And this air ?” 
‘¢ Ts sovereign for your complaint, monseigneur.” 
Bussy dressed, and they went out. 

CHAPTER XLIII. 

ETYMOLOGY OF THE RUE DE LA JUSSIENNE. 

Rémy took his patient by the arm, and led him by the 
Rue Coquilliére down to the rampart. 

“It is strange,” said Bussy, ‘‘ you take me near the 
marsh of the Grange-Batelier, and call it healthy.” 

‘Oh, monsieur, a little patience ; we are going to turn 
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round the Rue Pagavin, and get into the Rue Montmartre 
—you will see what a fine street that is.” 

** As if I do not know it.” 
** Well, so much the better; I need not lose time in 

showing you its beauties, and I will lead you at once into 
a pretty little street.” 

Indeed, after going a few ‘steps down the Rue Mont- 
‘martre, they turned to the right. 

** This,” said Rémy, ‘‘ is the Rue de la Gypecienne, or 
~Egyptienne, which you like; often called by the people 
the Rue de la Gyssienne, or Jussienne.” 

** Very likely ; but where are we going ?” 
«Do you see that little church ?” said Rémy. ‘‘ How 

nicely it is situated ; 1 dare say you never remarked it be- 
fore.” 

**No, I did not know it.” 
** Well, now that you have seen the exterior, enter and 

look at the windows—they are very curious.” 
There was such a pleased smile on the young man’s face, 

that Bussy felt sure there must have been some other rea- 
son for making him enter than to look at the windows 
which it was too dark tosee. The chapel was lighted, how- 
ever, for service, and Rémy began examining a fresco of 
the Virgin Mary, which was a continual source of com- 
plaint to the women who frequented the church, as they 
said that it attracted the attention of the young shopkeepers 
away from them. 

You had some other object in bringing me here than 
that I should admire the St. Marie, had you not ?” 

“* Ma foi! no.” 
“Then let us go. ” 
«* Wait a moment ; the service is finishing.” 
“ Now let us go,” said Bussy ; “‘ they are moving ;” and 

he walked to the door. 
- © At least take some holy water.” 
Bussy obeyed, and Rémy making a sign to a woman 

who stood near, she advanced, and Bussy grew suddenly 
pale, for he recognized Gertrude. She saluted him and 
passed on, but Lehind her came a figure which, although 

15 _——-- 
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closely veiled, made his heart beat fast. Rémy looked at 
him, and Bussy knew now why he had brought him to this 
church. Bussy followed the lady, and Rémy followed 
him. Gertrude had walked on before, until she came to 
an alley closed by adoor. She opened it, and let her 
mistress pass. Bussy followed, and the two others dis- 
appeared. 

Tt was half-past seven in the evening, and near the be- 
ginning of May ; the air began to have the feeling of spring, 
and the leaves were beginning to unfold themselves, 
Bussy looked round him, and found himself in a little 
garden fifty feet square, surrounded by high walls covered 
with vines and moss. The first lilacs which had begun 
to open in the morning sun sent out their sweet emanations, 
and the young man felt tempted to think that so much 
perfume and warmth and life came to him only from the 
presence of the woman he loved so tenderly. 

On a little wooden bench sat Diana, twisting in her 
fingers a sprig of wall-flower, which she had picked, 
without knowing what she did. As Bussy approached 
her, she raised her head, and said timidly, *‘ M. le Comte, 
all deception would be unworthy of us; if you found me 
at the church of St. Marie ’Egyptienne, it was not chance 
that brought you there.” 

‘*No, madame ; Rémy took me out without my know- 
ing where I was going, and I swear to you that I was 
ignorant——” 
“You do not understand me, monsieur, I know . 

well that M. Rémy brought you there, by force, per- 
haps.” 
fe No, madame, not by force; I did not know that he 

was going to take me to see any one.” 
‘*That is a harsh speech,” said Diana, sadly, and with 

tears in her eyes. ‘‘Do you mean that had you known, 
you would not have come ?” 

- “Oh, madame !” 
*‘Tt would have been but just, monsieur ; you did me 

a great service, and I have not thanked you, Pardon me, 

and receive all my thanks,” | 
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*« Madame ” Bussy stopped; he felt so overcome, 
that he had neither words nor ideas. 

**But I wished to prove to you,” continued Diana, 
**that I am not ungrateful, nor forgetful. It was I who 
begged M. Rémy to procure for me the honor of this inter- 
view ; it was I who sought for it, forgive me if I have dis- 
leased you.” 
**Oh, madame! you cannot think that.” 
‘I know,” continued Diana, who was the strongest, 

™ because she had prepared herself for this interview, ‘‘ how 
much trouble you had in fulfilling my commission; I 
know all your delicacy ; I know it and appreciate it, be- 
lieve me. Judge, then, what I must have suffered from 
the idea that you would misunderstand the sentiments of 
my heart.” 

** Madame, I have been ill for three days.” 
‘Oh! I know,” cried Diana, with a rising color, “and 

I suffered more than you, for M. Rémy, he deceived me, 
no doubt ; for he made me belieye——” 

«* That your forgetfulness caused it. Oh! itis true.” 
**Then I have been right to do as I have done; to see 

you, to thank you for your kindness, and to swear to you 
an eternal gratitude. Do you believe that I speak from 
the bottom of my heart ?” 

Bussy shook his head sadly, and did not reply. 
<‘Do you doubt my words ?” said Diana. 
‘© Madame, those who feel a kindness for you, show it 

when they can. You knew I was at the palace the night 
of your presentation, you knew I was close to you, you 
must haye felt my looks fixed on you, and you never raised 
your eyes to me, you never let me know by a word, asign, 
or a gesture, that you were aware of my presence ; but 
perhaps you did not recognize me, madame, you have only 
seen me twice.” Diana replied with so sad a glance of 
reproach, that Bussy was moved by it. 

«* Pardon, madame,” said he; ‘‘ you are not an ordinary 
woman, and yet you act like them. This marriage——” 

**T was forced to conclude it.” 
** Yes, but it was easy to break.” 
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** Impossible, on the contrary.” 
**Did you not know that near you watched a carne 

friend ?” 
** Even that made me fear.” 
‘*And you did not think of what my life would be, 

when you belonged to another. But perhaps you kept 
the name of Monsoreau from choice ?” 
‘Do you think so ?” murmured Diana ; ‘‘so much the 

better.” And her eyes filled with tears. Bussy walked 
up and down in great agitation. 
«‘T am to become once more a stranger to you,” said he. 

“© Alas !” 
«Your silence says enough.” 
‘** T can only speak by my silence.” 
** At the Louvre you would not see me, and now you 

will not speak to me.” 
«*At the Louvre I was watched by M. de Monsoreau, 

and he is jealous.” 
** Jealous! What does he want then? mon Dieu! 

whose happiness can he envy, when all the world is envy- 
ing his ?” 

“*T tell you he is jealous ; for the last two or three days 
he has seen some one wandering round our new abode.” 

**'Then you have quitted the Rue St. Antoine ?” 
‘‘How!” cried Diana thoughtlessly, “‘then it was not 

you ?” 
** Madame, since your marriage was publicly announced, 

since that evening at the Louvre, where you did not 
deign to look at me, I have been in bed, devoured by 
fever, so you see that your husband could not be Jeanne 
of me, at least.” 

‘* Well! M. le Comte, if it be true that you had any 
desire to see me, you must thank this unknown man ; for 
knowing M. de Monsoreau as I know him, this man made 
me tremble for you, and I wished to see you and say to 
you, ‘Do not expose yourself so, M. le Comte; do not 
make me more unhappy than I am.’” 

“** Reassure yourself, madame ; it was not I.” 
*¢ Now, let me finish what I have to say. In the fear 
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of this man—whom I do not know, but whom M. de 
Monsoreau does perhaps—he exacts that I should leave 
Paris, so that,” said Diana, holding out her hand to Bussy, 
““you may look upon this as our last meeting, M. le 
Comte. ‘To-morrow we start for Méridor.” 

<‘You are going, madame ?” 
__ “There is no other way to reassure M. de Monsoreau ; 
no other way for me to be at peace. Besides, I myself 
detest Paris, the world, the court, and the Louvre. I 

-- wish to be alone with my souvenirs of my happy past ; 
perhaps a little of my former happiness will return to me 
there. My father will accompany me, and I shall find 
there M. and Madame deSt. Luc, who expect me. Adieu, 
M. de Bussy.” 

Bussy hid his face in his hands. ‘‘ All is over for me,” 
he murmured.” 

*¢ What do you say ?” said Diana. 
**T say, madame, that this man exiles you, that he takes 

from me the only hope left to me, that of breathing the 
same air as yourself, of seeing you sometimes, of touching 
your dress as you pass. Oh! this man is my mortal 
enemy, and if I perish for it, I will destroy him with my 
own hands.” 
©Oh! M. le Comte!” 
«‘The wretch ; it is not enough for him that you are 

his wife: you, the most beautiful and most charming of 
creatures, but he is still jealous. Jealous! The devour- 
ing monster would absorb the whole world !” 
‘Oh! calm yourself, comte; mon Dieu; he is ex- 

cusable, perhaps.” 
‘* He is excusable! you defend him, madame ?” 
‘Oh! if you knew!” cried Diana, covering her face 

with her hands. 
“Tf 1 knew! Oh! madame, I know one thing ; he who 

is your husband is wrong to think of the rest of the world.” 
** But !” cried Diana, in a broken voice, “‘if you were 

wrong, M. le Comte, and if he were not.” 
And the young woman, touching with her cold hand 

the burning ones of Bussy, rose and fled among the somber 
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alleys of the garden, seized Gertrude’s arm and dragget 
her away, before Bussy, astonished and overwhelmed with 
delight, had time to stretch out his arms to retain her. , 
He uttered a cry and tottered ; Rémy arrived in time to 
catch him in his arms and make him sit down on the 
bench that Diana had just quitted. 

CHAPTER XLIV. 

How D’EPERNON HAD HIS DOUBLET TORN, AND HOW 

“CHOMBERG WAS STAINED BLUE. 

WHILE M. la Huriére piled signature upon signature, 
while Chicot consigned Gorenflot to the Corne d’Abon- 
dance, while Bussy returned to life in the happy little 
garden full of perfume and love, the king, annoyed at all 
he had seen in the city, and furious against his brother, 
whom he had seen pass in the Rue St. Honoré, accom- 
panied by MM. de Guise and Monsorean, and followed by 
a whole train of gentlemen, re-entered the Louvre, accom- 
panied by Maugiron and Quelus. He had gone out with 
all four of his friends, but, at some steps from the Louvre, 
Schomberg and D’Epernon had profited by the first crush 
to disappear, counting on some adventures in such a tur- 
bulent night. Before they had gone one hundred yards 
D’Epernon had passed his sword-sheath between the legs 
of a citizen who was running, and who tumbled down in 
consequence, and Schomberg had pulled the cap off the 
head of a young and pretty woman. But both had badly 
chosen their day for attacking these good Parisians, 
generally so patient ; for a spirit of revolt was prevalent 
in the streets, and the bourgeois rose, crying out for aid, 
and the husband of the young woman launched his ap- 
prentices on Schomberg. He was brave ; therefore he 
stopped, put his hand on his sword, and spoke in a high 
tone. D’Epernon was prudent ; he fled. 

Henri had entered his room at the Louvre, and, seated 
in his great armchair, was trembling with impatience, and 
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seeking a good pretext for getting into a passion. Mau- 
giron was playing with Narcissus, the large greyhound, 
and Quelus was sitting near. 
‘They go on!” cried Henri, “their plot advances ; 

sometimes tigers, sometimes serpents; when they do not 
spring they glide.” 

__ Qh, sire!” said Quelus, ‘‘ are there not always plots in 
a kingdom? What the devil could all the sons, brothers, 
and cousins of kings do if they did not plot?” And 
‘Quelus irreverently turned his back to the king. 

9 ‘‘Hear, Maugiron,” said the king, ‘‘ with what non- 
‘sense he tries to put me off.” 

‘* Well, sire, look at Narcissus ; he is a good dog, but 
when you pull his ears, he growls, and when you tread on 
his toes he bites.” 

‘« Here is the other comparing me to my dog!” 
** Not so, sire ; I place Narcissus far above you, for he 

knows how to defend himself, and you do not.” And he 
also turned his back. 

** That is right,” cried the king, ‘‘ my good friends, for 
whom they accuse me of despoiling the kingdom, abandon 
me, insult me! Ah, Chicot! if you were here.” 

At this moment, however, the door opened, and D’Eper- 
non appeared, without hat or cloak, and with his doublet 
all torn. 

‘Bon Dieu!” cried Henri, ‘‘ what is the matter ? ” 
‘* Sire,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘ look at me; see how they 

treat the friends of your majesty.” 
‘* Who has treated you thus ?” 
** Mordieu, your people ; or rather the people of M. le 

Duc d’Anjou, who cried, ‘ Vive la Messe!’ ‘ Vive Guise !’ 
‘Vive Frangois!’—vive every one, in fact, except the 
king.” 

«¢ And what did you do to be treated thus ?” 
**T? nothing. Whatcan a mandotoa people? They 

recognized me for your majesty’s friend, and that was 
enough.” 

*« But Schomberg ? ” 
‘“* Well ?” 

eer 



232 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

“‘Did he not come to your aid? did he not defend 
you ?” 

‘** Corbeeuf ! he had enough to do on his own account.” 
** How so?” 
**T left him in the hands of a dyer whose wife’s cap he 

had pulled off, and who, with his five or six apprentices, 
seemed likely to make him pass an unpleasant quarter of 
an hour.” 

«Par la mordieu! and where did you leave my poor 
Schomberg ? I will go myself to his aid. They may 
say,” continued he, looking at Maugiron and Quelus, 
‘**that my friends abandon me, but they shall never say 
that I abandon them.” 

‘‘ Thanks, sire,” said a voice behind Henri; “ thanks, 
but here lam; I extricated myself without assistance ; 
but, mein Gott! it was not without trouble.” 

“*It is Schomberg’s voice,” cried all, ‘‘ but where the 
devil is he ? ” 

‘‘ Here I am,” cried the voice ; and indeed, in the corner 
of the room they saw something that looked not like a 
man but a shadow. 

‘‘Schomberg,” cried the king, ‘“‘ where do you come 
from, and why are you that color?” 

Indeed, Schomberg from head to foot was of a most 
beautiful blue. 

*“Der Teufel!” cried he, *‘the wretches! It is not 
wonderful that the people ran after me.” 

«‘ But what is the matter ?” 
‘“‘The matter is, that they dipped me in a yat, the 

knaves ; I believed that it was only water, but it was 
indigo.” 

‘Oh, mordieu!” cried Quelus, bursting out laughing, 
‘“indigo is very dear; you must have carried away at least 
twenty crowns’ worth of indigo.” 

**T wish you had been in my place.” 
** And you did not kill any one ?” 
**T left my poniard somewhere, that is all I know, up 

to the hilt in a sheath of flesh; but in a second I was 
taken, carried off, dipped in the vat, and almost drowned,” 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 933 

* And how did you get out of their hands ?” 
** By committing a cowardice, sire.” 
** What was that ?” 
‘* Crying, ‘ Vive la Ligue !’” 
“That was like me ; only they made me add, ‘ Vive le 

Due d’Anjou !*” said D’Epernon. 
** And I also,” cried Schomberg ; ‘‘ but that is not all.” 

_ **What, my poor Schomberg, did they make you cry 
something else ?” 
“No, that was enough, God knows ; but just as I cried, 

* Vive le Duc d’Anjou,’ guess who passed.” 
** How can I guess ?” 
** Bussy ; his cursed Bussy, who heard me.” 
«He could not understand.” 
** Parbleu ! it was not difficult to understand. I hada 

poniard at my throat, and I was in a vat.” 
«* And he did not come to your rescue ?” 
**Tt seemed as though he was in a dreadful hurry ; he 

scarcely seemed to touch the ground.” 
“* Perhaps he did not recognize you, as you were blue. 
«Ah! very likely. 
** He would be excusable,” said the king ; for, indeed, 

my poor Schomberg, I should hardly have known you my- 
self.” 

“Never mind ; we shall meet some other time, when I 
am not in a vat.” 
‘Oh! as for me,” said D’Epernon, “ it is his master I 

should like to punish.” 
‘©The Duc d’Anjou, whose praises they are singing all 

over Paris,” said Quelus. 
«‘ The fact is, that he is master of Paris to-night,” said 

D’Epernon. 
«< Ah, my brother ! my brother!” cried the king. 
«* Ah! yes, sire; you cry, ‘my brother,’ but you do 

nothing against him ; and yet it is clear to me that he is 
at the head of some plot,” said Schomberg. 

** Eh, mordien ! that is what I was saying just before 
you came in, to these gentlemen, and they replied by 
shrugging their shoulders and turning their backs.” , 

33 
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‘* Not because you said there was a plot, sire, but be- 
cause you do nothing to suppress it.” 

*« And, now,” said Quelus, “ we say, ‘ Save us,’ sire ; or 
rather, save yourself; to-morrow M. de Guise will come 
to the Louvre, and ask you to name a chief for the 
League ; if you name M. d’Anjou, as you promised, he, at 
the head of one hundred thousand Parisians, excited by 
this night, can do what he likes.” 

“Then,” said Henri, ‘‘if I take a decisive step, you 
will support me ?” 

“* Yes, sire.” 
‘Tf, sire, you will only give me time to remodel my 

dress,” said D’Epernon. 
“Go to my room, D’Epernon ; my valet de chambre 

will give you what you want.” 
«‘ And I, sire, must have a bath,” said Schomberg. 
**Go to my bath.” 
“Then I may hope, sire, that my insult will not remain 

unavenged.” 
Henri remained silent a moment, and then said, ‘* Que- 

lus, ask if M. d’Anjou has returned to the Louvre.” 
Quelus went, but came back, and said that the duke 

had not yet returned. 
‘«¢ Well, you, Quelus and Maugiron, go down and watch 

for his entrance.” 
“¢ And then ?” 
<¢ Have all the doors shut.” 
<¢ Bravo ! sire.” 
<¢T will be back in ten minutes, sire,” said D’Epernon. 
<‘ And my stay will depend on the quality of the dye,” 

said Schomberg. 
<* Come as soon as possible,” said the king, 
The young men went out, and the king, left alone, 

kneeled down on his prie-Dien. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

CHICOT MORE THAN EVER KING OF FRANCE. 

THE gates of the Louvre were generally closed at twelve, 
- but the king gave orders that they should be left open on 

this night till one. Ata quarter to one Quelus came up. 
_ “Sire,” said he, *‘ the duke has come in.” 

~ What is Maugiron doing ?” 
** Watching that he does not go out again.” 
** There is no danger.” 
‘¢ Then——” 
** Let him go to bed quietly. Whom has he with him ?” 
*¢M. de Monsoreau and his ordinary gentlemen.” 
«¢ And M. de Bussy ?” 
**No; he is not there.” 
«*So much the better.” 
‘¢ What are your orders, sire ? ” 
** Tell Schomberg and D’Epernon to be quick, and le* 

M. de Monsoreau know that I wish to speak to him.” 
Five minutes after, Schomberg and D’Epernon entered ; 

the former with only aslight blue tint left, which it would 
take several baths to eradicate, and the latter newly 
clothed. Afterthem, M. de Monsoreau appeared. ‘‘The 
captain of the guards has just announced to me that your 
majesty did me the honor to send for me,” said he. 

«‘- Yes, monsieur ; when I was out this evening, I saw 
the stars so brilliant, and the moon so clear, that I thought 
it would be splendid weather for the chase to-morrow ; so, 
M. le Comte, set off at once for Vincennes, and get a stag 
turned out ready for me,’ 

“But, sire, I] thought that to-morrow your majesty 
had given a rendezvous to Monsieur le Duc d’Anjou and 
M. de Guise, in order to name a chief for the League.” 

‘‘ Well, monsieur ?” said the king haughtily. 
“* Sire, there might not be time.” 
** There is always time, monsieur, for those who know 
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how to employ it; that is why I tell you to set off at once, 
so that you may have all ready for to-morrow morning at 
ten. Quelus, Schomberg, have the door of the Louvre 
opened for M. de Monsoreau, and have it ‘closed behind 
him.” 

The chief huntsman retired in astonishment. ‘‘It isa 
whim of the king’s,” said he to the young men. 
oa 
They watched him out, and then returned to the king. 
* (Now, ” said Henri, “4 silence, and all four of you follow 

me.’ 
«‘ Where are we going, sire ?” said D’Epernon. 
«« Those who follow will see.” 
The king took a lantern in his hand, and led the young 

men along the secret corridor, which led to his brother’s 
rooms. <A valet-de-chambre watched here ; but before he 
had time to warn his master, Henri ordered him to be 
silent, and the young men pushed him into a room and 
locked the door. 

Henri opened his brother’s door. Frangois had gone to 
bed full of dreams of ambition, which the events of the 
evening had nourished ; he had heard his name exalted, 
and the king’s abused. Conducted by the Due de Guise, 
he had seen the Parisians open everywhere for him and 
his gentlemen, while those of the king were insulted and 
hooted. Never since the commencement of his career 
had he been so popular, and consequently so hopeful. He 
had placed on the table a letter from M. de Guise, which 
had been brought to him by M. de Monsoreau. His 
surprise and terror were great when he saw the secret 
door open, and still more when he recognized the king. 
Henri signed to his companions to remain on the thresh- 
old, and advanced to the bed, frowning, but silent. 

‘* Sire,” stammered the duke, ‘the honor that your 
majesty does me is so unlooked for——” 

*‘That it frightens you, does it not ? But stay where 
you are, my brother ; do not rise.’ 

«* But, sire, only—permit me-——~” and he drew towards 
him the letter of M. de Guise. 
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** You are reading ? ” asked the king. 
“* Yes, sire.” 
** Something interesting to keep you awake at this time 

of night?” 
‘Oh, sire, nothing very important; the evening 

courier——” 
** Oh, yes, I understand—Courier of Venus; but no, I 

-see-I am wrong—they do not seal billet-doux with seals of 
that size.” 
_. The duke hid the letter altogether, 

- © How discreet this dear Frangois is !” said the king, 
with a smile which frightened his brother. However, 
making an effort to recover himself, he said : 
‘Did your majesty wish to say anything particular to 

me ?” 
“* What I have to say to you, monsieur, I wish to say 

before witnesses. Here, gentlemen,” continued he, turn- 
ing to the four young men, “listen to us; I order 
you.” 

«* Sire,” said the duke, with a glance full of rage and 
hatred, ‘‘ before insulting a man of my rank, you should 
haye refused me the hospitality of the Louvre; in the 
Hotel d’Anjou, at least, I should have been free to reply 
to you.” 

** Really, you forget, then, that wherever you are, you 
are my subject ; that I am the king, and that every house 
is mine.” 

‘Sire, I am at the Louvre, at my mother’s.” 
** And your mother is in my house. But to the point—- 

give me that paper.” 
** Which ?” 
‘*That which you were reading, which was on your 

table, and which you hid when I came in.” 
** Sire, reflect.” 
** On what ?” 
“On this, that you are making a request unworthy of a 

gentleman, and fit only for a police-officer.” 
The king grew livid. ‘‘ That letter, monsieur |” 
** A woman’s letter, sire,” 
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‘‘ There are some women’s letters very good to see, and 
dangerous not to see—such as those our mother writes.” 

‘«¢ Brother !” 
‘‘This letter, monsieur !” cried the king, stamping his 

foot, ‘‘ or I will have it torn from you by my Swiss!” 
The duke jumped out of bed, with the letter crumpled 

in his hand, evidently with the intention of approaching 
the fire. But Henri, divining his intention, placed him- 
self between him and the fire. 
‘You would not treat your brother thus ?” cried the 

duke. 
‘*Not my brother, but my mortal enemy. Not my 

brother, but the Duc D’Anjou, who went all through - 
Paris with M. de Guise, who tries to hide from me a let- 
ter from one of his accomplices, the Lorraine princes.” 

‘‘This time,” said the duke, ‘* your police are wrong.” 
**T tell you I saw on the seal the three merlets of Lor- 

raine. Give it to me, mordieu ! or——” 
Henri advanced towards his brother and laid his hand 

on his shoulder. Frangois had no sooner felt the touch 
of his hand than, falling on his knees, he cried out, 
‘* Help! help! my brother is going to kill me.” 

These words, uttered in an accent of profound terror, 
startled the king and mitigated his rage. The idea passed 
quickly through his mind that in their family, as by a 
curse, brother had always assassinated brother. 

‘‘ No, my brother,” said he, ‘‘ you are wrong ; I do not 
wish to hurt you, but you cannot contend with me. Iam 
the master, and if you did not know it before, you know 
it now.” 

«*- Yes, my brother, I acknowledge it.” 
‘Very well, then give me that letter; the king orders 

it. ” 

The duke let it fall, and the king picked it up, but 
without reading it put it in his pocket-book. 

‘* Tg that all ?” said the duke, with his sinister glance. 
** No, monsieur, you must keep your room until my sus- 

picions with respect to you are completely dissipated. 
The room is commodious, and not much like a prison ; 
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stay here. You will have good company—at least, out- 
side the door, for this night these four gentlemen will 
guard you ; to-morrow they will be relieved by a guard of 
Swiss.” 

** But, my friends—cannot I see them ?” 
*€Who do you call your friends?” 
**M. de Monsoreau, M. de Ribeirac, M. Antragues, and 

M. de Bussy.” 
' Qh, yes, he, of course.” 

*‘Has he had the misfortune to displease your maj- 
esty ?” 

‘¢ Yes,” 

«When, sire ?” 
«¢ Always, but particularly to-night.” 
**To-night ! what did he do?” 
**Insulted me in the streets of Paris.” 
“© You ?” 

_ *€ My followers, which is the same thing.” 
*¢ Bussy ! you have been deceived, sire.” 
*T know what I say.” 
‘Sire, M. de Bussy has not been out of his hotel for 

two days. Ie is at home, ill in bed, burning with fever.” 
The king turned to Schomberg, who said, ‘‘ If he had 

fever, at all events he had it in the Rne Coquilliére.” 
‘Who told you he was there?” said the duke. 
‘I saw him.” 
** You saw Bussy out of doors ?” 
** Yes, looking well and happy, and accompanied by his 

ordinary follower, that Rémy.” 
**Then I do not understand it; I saw him in bed my- 

self; he must have deceived me.” 
**It is well; he will be punished with the rest,” said 

the king. 
“‘TIf M. de Bussy went out alone after refusing to go 

out with me——” 
*‘ You hear, gentlemen, what my brother says. But we 

will talk of him another time; now I recommend my 
brother.to your care; you will have the honor of serving 
as guard to a prince of the blood.” | 

7 
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‘‘Oh! sire,” said Quelus, “‘ be satisfied ; we know what 
we owe to M. le Duc.” 

“‘It is well; adieu, gentlemen.” 
‘*Sire,” cried the duke, ‘‘ am I really a prisoner, are my 

friends not to visit me, and am I not to go out?” And 
the idea of the next day presented itself to his mind, 
when his presence would be so necessary to M. de Guise. 
*« Sire,” cried he again, ‘‘let me at least remain near your 
majesty ; it is my place, and I can be as well guarded 
there as elsewhere. Sire, grant me this favor.” 

The king was about to yield to this request and say, 
«< Yes,” when his attention was attracted to the door, where 
a long body, with its arms, its head, and everything that 
it could move, was making signs to him to say ‘‘No.” It 
was Chicot. 

“‘No,” said Henri to his aothens ; ‘you are very well 
here, and here you must stay.” 

“¢ Sire * 
‘It is my pleasure, and that is enough,” said the king, 

haughtily. 
‘‘T said J was the real King of France,” murmured 

Chicot. 

CHAPTER XLVI. 

HOW CHICOT PAID A VISIT TO BUSSY, AND WHAT 

FOLLOWED. 

THE next morning, about nine, Bussy was eating his 
breakfast, and talking with Rémy over the events of the 
previous day. 

‘*Rémy,” said he, “did you not think you had seen 
somewhere that gentleman whom they were dipping ina 
vat in the Rue Coquilliére ?” \ 

“¢ Yes, M. le Comte, but I cannot think of his name.” 
‘*T ought to have helped him,” said Bussy, “ it isa duty 

one gentleman owes to another ; but, really, Rémy, I was 
too much occupied with my own affairs.” 
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‘But he must have recognized us, for we were our 
natural color, and it seemed to me that he rolled his eyes 
frightfully, and shook his fist at us.” 

«* Are you sure of that, Rémy ? We must find out who 
it was ; I cannot let such an insult pass.” 
‘‘Qh!” cried Rémy, “ I know now who he was.” 
** How so?” 

_ £*T heard him swear.” 
*‘T should think so; any one would have sworn in 

such a situation.” 
~~ Ves, but he swore in German.” 

** Bah! ” 
** Yes, he said, ‘ Gott verdomme.’ ” 
“Then it was Schomberg ?” 
‘Himself, M. le Comte.” 
«“Then, my dear Rémy, get your salves ready.” 
** Why so, monsieur ?” 
“Because, before long, you will have to apply them 

either to his skin or to mine.” 
«You would not be so foolish as to get killed, now you 

are so well and so happy; St. Marie l’Egyptienne has 
cured you once, but she will get tired of working miracles 
for you.” 

** On the contrary, Rémy, you cannot tell how pleasant 
it feels to risk your life when you are happy. I assure 
you I never fought with a good heart when I had lost large 
sums at play, when things had gone wrong, or when I had 
anything to reproach myself with ; but when my purse is 
full, my heart light, and my conscience clear, I go boldly 
to the field, for I am sure of my hand; it is then I am 
brilliant. I should fight well to-day, Rémy, for, thanks 
to you,” said he, extending his hand to the young man, 
**T am very happy.” 

** Stay a moment, however ; you will, I hope, deprive 
yourself of this pleasure. A beautiful lady of my acquaint- 
ance made me swear to keep you safe and sound, under 
pretext that your life belongs to her.” 

**Good Rémy!” 
= oe call me good Rémy, because I brought you to 

I i . : 

| 
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see Madame de Monsoreau, but shall you call me so when 
you are separated from her? and unluckily the day ap- 
proaches, if it be not come.” 
«What do you mean ?” 
‘* Do you not know that she is going to Anjou, and that 

I myself have the grief of being separated from Gertrude. 
Ansa 

Bussy could not help smiling at the pretended grief of 
the young man. 

** You love her, then ?” he said. 
‘<T should think so ; you should see how she beats me.” 
*¢ And you let her do it ?” 
“Oh! yes.” 
‘But to return to Diana, Rémy; when shall we set 

off ?” . 
‘‘Ah! I expected that. On the latest possible day I 

should say.” 
‘¢ Why so?” 
«< Firstly, because it seems to me that M. le Duc d’Anjou 

will want you here.” 
“¢ After 2?” 
‘* Because M. de Monsoreau, by a special blessing, does 

not suspect you in the least, and would suspect something 
immediately if he saw you disappear from Paris at the 
same time as his wife.” 

‘‘ What do I care for that ?” 
“No; but I care. I charge myself with curing the 

sword strokes received in duels, for, as you manage your 
sword well, you never receive very serious ones; but not 
the blows given secretly by jealous husbands; they are 
animals, who, in such cases, strike hard.” 

‘‘ Well! my dear friend, if it is my destiny to be killed 
by M. de Monsoreau.” 

<< Well!” 
‘* Well! he will kill me.” 
** And then, a week after, Madame de Monsoreau will 

be reconciled to her husband, which will dreadfully enrage 
your poor soul, which will see it from above or below, 
without being able to prevent it.” 
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** You are right, Rémy ; I will live.” 
“* Quite right ; but that is not all, you must be charm- 

ingly polite to him ; he is frightfully jealous of the Duc 
d’Anjou, who, while you were ill in bed, promenaded be- 
fore the house with his Aurilly. Make advances, then, to 
this charming husband, and do not even ask him what has 
become of his wife, since you know quite well.” 

** You are right, Rémy, I believe. Now I am no longer 
_jealous of the bear, I will be civil to him.” 

At this moment some one knocked at the door. 
«* Who is there ?” cried Bussy. 
‘* Monsieur,” replied a page, “‘ there is a gentleman below 

who wishes to speak to you.” 
«To speak to me so early ; who is it ?” 
<< A tall gentleman, dressed in green velvet.” 
«* Can it be Schomberg ? ” 
«He said a tall man.” 
«‘ True, then Monsoreau, perhaps ; well, let him enter.” 
After a minute the visitor entered. 
“©M. Chicot !” cried Bussy. 
“‘ Himself, M. le Comte.” 
Rémy retired into another room, and then Chicot said, 

** Monsieur, I come to propose to you a little bargain.” 
‘Speak, monsieur,” said Bussy, in great surprise. 
“ What will you promise me if I render you a great 

service ?” 
“‘That depends on the service, monsieur,” replied 

- Bussy, disdainfully. 
Chicot feigned not to remark this air of disdain. ‘‘ Mon- 

sieur,” said he, sitting down and crossing his long legs, 
I remark that you do not ask me to sit down.” 

The color mounted to Bussy’s face. 
“Monsieur,” continued Chicot, ‘‘ have you heard of the 

League ? ” 
“T have heard much of it,” said Bussy. 
“‘ Well, monsieur, you ought to know that it is an as- 

sociation of honest Christians, united for the purpose of 
religiously massacring their neighbors, the Huguenots. 
Are you of the League, monsieur ? I am.” 
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«* But—monsieur——” 

“* Say only yes, or no.” 
‘* Allow me to express my astonishment——” 
«*T did myself the honor of asking you if you belonged 

to the League.” 
‘*M. Chicot, as I do not like questions whose import I 

do not understand, I beg you to change the conversation 
before I am forced to tell you that I do not like ques- 
tioners. Come, M. Chicot, we have but a few minutes 
left.” 

‘* Well! in a few minutes one can say a great deal ; how- 
ever, [ might have dispensed with asking you the question, . 
as if you do not belong to the League now, you soon will, 
as M. d@’Anjou does.” 

“©M. d’Anjou! Who told you that ?” 
‘Himself, speaking to me in person, as the gentlemen 

of the law say, or rather write; for example, that dear M. 
Nicolas David, that star of the Forum Parisiense. Now 
you understand that as M. d’Anjou belongs to the League, 
you cannot help belonging to it also; you, who are his 
right arm. The League knows better than to accept a 
maimed chief.” 

‘¢ Well, M. Chicot, what then ?” 
‘*Why, ifyou do belong to it, or they think you are 

likely to do so, what has happened to his royal highness 
will certainly happen to you.” 

«¢ And what has happened to him ?” 
‘* Monsieur,” said Chicot, rising and imitating M. de 

Bussy’s manner of a little before, ‘‘ I do not love questions, 
nor questioners, therefore I have a great mind to let them 
do to you what they have done to-night to the duke.” 

‘© M. Chicot,” said Bussy, with a smile, ‘‘ speak, I beg of 
you ; where is the duke ?” 
‘He is in prison ?” 
“‘ Where ?” 
“In his own room. Four of my good friends guard 

him. M. de Schomberg, who was dyed blue yesterday, 
as you know, since you passed during the operation ; 
M. d’Epernon, who is yellow from the fright he had ; M. de 
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Quelus, who is red with anger ; and M. de Mangiron, who 
is white with ennui; it is beautiful to see; not to speak 
of the duke, who is going green with terror, so that we 
shall have a perfect rainbow to delight our eyes.” 

«*Then, monsieur, you think my liberty in danger ?” 
** Danger ! monsieur ; suppose that they are already on 

the way to arrest you.” 
Bussy shuddered. 

_ **Do you like the Bastile, M. de Bussy ? it is a good 
“place for meditation, and M. Laurent Testu, the governor, 
keeps a good cook.” 

** They would send me to the Bastile : | dese 
“Ma foi! I ought to have in my pocket something like 

an order to conduct you there. Would you like to see 
it ?” and Chicot drew from his pocket an order from the 
king in due form, to apprehend, wherever he might be, 
M. Louis de Clermont, Seigneur de Bussy. ‘‘ Written 
very nicely by M. Quelus,” continued Chicot. 

«Then, monsieur,” cried Bussy, ‘‘ you are really ren- 
dering me a service ?” 

“‘T think so; do you agree with me?” 
“‘ Monsieur, I beg you to tell me why you do it; for 

you love the king, and he hates me.” 
“‘M. le Comte, I save you; think what you please of 

my action. But do you forget that I asked for a recom- 
pense ?” 

«« Ah, true.” 
© Well ?” 
*¢ Most willingly, monsieur.” 
«¢ Then some day you will do what I ask you ?” 
«On my honor, if possible.” 
«That is enough. Now mount your horse and dis- 

appear ; I go to carry this order to those who are to use 
it.” 

‘¢Then you were not to arrest me yourself ?” 
“‘T! for what do you take me?” 
‘¢ But I should abandon my master.” 
‘* Have no scruples ; he abandons you.” 
«< You are a gentleman, M. Chicot.” 
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Bussy called Rémy. ‘To do him justice, he was listen. 
ing at the door. 

‘* Rémy, our horses ! ” 
«They are saddled, monsieur.’ 
‘* Ah!” said Chicot, “this young man knows what he 

is about.” 
Bussy thanked Chicot once more, and went down. 
«‘ Where are we going ?” said Rémy. 
“* Well——” said Bussy, hesitating. 
** What do you say to Normandy ?” said Chicot. 
“Tt is too near.’ 
‘* Flanders, then ?” 
“<'Too far.” 
** Anjou is a reasonable distance, monsieur,” said Rémy. 
«* Well, then, Anjou,’ ** said Bussy, coloring. 
a Adieu; mensieur !” said Chicot. 
‘* It is destiny,” said Rémy, when he was gone. 
‘*Let us be quick, and perhaps we may overtake her,” 

said Bussy. 

CHAPTER XLVII. 

THE CHESS OF M. CHICOT, AND THE CUP AND BALL OF 

M. QUELUS. 

Cuicort returned joyfully to the Louvre. It was a great 
satisfaction to him to have saved a brave gentleman like 
Bussy. 

M. de Guise, after having received in the morning the 
principal Leaguers, who came to bring him the registers 
filled with signatures, and after having made them all 
swear to recognize the chief that the king should appoint, 
went out to visit M. d@’Anjou, whom he had lost sight of 
about ten the evening before. The duke found the 
prince’s valet rather unquiet at his master’s absence, but 
he imagined that he had slept at the Lonvre. 

The Duc de Guise asked to speak to Aurilly, who was 
most likely to know where his master was. Aurilly came, 
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but stated he had been separated from the prince the eve- 
ning before by a pressure of the crowd, and had come to 
the Hétel d’Anjou to wait for him, not knowing that his 
highness had intended to sleep at the Louvre. He added 
that he had just sent to the Louvre to inquire, and that a 
message had been returned that the duke was still asleep. 

_ * Asleep at eleven o’clock ! not likely. ~ You ought to 
go to the Louvre, Aurilly.” 

*¢T did think of it, monseigneur, but I feared that this 
was only a tale invented to satisfy my messenger, and that 
the prince was seeking pleasure elsewhere, and might be 
annoyed at my seeking him.” 

“Oh, no; the duke has too much sense to be pleasure- 
seeking on a day like this. Goto the Louvre; you will 
be sure to find him there.” 

**T will if you wish it; but what shall I say to him ?” 
‘*Say that the convocation at the Louvre is fixed for 

two o’clock, and that it is necessary that we should have a 
conference first. It is not at the time when the king is 
about to choose a chief for the League that he should be 
sleeping.” 

“* Very well, monseigneur, I will beg his highness to 
come here.” 
‘And say that I am waiting impatiently for him. 

Meanwhile I will go and seek M. de Bussy.” 
«But if I do not find his highness, what am I to do?” 
**Then make no further search for him. In any event 

I shall be at the Louvre at a quarter before two.” 
Aurilly passed through the courtiers who crowded the 

Louvre, and made his way to the duke’s apartments. At 
the door he found Chicot playing chess. Aurilly tried to 
pass, but Chicot, with his long legs blocked up the door- 
way. He was forced to touch him on the shoulder. 

** Ah, it is you, M. Aurilly.” 
** What are you doing, M. Chicot ?” 
‘* Playing chess, as you see,” 
*< All alone ?” 
«« Yes, I am studying ; 3 do you play ad 
= Very! little.” 

‘ 
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“Yes, I know you are a musician, and music is so dif- 
ficult an art, that those who give themselves to it must 
sacrifice all their time.” 

‘© You seem very serious over your game.” 
‘Yes, it is my king who disquiets me ; you must know, 

M. Aurilly, that at chess the king is a very insignificant 
person, who has no will, who can only go one step forward 
or back, or one to the right or left, while he is surrounded 
by active enemies, by knights who jump three squares at 
a time, by a crowd of pawns who surround him, so that if 
he be badly counseled he is aruined king in no time, ma 
foi.” 

** But, M. Chicot, how does it happen that you are 
studying this at the door of his royal highness’ room ?” 

“* Because I am waiting for M. Quelus, who is in there.” 
** Where ?” 
‘* With his highness.” 
‘* With his highness! What is he doing there? I did 

not think they were such friends.” 
‘‘ Hush!” then he whispered in Aurilly’s ear *‘he is 

come to ask pardon of the duke for a little quarrel they 
had yesterday.” 

“* Really !” 
«It was the king who insisted on it ; you knowon what 

excellent terms the brothers are just now. The king 
would not suffer an impertinence of Quelus’s to pass, and 
ordered him to apologize.” 

“¢ Really !” 
‘Ah! M. Anrilly, I think that we are entering the 

golden age; the Louvre is about to become Arcadia, and 
the two brothers Arcades ambo.” 

Aurilly smiled, and passed into the ante-chamber, where 
he was courteously saluted by Quelus, between whose 
hands a superb cup and ball of ebony inlaid with ivory 
was making rapid evolutions. 

** Bravo! M. Quelus,” said Anrilly. 
«© Ah! my dear M. Aurilly, when shall I play cup and 

ball as well as you play the lute ?” 
‘*When you have studied your plaything as long as J 
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have my instrument. But where is monseigneur ? | 
thought you were with him.” 

“‘T have an audience with him, but Schomberg comes 
first.” 
**What ! M. de Schomberg, also !” 
“Oh! mon Dieu; yes. The king settled all that. He 

is in the next room. Enter, M. Aurilly, and remind the 
prince that we are waiting for him. 

___ Aurilly opened the second door and saw Schomberg re- 
~ elining on a kind of couch, from which he amused himself 
by sending from a tube little balls of earth through a gold 
ring, suspended from the ceiling by a silk thread, while a 
favorite dog brought him back the balls as they fell. 

‘* Ah! guten morgen, M. Aunrilly, you see I am amusing 
myself while I wait for my audience.” 

‘* But where is monseigneur ? ” 
‘Oh! he is occupied in pardoning D’Epernon and 

Mangiron. But will you not enter, you who are priv- 
ileged ?” 

‘¢ Perhaps it would be indiscreet.” 
** Not at all; enter, M. Aurilly, enter.” And he pushed 

_ him into the next room, where the astonished musician 
perceived D’Epernon before a mirror, occupied in stiffen- 
ing his mustachios, while Maugiron, seated near the win- 
dow, was cutting out engravings, by the side of which 
the bas-reliefs on the temple of Venus Aphrodite would 
have looked holy. 

The duke, without his sword, was in his armchair be- 
tween these two men, who only looked at him to watch 
his movements, and only spoke to him to say something 
disagreeable: seeing Aurilly, he got up to meet him. 

‘*Take care monseigneur,” said Maugiron, *‘ you are 
stepping on my figures.” 

““Mon Dieu!” cried the musician, ‘‘he insults my 
master !” 

-* Dear M. Aurilly,” said D’Epernon, still arranging his 
mustachois, ‘‘ how are you ?” 

** Be so kind as to bring me here your little dagger,” 
said Maugiron. 

v 
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‘*Gentlemen, gentlemen, do you not remember where 
you are ?” 

‘* Yes, yes, my dear Orpheus, that is why I ask for your 
dagger ; you see M. le Duc has none.” . 

“«* Aurilky!” cried the duke, in a tone full of grief and 
rage, ‘‘do you not see that I am a prisoner ? ” 

‘<A prisoner ! to whom ?” 
‘‘To my brother ; you might know that by my jailers. 
‘Oh ! if I had but guessed it.” 
‘* You would have brought your lute to amuse his high- 

ness,” said a mocking voice behind them, ‘‘ but I thought 
of it, and sent for it; here it is.” 

‘«* How does your chess go on, Chicot ?” said D’Epernon. 
‘© believe I shall save the king, but it is not without 

trouble. Come, M. Aurilly, give me your poniard in re- 
turn for the lute ; a fair exchange.” 

The astonished musician obeyed. 
“There is one rat in the trap,” said Quelus, who re- 

turned to ‘his post in the antechamber, only exchanging 
his cup and ball for Schomberg’s shooting tube. 

‘‘It is amusing to vary one’s pleasures,” said Chicot ; 
“*so for a change I will go and sign the League.” 

” 

/ CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THE RECEPTION OF THE CHIEFS OF THE LEAGUE, 

THE time for the great reception drew near. Paris, 
nearly as tumultuous as the evening before, had sent to- 
wards the Louvre its deputation of leaguers, its bodies 
of workmen, its sheriffs, its militia, and its constantly- 
increasing masses of spectators. 

The king, on his throne in the great hall, was sur- 
rounded by his officers, his friends, his courtiers, and his 
family, waiting for all the corporations to defile before him, 
when M. de Monsoreau entered abruptly. 

‘‘Look, Henriquet,” said Chicot, who was standing 
near the king. 

we > 
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«© At what?” 
« At your chief huntsman ; pardieu, he is well worth 

it. See how pale and dirty he is!” 
Henri made a sign to M. de Monsoreau, who approached. 
“ How is it that you are at the Louvre, monsieur ? I 

thought you at Vincennes.” 
es Sire, the stag was turned off at seven o’clock this 

morning, but when noon came, and I had no news, I 
feared that some misfortune had happened to your majesty, 
and I returned.” 
~ “Really !” 

‘Sire, if I have done wrong, attribute it to an excess 
of devotion.” 

«* Yes, monsieur, and I appreciate it.” 
‘* Now,” said the count, hesitatingly, ‘‘ if your majesty 

wishes me to return to Vincennes, as I am reassured——” 
<*No, no, stay ; this chase was a fancy which came into 

our head, and which went as it came ; do not go away, I 
want near me devoted subjects, and you have just classed 
yourself as such.” 

Monsoreau bowed, and said, ‘‘ Where does your majesty 
wish me to remain ?” 

‘‘ Will you give him to me for half an hour?” said 
Chicot to the king, in a low voice. 

‘* What for ?” 
‘To torment him a little. You owe me some com- 

pensation for obliging me to be pines at this tiresome 
ceremony.” 

‘* Well, take him.” 
** Where does your majesty wish me to stand ?” again 

asked M. de Monsoreau. 
‘‘Where you like; go behind my armchair, that is 

where I put my friends.” 
‘*Come here,” said Chicot, making room for M. de 

Monsoreau, ‘‘come and get the scent of these fellows. 
Here is game which can be tracked without a hound. 
Here are the shoemakers who pass, or rather, who have 
passed ; then here are the tanners. Mort de ma vie! if 
you lose their scent, I will take away your place.” 

*. 

7 
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M. de Monsoreau listened mechanically ; he seemed 
preoccupied, and looked around him auxiously. 

“Do you know what your chief huntsman is hunting 
for now ?” said Chicot, in an undertone, to the king. 

‘* No.” 
«© Your brother.” 
«The game is net in sight.” 
«‘ Just ask him where his countess is.” 
‘¢ What for ?” 
“* Just ask.” 
‘“M. le Comte,” said Henri, ‘‘ what have you done 

with Madame de Monsoreau ? I do not see her here.” 
The count started, but replied, ‘‘ Sire, she is ill, the air 

of Paris did not agree with her ; so having obtained leave 
from the queen, she set out last night, with her father, 
for Méridor.” 

‘‘Paris: is not good for women in her situation,” said 
_Chicot. 

Monsoreau grew pale and looked furiously at him. 
‘This poor countess !” continued Chicot, ‘ she will die 

of ennui by the way.” 
‘*T said that she traveled with her father.” 
‘A father is very respectable, I allow, but not very 

amusing ; and if she had only that worthy baron to amuse 
her it would be sad ; but luckily——” 

“¢ What !” cried the count. 
«* What ?” 
‘© What do you mean by ‘ luckily’ ?” 
‘« Ah, it was an ellipsis I used.” 
The count shrugged his shoulders. 
*< Oh, but it was. Ask Henri, who is a man of letters.” 
‘* Yes,” said the king; ‘*‘but what did your adverb 

mean ?” 
‘* What adverb ?” 
<©* Luckily.’” © 
** ¢ Luckily’ means luckily. Luckily, then, there exist 

some of our friends, and very amusing ones, who, if they 
meet the countess, will amuse her, and as they are going 
the same way, it is probable they will. Oh, I see them 
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from here; do you not, Henri; you, who are a man of 
imagination ? There they go, on a good road, well 
mounted, and saying sweet things to Madame la Com 
tesse, which she likes very much, dear lady.” 

M. de Monsoreau was furious, but he could not show it 
before the king ; so he said as mildly as he could, ‘‘ What, 
have you friends traveling to Anjou ?” 

_ Good ; pretend to be mysterious.” 
*‘ [swear to you——” 
“Qh! you know they are there, although I saw you 

‘just “now seeking for them mechanically among the 
crowd.” 

** You saw me ?” 
** Yes, you, the palest of all chief huntsmen, past, pres- 

ent, and future, from Nimrod to M. d’Aulefort, your 
predecessor.” 

«© M. Chicot !” 
«The palest, I repeat.” 
** Monsieur, will you return to the friends of whom you 

spoke, and be so good as to name them, if your super- 
abundant imagination will let you.” 

“‘Seek, monsieur. Morbleu, it is your occupation to 
hunt out animals, witness the unlucky stag whom you 
deranged this morning, and who thought it very unkind 
of you. Seek.” 

The eyes of M. de Monsoreau wandered anxiously again. 
“What!” cried he, seeing a vacant place by the king, 

“not the Duc d’Anjou ?” 
“Taint ! Taint ! the beast is found.” 
** He is gone to-day.” 
** He is gone to-day, but it is possible that he set out 

last night. When did your brother disappear, Henri ?” 
** Last night.” 
‘The duke gone!” murmured Monsoreau, paler than 

ever. 
**T do not say he is gone, I say only that he disappeared 

last night, and that his best friends do not know where he 
is,” said the king. 
“Oh!” cried the count, “if I thought so——” 

. 
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‘* Well ; what should you do? Besides, what harm if 
he does talk nonsense to Madame de Monsoreau? He is 
the gallant of the family, you know.” 

**] am lost !” murmured the count, trying to go away. 
But Chicot detained him. 
‘Keep still; mordieu! you shake the king’s chair. 

Mort de ma vie, your wife will be quite happy with the 
prince to talk to, and M. Aurilly to play the lute to her.” 

Monsoreau trembled with anger. 
‘* Quietly, monsieur,” continued Chicot; ‘‘ hide your 

joy, here is the business beginning ; you should not show 
your feelings so openly; listen to the discourse of the 
king.” 

M. de Monsoreau was forced to keep quiet. M. de 
Guise entered and knelt before the king, not without 
throwing an uneasy glance of surprise on the vacant seat 
of M. d’Anjou. The king rose, and the heralds com- 
manded silence. 

CHAPTER XLIX. * 
HOW THE KING NAMED A CHIEF WHO WAS NEITHER THE 

DUC DE GUISE NOR M. D’ANJOU. 

‘‘ GENTLEMEN,” said the king, after assuring himself. 
that his four friends, now replaced by ten Swiss, were be- 
hind him, “‘a king hears equally the voices which come 
to him from above and from below, that is to say, what is 
commanded by God, or asked by his people. I understan@® 
perfectly that there is a guarantee for my people, in the 
association of all classes which has been formed to defend 
the Catholic faith, and therefore I approve of the counsels 
of my cousin De Guise. I declare, then, the Holy League 
duly constituted, and as so great a body must have a 
powerful head, and as it is necessary that the chief called 
to sustain the Church should be one of its most zealous 
sons, I choose a Christian prince for the chief, and declare 
that this chief shall be ”—he madea slight pause—‘‘ Henri 
de Valois, King of France and Poland.” 
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The Duc de Guise was thunderstruck. Large drops 
stood on his forehead, and he looked from one to the other 
of his brothers. All the leaguers uttered «a murmur of 
surprise and discontent. The cardinal stole up to his 
brother, and whispered : 

** Frangois, I fear we are no longer in safety here. Let 
_us haste to take leave, for the populace is uncertain, and 
the king whom they execrated yesterday, will be thei. 
idol for two or three days.” 
-- During this time the king had signed the act prepared 
beforehand by M. de Morvilliers, the only person, with 
the exception of the queen mother, who was in the secret, 
then he passed the pen to the Duc de Guise, saying : 

‘‘Sign, my cousin ; there, below me, now pass it to 
M. le Cardinal and M. de Mayenne.” 

But these two had already disappeared. The king re- 
marked their absence, and added, ‘‘ Then pass the pen to 
M. de Monsoreau.” 

The duke did so, and was about to retire, but the king 
said, ‘* Wait.” 
And while the others signed, he added, ‘*‘ My cousin, it 

was your advice, I believe, to guard Paris with a good 
army, composed of all the forces of the League. The 
army is made, and the natural general of the Parisians is 
the king.” 

** Assuredly, sire.” 
** But I donot forget that there is another army to com- 

mand, and that this belongs of right to the bravest soldier 
in my kingdom ; therefore go and command the army.” 

‘* And when am I to set out, sire ?” 
** Immediately.” 
“Henri, Henri!” whispered Chicot ; but, in spite of 

his signs and grimaces, the king gave the duke his brevet 
ready signed. He took it and retired, and was soon out 
of Paris. The rest of the assembly dispersed gradually, 
erying, ‘‘ Vive le Roi! and Vive la Ligue!” 

**Oh, sire!” cried the favorites, approaching the king, 
** what a sublime idea you have had !” 
They think that gold is going to rain on them like 
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manna,” said Chicot, who followed his master about every- 
where with lamentations. As soon as they were left alone, 
“Ah! M. Chicot !” said Henri, ‘‘ you are never content. 
Diable ! I do not ask even for complaisance, but for good 
pense.” 

‘* You are right, Henri; it is what you want most.” 
** Confess I have done well.” 
‘*That is just what I do not think.” 
‘Ah! you are jealous, M. Roi de France.” 
‘TI! Heaven forbid. I shall choose better subjects 

for jealousy.” 
** Corbleu.” 
‘¢Oh! what self-love.” 
«‘ Am I or not king of the League ha 
** Certainly you are ; but 
‘* But what ? ” 
«* You are no longer King of France.” 
‘¢ And who is king then ?” 
‘¢ Everybody, except you ; firstly, your brokhapeeas 
«¢ My brother !” 
“‘Yes, M. d’Anjou.” 
‘¢ Whom I hold prisoner.” 
*¢ Yes, but prisoner as he is, he was consecrated.” 
‘* By whom was he consecrated ?” 
By the Cardinal de Guise. Really, Henri, you have 

«fine police. They consecrate a king at Paris before thirty- 
three people, in the church of St. Geneviave, and you do 
not know of it!” 

‘¢Oh! and you do?” 
“¢ Certainly I do.” 
‘* How can you know what I do not ?” 
** Ah! because M. de Morvilliers manages your police, 

and I am my own.” 
The king frowned. 
‘Well, then, without counting Henri de Valois, we 

have Frangois d’Anjou for king,” continued Chicot ; and 
then there is the Duo de Guise,” 
‘The Duc de Guise !” 

. © Yes, Henri de Guise, Henri le Baltré,” 
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e A fine king! whom I ease whom I send to the 
army.” 

‘Good! as if you were sak exiled to Poland ; and La 
Charité is nearer to the Louvre than Cracow is. Ah, yes, 
you send him to the army—that is so clever ; that i is to 
say, you put thirty thousand men under his orders, ventre 

_ de-biche ! and a real army, not like your army of the 
League ; no, no, an army of bourgeois is good for Henri 
de Valois, but Henri de Guise must have an army of 
‘soldiers—and what soldiers ? hardened warriors, capable 
of destroying twenty armies of the League; so that if, 
being king in fact, Henri de Guise had the folly one day 
to wish to be so in name, he would only have to turn to- 
wards the capital, and say, ‘ Let us swallow Paris, and 
Henri de Valois and the Louvre at a mouthful,’ and the 
rogues would doit. I know them.” 
“You forget one thing in your argument, illustrious 

politician.” 
«Ah, diable! it is possible! If you mean a fourth 

king——” 
**No; you forget that before thinking of reigning in 

France, when a Valois is on the throne, it would be 
necessary to look back and count your ancestors. That 
such an idea might come to M. d’Anjou is possible ; his 
ancestors are mine, and it is only a question of primogeni- 
ture. But M. de Guise!” 

«© Ah! that is just where you are in error.’ 
** How so ?” 
««M. de Guise is of a better race than you think.” 
‘* Better than me, perhaps,” said Henri, smiling. 
«There is no perhaps in it.” 
“You are mad. Learn to read, my friend.” madi 
** Well, Henri, you who can read, read this ;” and he 

drew from his pocket the genealogy which we know 
already, handing it to Henri, who turned pale as he rec- 
ognized, near to the signature of the prelate, the seal of 
St. Peter. 
“What do you say, Henri? Are not your fleur-de-lys 

thrown a little in the background ? ” 
7 
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‘* But how did you get this genealogy ? ” 
“I! DoTI seek these things? It came to seek me.” 
** Where ?” 
“‘Under the bolster of a lawyer.” 
«* And what was his name ?” 
**M. Nicolas David.” 
** Where was he ?” 
«¢ At Lyons.” 
«* And who took it from under the bolster ?” 
‘¢One of my good friends.” 
‘© Who is he?” 
«¢ A monk.” 
‘*His name ?” 
“* Gorenflot.” 
‘What! that abominable leaguer, who uttered those 

incendiary discourses at St. Genevieve, and again yester- 
day in the streets of Paris ?” 
«You remember the history of Brutus, who pretended 

to be a fool ?” 
‘‘He is, then, a profound politician? Did he take it 

from the advocate ?” 
«Yes, by force.” 
‘* Then he is brave ?” 
‘* Brave as Bayard.” 
‘‘And having done this, he has not asked for any 

recompense ? ” 
‘* He returned humbly to his convent, and only asks me 

to forget that he ever came out.” 
«« Then he is modest ?” 
«© As St. Crépin.” 
‘‘ Chicot, your friend shall be made a prior on the first 

vacancy.” 
‘* Thanks for him, Henri.” 
‘Ma foi!” said Chicot to himself, “ if he escapes being 

hung by Mayenne, he will have an abbey.” 
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CHAPTER L. 

ETEOCLES AND POLYNICES. 

Tuts day of the League terminated brilliantly and 
tumultuously, as it began. The friends of the king re- 
joiced, the preachers proposed to canonize Brother Henri, 
and spoke everywhere of the great deeds of the Valois. 
The favorites said, ‘‘ The lion is roused.” The leaguers 
said, ‘‘ The fox has discovered the snare.” 

The three Lorraine princes, as we have seen, had left 
Paris, and their principal agent, M. de Monsoreau, was 
ready to start for Anjou. But as he was leaving the 
Louvre, Chicot stopped him. 

«© Where are you going in such a hurry ?” said he. 
**To his highness.” 
“‘His highness ?” 
“Yes, I am unquiet about him. We do not live in 

times when a prince ought to travel without a good escort.” 
“ Well, if you are unquiet, so am I.” 
** About what ?” 
** About his highness also.” 
“Why ?” 
«‘Do you not know what they say ?” 
«That he has gone to Anjou.” 
“No; that he is dead.” 
“ Bah !” said Monsoreau, with a tone of surprise, not 

unmixed with joy, ‘* you told me he was traveling.” 
**Diable! they persuaded me so, but now I have good 

reason to think that if the poor prince be traveling, it is 
to another world.” 

** What gives you these mournful ideas ?” 
** He entered the Louvre yesterday, did he not ?” 
*¢ Certainly ; I came in with him.” 
« Well! he has never been seen to come out.” 
* From the Louvre ?” 
* No.” 
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** Where is Aurilly ?” 
‘* Disappeared.” 
“* But his people ?” 
‘* Disappeared.” 
** You are joking, are you not, M. Chicot ?” 
ce Ask ! ”? 

‘Whom ?” 
**The king.” 
‘*T cannot question his majesty.” 
**Oh! yes, if you go about it in the right way.” 
** Well,” said the count. ‘I cannot remain in this un- 

certainty.” And leaving Chicot, he went to the king’s 
apartment. 

** Where is the king ?” he asked. ‘‘I have to render 
an account to him of the execution of some orders he gaye 
me.” 

‘* With M. le Duc d’Anjou,” replied the man. 
«* With the Duke; then he is not dead ?” 
“T am not so sure of that.” 
M. de Monsoreau was thoroughly bewildered ; for if M. 

d’Anjou were in the Louvre, his absence on such a day 
was unaccountable. 

Immediately after the sitting, Quelus, Maugiron, Schom- 
berg, and D’Epernon, in spite of the ennui they experienced 
there, were so anxious to be disagreeable to the duke that 
they returned to him. He, on his part, was mortally en- 
nuyé, as well as anxious, which, it must be confessed, the 
conversation of these gentlemen was not calculated to 
remove. 

**Do you know, Quelus,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ that it is 
only now I begin to appreciate our friend Valois ; really 
he is a great politician.” 

‘«¢ Explain yourself,” said Quelus,, who was lounging on 
a chair. 

‘¢ While he was afraid of the conspiracy, he kept it 
quiet ; now he speaks of it openly, therefore he is no 
longer afraid of it.” 

<< Well ?” 
‘¢If he no longer fears it, he will punish it ; you know 
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Valois, he has cer tainly many good qualities, but clemency 
is not one of them.” 

* Granted.” 
«‘'Then if he punishes these conspirators there will be a 

trial, and we shall have a fine spectacle.” 
“Unless, which is possible, on account of the rank of 

the accused, they arrange it all quietly.” 
~~ **That would be my i certainly ; it is better in 
apd affairs.” 
. Aurilly glanced at the rine. 

** Ma foi,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ I know one thing ; that in 
the king’s place I would not spare the high heads, which 
are always the most guilty. I would make an example of 
one or two—one, at all events.” 

“*T think it would be well to revive the famous inven- 
tion of sacks.” 

‘* What was that ?” 
«© A royal fancy in the year 1550; they shut up a man 

in a sack, in company with three or four cats, and threw 
them into the water. The minute the cats felt the water 
they attacked the man, and there passed in the sack 
things which unluckily could never be seen.” 

“Really, Quelus, you are a well of science, and your 
conversation is most interesting.” 

«*They could not apply this invention to the chiefs ; 
they have the right to be beheaded ; but to the small fry, 
I mean the favorites, squires, and lute-players.” 

** Gentlemen ” stammered Aurilly. 
<*T)o not reply to them, Aurilly,” said Frangois, ‘¢ it 

cannot be addressed to me.” As he spoke the king ap- 
peared on the threshold. The duke rose. ‘‘Sire,” cried 
he, ‘I appeal against the unworthy treatment I meet 
with from your followers.” 

Henri did not seem to hear. ‘‘ Good morning, Quelus,” 
said he kissing his favorite on both cheeks ; ‘‘ good morn- 
ing, the sight of you rejoices my soul, and you, my poor 
Maugiron, how are you ?” 

**T amterribly ennuuyé, sire ; when J undertook to guard 
your brother, I thought he was more amusing. Oh! the 
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tiresome prince ; are you sure he is the son of your father 
and mother ?” 

«Sire! you hear,” cried the prince, “‘is it your wish 
that yeur brother should be insulted ?” 

‘« Silence, monsienr, ’ > said Henri, ‘‘I do not like my 
prisoners to complain.” 

** Prisoner, or not, I am your— 
‘‘The title which you are about to invoke,” interrupted 

the king, ‘‘is fatal to you. My brother guilty, is doubly 
guilty.” 

‘* But if he is not ?” 
‘“* He is.” 
‘©Of what crime ?” 
‘Of having displeased me.” 
‘‘ Sire, have our family quarrels need of witnesses ?” 
«You are right, monsieur. My friends, let me speak a 

little to my brother.” 
‘*¢T will take Aurilly,” said Maugiron. 
‘‘Now we are alone, monsieur,” said the king, when 

they were gone. 
‘*T waited for this moment impatiently.” 
‘And I also; ah, you want my crown, my worthy 

Eteocles ; you made of the League a means, and of the 
throne an aim, and were consecrated in a corner of Paris, 
to be able to proclaim yourself to the Parisians shining 
with holy oil.” 

‘¢ Alas ! your majesty will not let me speak.” 
‘‘ What for ?—to lie, or to tell me things which I know 

already ? But no, you would lie; for to confess what you 
have done, would be to confess that you merit death. 
You would lie, and I would spare you that shame.” 

‘¢ My brother, is it your intention to overwhelm me with 
outrages ?” 

‘Tf what I say is an outrage, it is I who lie, and I ask 
no better. Speak then, I listen ; tell me you are not dis- 
loyal, and at the same time unskilful. “ 

‘TIT do not know what your majesty means; you speak 
enigmas.” 

‘*'Then I will explain my words ; yon have conspired 

3? 
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against me, as formerly you conspired against my brother 
Charles, only then it was by the aid of Henri of Navarre, 
and now it is with the assistance of the Duc de Guise. It 
is true that formerly you crawled like a serpent ; now you 
wish to spring like the lion ; after perfidy, open force ; 
after poison, the sword.” 

** Poison ! what do you mean ?” cried Frangois, with 
‘flashing eyes. 

*‘' The poison with which you assassinated our brother 
Charles, which you destined for Henry of Navarre, your 
associate. That fatal poison is known; our mother has 
used itso often, which is doubtless the reason why you 
renounced it on this occasion, and preferred rather the 
part of captain of the League. But look me in the face, 
Francois, and learn that a man like you shall never kill 
me. A sword! Ah! I should like to see you here in 
this room alone with me, holding a sword. I have con- 
quered you in cunning, and in a combat you would be 
killed. Dream no longer of struggling against me in any 
manner, for from this moment I act as king—as master— 
‘as despot ; I shall watch you everywhere, follow you every- 
where, and, at the least suspicion, I will throw you to the 
axe of my executioner. This is what I had to say to you 
in private, and I will order you to be left alone to-night to 
ponder over my words.” 

«Then, sire, for a suspicion, I have fallen into disgrace 
with you ?” 

«Say, under my justice.” 
“But, at least, sire, fix a term to my captivity, that I 

may know what to expect ?” 
** You will know when you hear your sentence read.” 
“* Can I not see my mother ?” 
‘What for ? There were but three copies in the world 

of the famous hunting-book which killed my poor brother, 
and of the two others, one is in London and the other at 
Florence. Besides, [ am not a Nimrod, like my poor 
brother ; adieu, Frangois.” 

‘‘Gentlemen,” said the king, opening the door, “‘ the 
‘Due d’Anjou has requested to be alone to-night to reflect 
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on an answer he has to make to me to-morrow morning. 
Leave him then alone, except occasional visits of precau- 
tion. If he be troublesome, call me; I have the Bastile 
ready, and the governor, M. Laurent Testu, is the best 
man in the world to conquer ill tempers.” 

‘* Sire,” cried Frangois, trying a last effort, ‘‘ remember 
I am your * 

“© You were also the brother of Charles IX., I think.” 
“« At least restore me to my friends,” 
‘‘T deprive myself of mine to give them to you.”. And 

Henri shut the door, while the duke fell in despair into 
his armchair. 

CHAPTER LI. 

HOW PEOPLE DO NOT ALWAYS LOSE THEIR TIME BY 

SEARCHING EMPTY DRAWERS. 

THE scene which the duke had just had with the king 
made him regard his position as desperate. The minions 
had not allowed him to be ignorant of what had passed, 
and he had heard the people cry, ‘‘ Vive le roi!” He felt 
himself abandoned by the other chiefs, who had themselves 
to save. In his quarrels with his brother Charles he had 
always had for confidants, or rather dupes, those two de- 
voted men, Coconnas and La Mole, and, for the first time 
in his life, feeling himself alone and isolated, he felt a kind 
of remorse at having sacrificed them. During that time 
his sister Marguerite loved and consoled him. How had 
he recompensed her ? 

He had recently had near him a brave and valiant heart 
and sword—Bussy, the brave Bussy. And he had offended 
him to please Monsoreau, who had his secret, with which 
he always threatened him, and which was now known to 
the king. He had therefore quarreled with Bussy gratui- 
tously, and, above all, uselessly, which as a great politi- 
cian once said, “‘ was more than a crime, it was a mistake !” 
How he would have rejoiced in his present situation, to 
know that Bussy was watching over him; Bussy the loyal, 
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Bussy the universal favorite. It would have been probable 
liberty and certain vengeance. 

But as we have said, Bussy, wounded to the heart, kept 

away from the prince, so the prisoner remained fifty feet 

above the ground, with the four favorites in the corridor, 
withont counting the court full of Swiss. Besides this, 
one or other of the young men entered from time to time, 

-and, without seeming even to notice the prince, went 
round the room, examined the doors and windows, looked 
_under the beds and tables, and glanced at the curtains 
and sheets. 

*« Ma foi!” said Maugiron, after one of these visits, ‘‘I 
have done ; I am not going to look after him any more to- 
night.” 

«* Yes,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘as long as we guard him, 
there is no need of going to look at him.” 

<<‘ And he is not handsome to look at,” said Quelus. 
“Still,” said Schomberg, ‘‘1 think we had better not 

relax our vigilance, for the devil is cunning.” 
«Yes, but not cunning enough to pass over the bodies 

of four men like us.” 
«That is true,” said Quelus. 
“*Oh!” said Schomberg, ‘‘ do you think, if he wants to 

fly, he will choose our corridor to come through? He 
would make a hole in the wall.” 

«© With what ?” 
«« Then he has the windows.” 
«Ah ! the windows, brayo, Schomberg ; would you jump 

forty-five feet ?” 
*T confess that forty-five feet-——” 
**Yes, and he who is lame, and heavy, and timid 

oS 

«* You,” said Schomberg. 
‘*You know I fear nothing but phantoms—that is an 

affair of the nerves.” 
‘« The last phantom was,” said Quelus, “ that all those 

whom he had killed in duels appeared to him one night.” 
«* However,” said Maugiron, “‘I have read of wonderful 

escapes ; with sheets, for instance.” 
' 
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‘“‘Ah! that is more sensible. I saw myself, at 
Bordeaux, & prisoner who escaped by the aid of his 
sheets.” 

‘* You see, then ? ” 
“Yes, but he had his leg broken, and his neck, too ; 

his sheets were thirty feet too short, and he had to jump, 
so that while his body escaped from prison, his soul es 
caped from his body.” 

‘* Besides,” said Quelus, “if he escapes, we will follow 
him, and in catching him some mischief might happen to 
him.” 

So they dismissed the subject. They were perfectly 
right that the duke was not likely to attempt a perilous 
escape. From time to time his pale face was at the win- 
dow which overlooked the fosses of the Louvre, beyond | 
which was an open space about fifteen feet broad, and 
then the Seine rolled calm as a mirror. On the other 
side rose, like a giant, the tower of Nesle. 

He had watched the sunset and the gradual extinction 
of all the lights. He had contemplated the beautiful 
spectacle of old Paris, with its roofs gilded by the last 
rays of the sun, and silvered by the first beams of the 
moon ; then little by little he was seized with a great ter- 
ror at seeing immense clouds roll over the sky and an- 
nounce a storm. Among his other weaknesses, the Duc 
d’Anjou was afraid of thunder, and he would have given 
anything to have had his guardians with him again, even 
if they insulted him. He threw himself on his bed, but 
found it impossible to sleep. Then he began to swear, 
and break everything near him. It was a family failing, 
and they were accustomed to it at the Louvre. The young 
men had opened the door to see what the noise meant, and 
seeing that it was the duke amusing himself, they had 
shut it again, which redoubled his anger. He had just 
broken a chair, when a crashing of glass was heard at the 
window, and he felt a sharp blow on his thigh. His first 
idea was that he was wounded by some emissary of the 
king’s. 

“‘Ah! Tam dead!” he cried, and fell on the carpet. 
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But as he fell his hand came in contact with a larger and 
rougher substance than a ball. 
“Oh! a stone,” thought he, and feeling his leg, he 

found it uninjured. He picked up the stone and looked 
at it, and saw that it was wrapped in a piece of paper. 
Then the duke’s ideas began to change. Might not this 

_ stone come from a friend as well as an enemy. He ap- 
proached the light, cut the silk which tied the paper 
round the stone and read,— 

*‘Are you tired of keeping your room? Do you love 
open air and liberty ? Enter the little room where the 
Queen of Navarre hid your poor friend, M. de la Mole, 
open the cupboard, and, by displacing the lowest bracket, 
you will find a double bottom ; in this there is a silk lad- 
der ; attach it yourself to the balcony, two vigorous arms 
will hold it at the bottom. A horse, swift as thought, will 
lead you to a safe place. 

<* A FRIEND.” 

‘¢ A friend!” cried the prince; ‘‘oh! I did not know 
Thad afriend. Who is this friend who thinks of me ?” 
And the duke ran to the window, but could see no one. 

‘*Can it be a snare?” thonght he; ‘‘ but first let me 
see if there is a double bottom and a ladder.” 

The duke then, leaving the light where it was for pre- 
caution, groped his way to the cabinet, which he knew so 
well. He opened it, felt for the bottom shelf, and, to his 
great joy, found what he looked for. As a thief escapes 
with his booty, the duke rushed into the next room with 
his prey. _ Ten o’clock struck ; the duke thought of his 
hourly visitors, and hid his ladder under a cushion, on 
which he sat down. , Indeed, five minutes had not passed 
before Maugiron appeared in a dressing-gown, with a sword 
in one hand and a light inthe other. As he came in one 
of his friends said to him, ‘‘‘The bear is furious, he was 
breaking everything just: now; take-care he does not 
devour you, Maugiron.” 

Maugiron made his usual paaininabion : he saw a broken, 
window, but thought the duke had done it in his rage, 
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‘* Maugiron !” cried Schomberg, from outside, ‘ are 
you already eaten that you do not speak ? In that case, 
sigh, at least, that we may know and avenge you.” 

The duke trembled with impatience. 
‘* No, no,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ on the contrary, my bear 

is quite conquered.” 
And so saying he went out and locked the door. When 

the key had ceased to turn in the lock the duke mur- 
mured,— 

‘‘Take care, gentlemen, or the duke will be too much 
for you.” 

CHAPTER LII. 

VENTRE ST. GRIS. 

Lert alone, the duke, knowing he had at least an hour 
before him, drew out his ladder and carefully examined 
the fastenings. 

‘«'The ladder is good,” said he, at length, ** and will not 
break.” 
Then he unrolled it all, and counted thirty-eight rounds 

of fifteen inches each. 
‘‘The length is sufficient,” said he, ‘‘ there is nothing 

to fear on that point. Ah! but if it were some of those 
cursed minions who sent me to the ladder ? If I attach it 
to the balcony they will let me do it, and while I am de- 
scending they will cut the cords. But, no ; they could not 
be foolish enough to think I would fly without barricading 
the door, and I should have time to fly before they could 
force it. But what person in the world, except my sister 
herself, could know of a ladder hidden in her dressing- 
room ? What friend of mine can it be ?” 

Sudderily an idea struck him, and he cried, ‘‘ Bussy 1". 
Indeed, Bussy, whom so many ladies adored, Bussy was 

a hero to the Queen of Navarre, and his only true friend— 
was it Bussy ? Everything made him think so. The 
duke, of course, did not know all his motives for being 
angry with him, for he did not know his love for Diana, 
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and believed him to be too noble to think of resentment 
when his master was a prisoner. He approached the win- 
dow again, and fancied he could see in the fog the indis- 
tinct forms of three horses and two men by the river. 
Two men. These must be Bussy and Rémy. He then 
looked through the keyhole, and saw his four guardians ; 
two were asleep, and two had inherited Chicot’s chess- 
board and were playing. He extinguished his light. 

Then he opened his window, and looked over the bal- 
-cony ; the gulf below him looked dreadful in the dark- 
ness, and he drew back. But air and liberty have an at- 
traction so irresistible to a prisoner, that Francois, on 
withdrawing from the window, felt as if he were being 
stifled, and for an instant something like disgust of life 
and indifference to death passed through his mind. He 
fancied he was growing courageous, and, profiting by this 
moment of excitement, he seized the ladder, fixed it to the 
baleony, then barricaded the door as well as he could, and 
returned to the window. The darkness was now great, 
and the first growlings of the storm began to make them- 
selves heard; a great cloud with silver fringes extended 
itself like a recumbent elephant from one side to the other 
of theriver. A flash of lightning broke the immense cloud 
for a moment, and the prince fancied that he saw below 
him in the fosse the same figures he had imagined before. 
A horse neighed ; there was no more doubt—he was waited 
for. 

He shook the ladder to see if it was firm, then he put 
his leg over the balustrade and placed his foot on the first 
step. Nothing can describe the anguish of the prisoner at 
this moment, placed between a frail silk cord on the one 
hand and his brother’s crael menaces on the other. But 
as he stood there he felt the ladder stiffened ; some one 
held it.- Was it afriend or an enemy? Were they open 
arms or armed ones which waited for him ? An irresisti- 
ble terror seized him; he still held the balcony with his 
left hand, and made a movement fo remount, when a very 
slight pull at the ladder came to him like a solicitation. 
He took courage, and tried the second step, The ladder 
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was held as firm as a rock, and he found a steady support for 
his foot. He descended rapidly, almost gliding down, when 
all at once, instead of touching the earth, which he knew 
to be near, he felt himself Apteeed in the arms of a man 
who whispered, ‘‘ You are saved.” Then he was carried 
along the fosse till they came to the end, when another 
man seized him by the collar and drew him up, and after 
having aided his companion in the same way, they ran to 
the river, where stood the horses. The prince knew he 
was at the mercy of his saviours, so he jumped at once on 
a horse, and his companions did the same. The same 
voice now said, ‘‘ Quick!” And they set off at a gallop. 

*< All goes well at present,” thought the prince, ‘let 
us hope it will end so. Thanks, my brave Bussy,” said he 
to his companion on the right, who was entirely covered 
with a large cloak. 

«Quick !” replied the other. 
They arrived thus at the great ditch of the Bastile, 

which they crossed on a bridge improvised by the Leaguers 
the night before. The three cayaliers rode towards 
Charenton, when all at once the man on the right entered 
the forest. of Vincennes, saying only, ‘‘ Come.” The 
prince’s horse neighed, and several others answered from 
the depths of the forest. Francois would have stopped if 
he could, for he feared they were taking him to an ambush, 
but it was too late, and in a few minutes he found himself 
in asmall open space, where eight or ten men on horseback 
were drawn up. 

“‘Oh! oh!” said the prince, ‘‘ what does this mean, 
monsieur ?” - 

‘‘Ventre St. Gris! it means that we are saved.” 
**You! Henri!” cried the duke, stupefied, “‘ you! my 

liberator ? ” 
**Does that astonish you ? Are we not related, Agrippa ?” 

continued he, looking round for his companion, : 
‘* Here I am,” said D’Aubigné. 
«* Are there two fresh horses,’with which we can go a 

dozen leagues without stopping ?” 

«But where are you taking me, my. cousin ?” 
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‘* Where you like, only be quick, for the King of France 
has more horses than I have, and is rich enough to kill a 
dozen if he wishes to catch us.” 

* Really, then, I am free to go where I like ?” 
‘‘ Certainly, I wait your orders.” 
‘* Well, then, to Angers.” 
««To Angers ; so be it, there you are at home.” 

~ But you ?” 
‘7 ! when we are in sight of Angers I shall leave you, 

and rjde on to Navarre, where my good Margot expects 
me, and must be much ennuyée at my absence.” 

‘* But no one knew you were here ? ” 
«*T came to sell three diamonds of my wife’s.” 
<¢ Ah! very well.” 
«« And also to know if this League was really going to 

ruin me.” 
‘¢ You see there is nothing in it.” 
‘¢Thanks to you, no.” 
“‘ How ! thanks to me?” 
‘Certainly. If, instead of refusing to be chief of the 

League, when you knew it was directed against me, you 
had accepted, I was ruined. Therefore, when I heard 
that the king had punished your refusal with imprisonment, 
I swore to release you, and I have done so.” 

‘« Always so simple-minded,” thought Frangois, ‘‘ really, 
it is easy to deceive him.” 
‘Now for Anjou,” thought the king. ‘*Ah! M. de 

Guise, I send you a companion you do not.want.” 

CHAPTER LIII. 

THE FRIENDS. 

WHILE Paris was in this ferment, Madame de Monsorean, 
escorted by her father and two servants, pursued their 
way to Méridor. She began to enjoy her liberty, precious 
to those who have suffered. The azure of the sky, com- 
pared to that which hung always menacingly over the 
black towers of the Bastile, the trees already green, all 
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appeared to her fresh and young, beautiful and new, as if 
she had really come out of the tomb where her father had 
believed her. He, the old baron, had grown young again. 
We will not attempt to describe their long journey, free 
from incidents. Several times the baron said to Diana,— 

**Do not fear, my daughter.” 
«¢ Fear what ?” 
«« Were you not looking if M. de Monsoreau was follow- 

ing us ?” 
‘< Yos, it was true, I did look,” replied she, with a sigh 

and another glance behind. 
At last, on the eighth day, they reached the chateau of 

Méridor, and were received by Madame de St. Luc and 
her husband. Then began for these four people one of 
those existences of which every man has dreamed in read- 
ing Virgil or Theocritus. The baron and St. Lue hunted 
from morning till evening ; you might haye seen troops of 
dogs rushing from the hills in pursuit of some hare or fox, 
and startling Diana and Jeanne, as they sat side by side on 
the moss, under the shade of the trees. 

<* Recount to me,” said Jeanne, ‘‘ all that happened to 
you in the tomb, for you were dead tous. See, the haw- 
thorn is shedding on us its last flowers, and the elders 
send out their perfume. Nota breath in the air, not a 
human being near us ; recount, little sister.” 

‘* What can I say ?” 
‘Tell me, are you happy ? That beautiful eye often 

swimming in tears, the paleness of your cheeks, that 
mouth which tries a smile which it never finishes—Diana, 
you must have many things to tell me.” 

‘* No, nothing.” 
‘‘ You are, then, happy with M. de Monsoreau ?” 
Diana shuddered. 
‘You see!” said Jeanne. 
‘“With M. de Monsoreau! Why did you pronounce 

that name ? why do you evoke that phantom in the midst 
of our woods, our flowers, our happiness ?” 

‘*You told me, I think,” said Jeanne, “‘that M. de 
Bussy showed much interest in you.” 
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Diana reddened, even to her round pretty ears. 
‘* He is a charming creature,” continued Jeanne, kissing 

Diana. 
“It is folly,” said Diana; ‘“‘M. de Bussy thinks no 

more of Diana de Méridor.” 
«That is possible; but I believe he pleases Diana de 

Monsoreau a little.” 
-*£Do not say that.” 
*« Does it displease you ?” 

_ I tell you he thinks no more of me; and he does well 
—oh, I was cowardly.” 

«‘ What do you say ?” 
“‘ Nothing, nothing.” 
‘“‘Now, Diana, do not cry, do not accuse yourself. 

You cowardly! you, my heroine! you were constrained.” 
**T believed it; I saw dangers, gulfs under my feet. 

Now, Jeanne, these dangers seem to me chimerical, these 
gulfs as if a child could cross them. I was cowardly, I 
tell you ; oh, I had no time to reflect.” 

*¢ You speak in enigmas.” 
‘*No,” cried Diana, rising, ‘‘ it was not my fault, it was 

his. The Duc d’Anjou was against him; but when one 
wishes a thing, when one loves, neither prince nor master 
should keep you back. See, Jeanne, if I loved——” 

‘* Be calm, dear friend.” 
**T tell you, we were cowardly.” 
«©*« We!’ of whom do you speak? That ‘we’ is elo- 

quent, my dearest Diana.” 
‘*T mean my father and I; you did not think anything 

else, did you? My father is a nobleman—he might have 
spoken to the king ; I am proud, and do not fear a man 
when I hate him. But he did not love me.” 
“You lie to yourself! you know the contrary, little 

hypocrite !” 
“‘'You may believe in love, Jeanne, you, whom M. de 

St. Luc married in spite of the king ; you, whom he car- 
ried away from Paris ; you, who pay him by your caresses 
for proscription and exile.” 

se ave he thinks himself richly repaid,” 
qT --. 
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‘¢ But I—reflect a little, do not be egotistical—I, whom 
that fiery young man pretended to love—I, who fixed the 
regards of that invincible Bussy, he who fears no one—I 
was alone with him in the cloister of lEgyptienne—we 
were alone; but for Gertrude and Rémy, our accomplices, 
he could have carried me off. At that moment I saw him 
suffering because of me; I saw his eyes languishing, his 
lips pale and parched with fever. If he had asked me to 
die to restore the brightness to his eyes, and the freshness 
to his lips, I should have died. Well, I went away, and 
he never tried to detain me. Wait still. He knew thatI 
was leaving Paris, that I was returning to Méridor; he 
knew that M. de Monsoreau—I blush as I tell it—was 
only my husband in name; he knew that I traveled 
alone ; and along the road, dear Jeanne, I kept turning, 
thinking I heard the gallop of his horse behind us. But 
no, it was only the echo of my own. I tell you he does 
not think of me. I am not worth a journey to Anjou 
while there are so many beautiful women at the court of 
France, whose smiles are worth a hundred confessions 
from the provincial, buried at Méridor. Do you under- 
stand now? Am I forgotten, despised 5 

She had not finished when the foliage of the oak rustled, 
a quantity of mortar and moss fell from the old wall, and 
a man threw himself at the feet of Diana, who uttered an 
affrighted cry. 

Jeanne ran away—she recognized him. 
‘Here Iam!” cried Bussy, kissing the dress of Diana. 
She too recognized him, and, overcome by this unex- 

pected happiness, fell unconscious into the arms of him 
whom she had just accused of indifference. 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 275 

CHAPTER LIV. 

BUSSY AND DIANA. 

~ Farntines from love seldom last any length of time, 
nor are they very dangerous. Diana was not long in 
-opening her eyes, and finding herself supported by Bussy. 

**Oh!” murmured she, “it was shocking, count, to 
surprise us thus.” 

Bussy expected other words, men are so exacting, but 
Diana said no more, and, disengaging herself gently from 
his arms, ran to her friend, who, seeing her faint, had 
returned softly, and stood a little way off. 

“Ts it thus that you receive me, madame ? ” 
“No, M. de Bussy, but——” 
“<Oh! no ‘ but,’ madame,” sighed Bussy, drawing near 

again. 
‘‘ No, no, not on your knees !” 
‘*Oh! let me pray to you an instant, thus!” cried the 

count. ‘I have so longed for this place.” 
<< Yes, but to come to it, you jumped over the wall. 

Not only is it not suitable for a man of your rank, but it 
is very imprudent.” 

** How so ?” 
*<Tf you had been seen ?” 
«Who could have seen me ?” 
*‘Our hunters, who, a quarter of an hour ago, passed 

by this wall.” 
** Do not be uneasy, madame, I hide myself too carefully 

to be seen.” : 
«« Hidden ! really !” said Jeanne, “tell us how, M. de 

Bussy.” 
*< Firstly, if I did not join you on the road, it was not 

my fault, I took one route and you another. You came 
by Rambouillet, and I by Chartres. And then judge if 
your poor Bussy be not in love; I did not dare to join 
you. It wasnot in the presence of your father and your 
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servants that I wished to meet you again, for I did not de- 
sire to compromise you, so I made the journey stage by 
stage, devoured by impatience. At last you arrived. I 
had taken a lodging in the village, and, concealed behind 
the window, I saw you pass.” 

‘‘Oh! mon Dieu! are you then at Angers under your 
own name ?” 

‘‘ For what do you take me? I ama traveling mer- 
chant ; look at my costume, it is of a color much worn 
among drapers and goldsmiths. I have not been re- 
marked.” 

‘* Bussy, the handsome Bussy, two days in a provincial 
town and not remarked ; who would believe that at court ? ” 
said Jeanne. 

‘‘Continue, count,” said Diana, me ; “how do 
you come here from the town ?” 

“*T have two horses of a chosen race ; I leave the village 
on one, stopping to look at all the signa and writings, but 
when out of sight my horse takes toa gallop, which brings 
him the four miles in half an hour. Once in the wood of 
Méridor I ride to the park wall, but it is very long, for 
the park is large. Yesterday I explored this wall for more 
than four hours, climbing up here and there, hoping to 
see you. At last, when I was almost in despair, I saw you 
in the evening returning to the house ; the two great dogs 
of the baron were jumping round you. When you had 
disappeared, I jumped over, and saw the marks on the 
grass where you had been sitting. I fancied you might 
have adopted this place, which is charming, during the 
heat of the sun, so I broke away some branches that I 
might know it again, and sighing, which hurts me dread- 
fully——” 

** From want of habit,” said Jeanne. 
**T do not say no, madame ; well, then, sighing, I re- 

took my way to the town. I was very tired, I had torn 
my dress in climbing trees, but I had seen you, and I was 

happy.” . 
**]t is an admirable recital,” said Jeanne, ‘‘ and you 

have surmounted dreadful obstacles; it is quite heroic ; 
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but in your place I would have preserved my doublet, and 
_ above all, have taken care of my white hands. Look at 
yours, how frightful they are with scratches.” 

‘* Yes, but then I should not have seen her whom I 
came to see.” 

<¢ On the contrary, I should have seen her better than 
-you did.” 

** What would you have done then ?” 
“<I would have gone straight to the Chateau de Méridor. 

~M. le Baron would have pressed me in his arms, Madame 
de Monsoreau would have placed me by her at table, M. 
de St. Luc would have been delighted to see me, and 
his wife also. It was the simplest thing in the world, but 
lovers never think of what is straight before them.” 

Bussy smiled at Diana. ‘‘Oh, no,” he said, ‘‘ that 
would not have done for me.” 

*« Then I no longer understand what good manners are.” 
‘© No,” said Bussy, ‘I could not go to the castle ; M. 

le Baron would watch his daughter.” 
“Good !” said Jeanne, ‘‘ here is a lesson for me,” and 

kissing Diana on the forehead, sheranaway. Diana tried 
to stop her, but Bussy seized her hands, and she let her 
friend go. They remained alone. 

*¢ Have I not done well, madame,” said Bussy, ‘‘ and do 
you not approve ?” 

‘*T do not desire to feign,” said Diana, ‘‘ besides, it 
would be useless ; you know I approve; but here must 
stop my indulgence ; in calling for you as I did just now 
I was mad—I was guilty.” 

“*Mon Dieu! What do you say ?” 
‘« Alas! count, the truth; I have a right to make M. 

de Monsoreau unhappy, to withhold from him my smiles 
and my love, but I have no right to bestow them on an- 
other : for, after all, he is my master.” 

** Now, you will let me speak, will you not ?” 
** Speak ! ” | 
** Well! of all that you have just said, you do not find 

one word in your heart.” 
‘How !” 
\ - .Y s Sele ne: Wee Noamegig 

2 
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‘‘Listen patiently ; you have overwhelmed me with 
sophisms. The commonplaces of morality do not apply 
here ; this man is your master, you say, but did you choose 
him ? No; fate imposed him on you, and you submitted. 
Now, do you mean to suffer all your life the consequences 
of this odious constraint ? I will deliver you from it.” 

Diana tried to speak, but Bussy stopped her. 
‘*Oh! I know what you are going to say; that if I 

provoke M. de Monsoreau and kill him, you will see me no 
more. So be it; I may die of grief, but you will live free 
and happy, and you may render happy some gallant man, 
who in his joy will sometimes bless my name, and cry, 
‘Thanks, Bussy, thanks, for having delivered us from 
that dreadful Monsoreau ;’ and you, yourself, Diana, who 
will not dare to thank me while living, will thank me 
dead.” 

Diana seized his hand. 
“‘You have not yet implored me, Bussy ; you begin 

with menaces.” 
‘* Menace you! oh! could I have such an intention, I, 

who love you so ardently, Diana. I know you love me; 
do not deny it, I know it, for you have avowed it. Here, 
on my knees before you, my hand on my heart, which has 
never lied, either from interest or from fear, I say to you, 
Diana, I love you, for my whole life. Diana, I swear to 
you, that if I die for you, it will be in adoring you. If 
you still say to me, ‘go,’ I will go without a sigh, or 
complaint, from this place where I am so happy, and I 
should say, ‘this woman does not love me, and never will 
love me.’ Then I should go away, and you would see me 
no more, but as my devotion for you is great, my desire 
to see you happy would survive the certainty that I could 
never be happy myself.” 

Bussy said this with so much emotion, and, at the same 
time firmness, that Diana felt sure that he would do all 
he said, and she cried,— 

‘* Thanks, count, for you take from me all remorse by 
your threats.” 

Saying these words, she gave him her hand, which he 
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kissed passionately. Then they heard the light steps of 
Jeanne, accompanied by a warning cough. Instinctively 
the clasped hands parted. Jeanne saw it. 

** Pardon, my good friends, for disturbing you,” said 
she, ‘‘ but we must go in if we do not wish to be sent for. 
M. le Comte, regain, if you please, your excellent horse, 
and let us go to the house. See what you lose by your 
obstinacy, M. de Bussy, a dinner at the chateau, which is 

_ not to be despised by a man who has had a long ride, and 
has been climbing trees, without counting all the amuse- 
ment we could have had, or the glances that might have 
passed. Come, Diana, come away.” 

Bussy looked at the two friends with a smile. Diana 
held out her hand to him. 

‘*Ts that all ?” said he; ‘‘ have you nothing to say ?” 
‘* Till to-morrow,” replied she. 
«Only to-morrow.” 
*« To-morrow, and always.” 
Bussy uttered a joyful exclamation, pressed his lips to 

her hand, and ran off. Diana watched him till he was out 
of sight. 

** Now!” said Jeanne, when he had disappeared, “ will 
you talk to me & little ?” 
“Oh! yes 

“Well! to-mor row I shall go to the chase with St. Luc 
and your father.” 

«* What, you will leave me alone at the chateau !” 
‘* Listen, dear friend; I also have my principles, and 

there are certain things that I cannot consent to do.” 
**Oh, Jeanne!” cried Diana, growing pale, “‘ can you 

say such things to me?” 
** Yes, I cannot continue thus.” 
*‘T thought you loved me, Jeanne. What cannot you 

continue ?” 
** Continue to prevent two poor lovers from talking to 

each other at their ease.” Diana seized in her arms the 
laughing young woman. 

** Listen !” said Jeanne, ‘‘ there are the hunters calling 
us, and poor St. Luc is impatient.” 
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CHAPTER LY. 

HOW BUSSY WAS OFFERED THREE HUNDRED PISTOLES FOR 

HIS HORSE, AND PARTED WITH HIM FOR NOTHING. 

THE next day, Bussy left Angers before the most wakeful 
bourgeois had had their breakfast. He flew along the road, 
and Diana, mounted on a terrace in front of the castle, 
saw him coming, and went to meet him. The sun had 
scarcely risen over the great oaks, and the grass was still wet 
with dew, when she heard from afar, as she went along, 
the horn of St. Luc, which Jeanne incited him to sound. 
She arrived at the meeting-place just as Bussy appeared 
on the wall. ‘The day passed like an hour. What had 
they to say? That they loved each other. What had they 
to wish for ? They were together. 

‘* Diana,” said Bussy at length, ‘‘it seems to me as 
though my life had begun only to-day. You have shown 
me what it is to live.” 

‘** And I,” replied she, ‘* who not long ago would have 
willingly thrown myself into the arms of death, would now 
tremble to die and lose your love. But why do you not 
come to the castle ? My father would be glad to see you, 
and M. de St. Luc is your friend.” 

‘** Alas, Diana, if I came once, I should be always there ; 
all the province would know it, and if it came to the ears 
of that ogre, your husband, he would hasten here. You 
forbid me to deliver you from him——” 

“*Oh, yes!” 
‘‘ Well, then, for the safety of our happiness, we must 

guard our secret. Madame de St. Luc knows it, and her 
husband soon will. I have written him aline this morning, 
asking him for an interview at Angers, and when he comes 
I will make him promise never to breathe a word of this. 
It is the more important, dear Diana, as doubtless they are 
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seeking me everywhere. Things looked grave when I left 
Paris.” 

** You are right ; and then my father is so scrupulous 
that, in spite of his love for me, he is capable of denouncing 
me to M. de Monsorean.” 

“Let us hide ourselves well, then; I fear some evil 
 gpirit, jealous of our happiness.” 

** Say adieu to me, then ; and do not ride so fast—your 
_ horse frightens me.” 

‘‘ Fear nothing ; he knows the way, and is the gentlest 
and safest horse I ever rode. When I return to the city, 
buried in sweet thoughts, he takes the way without my 
touching the bridle.” 

At last the sound of the returning chase was heard, the 
horns playing an air agreed upon with Jeanne, and Bussy 
left. As he approached the city, he remarked that the 
time was approaching when the gates of the city would be 
closed. He was preparing to ride on quickly, when he 
heard behind him the gallop of horses. For a lover who 
wishes to remain concealed, as for a robber, everything 
seems a menace. Bussy asked himself whether he should 
ride on or draw up and let them pass, but their course was 
so rapid that they were up to him ina moment. There 
were two. 

‘* Here is the city,” said one, with a Gascon accent ; 
‘‘three hundred more blows with the whip, and one hun- 
dred with the spur; courage and vigor !” 

‘<The beast has no more breath—he shivers and totters ; 
he will not go on; and yet I would give a hundred horses 
to be in my city before nightfall.” 

‘It is some Angers man out late,” thought Bussy. 
** But look, the horse is falling ; take care, monsieur,” 
cried he ; ‘‘ quit your horse—he is about to fall.” 

Indeed, as he spoke the animal fell heavily on his side, 
shook his legs conyulsively, then suddenly his breath 
stopped, his eyes grew dim, and he was dead. 

** Monsieur !” cried the cavalier to Bussy, ‘‘ three hun- 
dred pistoles for your horse ! ” 

* Ah, mon Dieu!” cried Bussy, drawing near. 

3 
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‘*Do you hear me, monsicur? I am in haste.” 
“‘Ah! my prince, take it for nothing,” cried Bussy, 

who had recognized the Duc d’Anjou. 
At the same moment they heard the click of a pistol, 

which was cocked by the duke’s companion. 
“Stop, M. d’Aubigné,” cried the duke, “it is Bussy, I 

believe.” 
**Oh! yes, my prince, itis I. But what, in Heaven’s 

name are you doing, killing horses on the road at this 
hour ?” 

**Ah! is it M. de Bussy ?” said D’Aubigné, ‘then you 
do not want me any more. Permit me to return to him 
who sent me ?” 
‘Not without receiving my sincere thanks and the 

promise of a lasting friendship.” 
“«T accept it, monseigneur, and will recall your words 

to you some day.” 
‘“*M. D’Aubigné! I am in the clouds,” murmured 

Bussy. 
‘* Did you not know ? As you are here, did you not ex- 

pect me ?” said the prince, with an air of suspicion which 
did not escape Bussy, who began to reflect that his secret 
residence in Anjou might seem very strange to the prince. 

‘‘T did better than expect you,” said Bussy, ‘‘ and as 
you wish to enter the town before the gates are closed, 
jump into the saddle, monseigneur.” 

The prince accepted, and Bussy mounted behind him, 
asking himself if this prince, dressed in black, were not 
the evil spirit sent already to disturb his happiness. 
‘Where do we go now, monseigneur ?” said he, as they 

entered the city. 
“‘To the castle. Let them hoist my banner and conyoke 

the nobility of the district.” 
** Nothing more easy,” said Bussy, full of surprise, but 

willing to be docile. The news was soon spread through 
the city that the duke had arrived, and a crowd soon col- 
lected. 

«Gentlemen !” cried the duke, “‘I have come to throw 
myself into my good city of Angers. At Paris the most 
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terrible dangers have menaced my life—I had lost even 
my liberty. I succeeded in escaping, thanks to some good 
friends, and now I am here I feel my tranquillity and my 
life assured.” 

The people cried, ‘‘ Long live our seigneur.” 
«< Now let me sup,” said the prince, *‘ I have had noth- 

ing since the morning.” 
The city was illuminated, guns were fired, the bells of 

_ the cathedral were rung, and the wind carried to Méridor 
the noisy joy of the good Angevins. 

CHAPTER LVI. 

THE DIPLOMACY OF THE DUC D’ANJOU. 

WHEN the duke and Bussy were left alons, the duke 
said, “‘ Let us talk.” 

Frangois, who was very quick, had perceived that Bussy 
had made more advances to him than usual, therefore he 
judged that he was in some embarrassing situation, and 
that he might, by a little address, get an advantage over 
him. But Bussy had had time to prepare himself, and 
he was quite ready. 

<* Yes, let us talk, monseigneur,” replied he. 
‘** The last day I saw you, my poor Bussy, you were very 

ill.” 
“Tt is true, monseigneur, I was very ill, and it was 

almost a miracle that saved me.” 
‘* There was near you a doctor very devoted to you, for 

he growled at every one who approached you.” 
‘True, prince, Rémy loves me.” 
“‘ He kept you rigorously to your bed, did he not ?” 
**At which I was in a great rage, as your highness 

might have seen.” 
“ But, if that were the case, why did you not send the 

doctor to the devil, and come out with me as! I begged 
youtodo? But as it was a grave affair, you were afraid 
to compromise yourself.” 

‘*Did you say I was afraid ?” 
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“*T did say so.” . 
‘* Well, then, it was a lie!” said Bussy, jumping up 

from his chair ; ‘‘ you lied to yourself, monseigneur, for 
you do not believe a single word of what you say. There 
are twenty scars on my body, which prove the contrary. 
I never knew fear, and, ma foi, I know people who cannot 
say the same.” 

‘‘You have always unanswerable arguments, M. de 
Bussy,” cried the duke, turning very pale; ‘‘ when you 
are accused, you cry louder than your accuser, and then 
you think you are right.” 
‘Oh! I am not always right, I know well, but I know 

on what occasions I am wrong.” 
«¢ And what are they ? ” 
‘* When I serve ungrateful people.” 
‘* Really, monsieur, I think you forget yourself,” said 

the duke, with some dignity. Bussy moved towards the 
door, but the prince stopped him. 

“‘Do you deny, monsieur,” said he, “that after refus- 
ing to go out with me, you went out immediately after ?” 

«‘T deny nothing, monseigneur, but I will not be forced 
to confession.” 

«Tell me why you would not go out with me.” 
«*T had business.” 
«* At home ?” 
‘* Or elsewhere.” 
“IT thought that when a gentleman was in the service 

of a prince, his principal business was that of the prince.” 
‘*And who does your business generally, monseigneur, 

if not 1?” 
“IT do not say no; generally I find you faithful and 

devoted, and, I will say more, I excuse your bad humor.” 
«You are very good.” 
‘** Yes, for you had some reason to be angry.” 
«* Ah! you confess it.” 
«Yes, I promised you the disgrace of M. de Monsoreau. 

It seems you hate him very much.” 
“‘T! not atall. I find him very ugly, and should have 

liked him away from court, not to have had to look at 
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him. It seems, however, that you admire him, and there 
is no accounting for tastes.” 

** Well, then, as that was your sole excuse, you were 
doubly wrong to refuse to accompany me, and then to go 
out after, and commit follies.” 

** Follies ! what did I do ?” 
__ Doubtless, you do not like MM. d’Epernon and 
Schomberg, neither do I, but one must have some pru- 
dence. Kill them, and I should be grateful to you, but 

donot exasperate them.” 
* What did I do to them ?” 
‘¢ Why, you had D’Epernon stoned.” 
e717 

«© Yes, so that his clothes were torn to pieces.” 
“Good! and what about M. Schomberg ?” 
“You will not deny that you had him dyed indigo 

color? When I saw him three hours after, he was still 
bright blue. Do you call that a joke?” And the prince 
laughed in spite of himself, and Bussy joined him. 

“* Then,” said he, “‘ they think it was I who played them 
these tricks !” 

“«¢ Perhaps it was I.” 
«* And you have the conscience to reproach a man who 

had such fine ideas.” 
‘Well, I pardon you. But I have another complaint to 

make. What did you do to deliver me from my unlucky 
situation ?” 

*< You see, I came to Anjou.” 

«Tt seems to me that you would have beer more useful 
nearer.” 
“Ah! there we differ; I preferred pone to Anjou.” 
“« Your caprice is a bad reason.’ 
** But, if I came to gather your partisans | 2” 
“ Ah! that is different. What have you done ?” 
‘¢ T will explain that to you to-morrow ; at pres’ “t I ™us* 

leave you.” 
«Why !” 
«*T have to see an important person.” 
«Oh, very well; but be prudent.” 
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** Prudent ! are we not the strongest here ?” 
**« Never mind, risk nothing. Have youdone much ?” 
‘*T have only ‘been here two days.” 
«‘But you keep yourself concealed, I hope.” 
‘*T should think so. Look at my dress; am I in the 

habit of wearing cinnamon-colored clothes ?” 
‘¢ And where are you lodging ?” 
‘Ah! Thope you will appreciate my devotion ; ina tum- 

ble-down old house, near the ramparts. But you, my prince, 
how did you get out of the Louvre ? How was it that I 
found you on the road, with M. a tay for a compan- 
ion ?” 

‘* Because I have friends.” 
** You ! friends !” 
“Yes, friends that you do not know.” 

| ‘ Well, and who are they ?” 
‘*The King of Navarre and D’Aubigné, whom you saw.” 
‘‘The King of Navarre ! Ah! true, did you not conspire 

together ?” 
**T never conspired, M. de Bussy.” 
*“No; ask poor La Mole and Coconnas.” 
** La Mole,” said the prince, gloomily, “‘ died for another 

crime than the one alleged against him.” 
‘Well, never mind him. How the devil did you get out 

of the Louvre ? ” 
‘Through the window.” 
*¢ Which window ?” 
«That of my bedroom.” 
**Then you knew of the rope-ladder ?” 
“* What rope-ladder ? ” 
**In the cupboard.” 
** Ah! it seems you knew it,” cried the prince, turning 

ale. 
me Oh! your highness knows I have sometimes had the 
happiness of entering that room.” 

“In the time of my sister Margot. Then you came in by 
the window ?” 

«*As you came out. All that astonishes me is, that you 
knew of the ladder.” 
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**Tt was not I who found it.” 
** Who then ?” 
«<1 was told of it.” 
*¢ By whom ?” 
«* By the King of Navarre.” 
«“ Ah! the King of Navarre knew of it ; I should not have 

thought so. However, now you are here safe and sound, 
we will put Anjou in flames, and Béarn and Angoumois will 
catch the light, so we shall have a fine blaze.” 

“ But did you not speak of a rendezvous ?” 
<¢ Tt is true ; the interest of the conversation was making 

me forget. Adieu, monseigneur.” 
**Do you take your horse ?” 
«Tf it will be useful to you, monseigneur, you may keep 

it, I have another.” 
“Well ! I accept ; we will settle that later.” 
The duke gave Bussy his hand, and they separated. 

CHAPTER LVII. 

THE IDEAS OF THE DUC D’ANJOU. 

Bussy returned home, but instead of St. Luc, whom 
he expected, he found only a letter fixing their meeting 
for the next day. About six in the morning St. Luc 
started, and rode straight to Bussy’s house. 

** Accept the hospitality of my poor hut, St. Luc,” said 
Bussy, “‘ 1 am encamped here.” 

“* Yes, like a conqueror on the field of battle.” 
‘What do you mean ?” 
<‘T mean, dear Bussy, that my wife has no secrets from 

me, and has told me all. Receive my compliments, but, 
since you have sent for me, permit me to give you a piece 
of advice.” 

~ Well.” 
** Get rid as soon as possible of that abominable Monso- 

reau ; no one at the court knows of your love for his wife, 
so when you marry the widow, no one will say you killed 
him on purpose,” 



288 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

‘‘There is but one obstacle to this project, which pre- 
sented itself to my mind, as to yours.’ 

<¢ What is it ?” 
‘That I have sworn to Diana to respect the life of her 

husband, as long as he does not attack me.” 
«‘ You were very wrong.” 
“Why so?” 
‘* Because if you do not take the initiative, he will dis- 

cover you, and will kill you.” 
‘IT cannot break my oath to Diana. Besides, he who 

is now a monster in all eyes, would be thought an angel 
in his tomb.” 

‘Therefore I do not advise you to kill him yourself.” 
“© Oh, St. Luc, no assassins.” 
“* Who spoke of assassins ?” 
“Of what then ?” 
*‘ Nothing ; an idea passed through my mind; I will 

tell you what it was at another time. Ido not love this 
Monsoreau much more than you, although I have not the 
same reason to detest him, so let us speak of the wife 
instead of the husband.” 

Bussy smiled. ‘‘ You areacapital companion, St Luc,” 
said he, “‘and you may count on my friendship. Now my 
friendship consists of three things, my purse, my sword, 
and my life. Now, what about Diana ?” 

**T wished to ask if you were not coming to Méridor.” 
‘My dear friend, I thank you, but you know my 

scruples.” 
‘¢T know all. At Méridor you fear to meet Monsoreau, 

although he is eighty leagues off; fear to have to shake 
his hand, and it is hard to shake the hand of the man 
you wish to strangle; you fear to see him embrace 
Diana, and it is hard to see that of the woman you 
love.” 

‘© Ah! how well you understand!” cried Bussy, with 
rage; ‘‘ but, my dear friend, did you not hear last night 
the noise of bells and guns ?” 

‘Yes ; and we wondered what it meant.” 
“it meant that the Duc d’Anjou arrived last night,” 
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St. Luc jumped up. ‘The duke here! We heard he 
Was imprisoned at the Louvre.” 
«That is just why he is now at Angers. He managed 

to escape through a window, and came here.” 
“Well ?” 
** Well, here isan excellent opportunity to revenge your- 

- self for the king’s persecutions. The prince has already a 
party, he will soon have troops, and we shall have some- 

_ thing like a little civil war.” 
“Oh! oh!” 
<* And I reckoned on you to help us.” 
‘* Against the king ?” said St. Luc, with sudden cold- 

ness. 
** Not precisely against the king, but against those who 

fight against us.’ 
** My dear Bussy, I came here for country air, not to 

fight against his majesty.” 
«« But let me present you to monseigneur.” 
** Useless, my dear Bussy, I do not like Angers.” 
«* My dear St. Luc, you will do mea great service by 

consenting ; the duke asked me what I came here for, 
and, not being able to tell because of his own passion for 
Diana, I said that I had come to draw to his cause all the 
gentlemen in the Canton; I even told him I had a rendez- 
vous with one this morning.” 

** Well! tell him you have seen the gentleman, and that 
he asks six months to consider. Listen, I willalways help 
you to defend Diana, you shall help me to defend my, 
wife. We will make a treaty for love, but not for poli-» 
tics.” 

“*T see, I must yield: to you, St. Luc, for you have the 
advantage over me. JI want you, and you do not want 
me.” 

**On the contrary, it is I who claim your protection.” 
** How so ?” 
‘* Suppose the rebels besiege and sack Méridor.” 
The two friends laughed ; then, as the duke had sent to 

inquire for Bussy, they separated with renewed promises 
of friendship, and charmed with each other, 

9 : er tae 
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Bussy went to the ducal palace, where already all the 
nobility of the provinces were arriving. He hastened to 
arrange an official reception, a repast and speeches, and 
having thus cut out some hours’ occupation for the prince, 
mounted his other horse, and galloped to Méridor. The 
duke made some good speeches, and produced a great 
effect, giving himself out for a prince persecuted by the 
king on account of the love of the Parisians for him. 
When Bussy returned, it was four in the afternoon ; he 
dismounted, and presented himself to the dukeall covered 
with dust. 

‘‘Ah! my brave Bussy, you have been at work ?” 
<* You see, monseigneur.” 
«* You are very hot.” 
‘*T have ridden fast.” 
*<'Take care not to get ill again.” 
«‘ There is no danger.” 
‘* Whence do you come ?” 
‘‘ From the environs. Is your highness content ? have 

you had a numerous assemblage ?” 
‘‘ Yes, I am pretty well satisfied, but I missed some 

one.” 
“* Who ?” 
“< Your protégé, the Baron de Méridor.” 
Bussy changed color. 
‘© And yet we must not neglect him, 

duke, ‘‘ he is influential here.” 
<‘ You think so ?” 
‘*T am sure of it. He was the correspondent of the 

League at Angers, chosen by M. de Guise, and the Guises 
choose their men well. He must come, Bussy.” 

- But if he does not come ?” 
‘¢T will go to him.” 
**To Méridor ?” 
‘Why not ?” 
‘‘Oh, why not, certainly,” cried Bussy, with flashing 

eyes, ‘‘ a prince may do anything.” 
‘Then you think he is still angry with me ?” 
‘* How should I know ?” 

” continued the 

/ 
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** You have not seen him ?” 
“*No.” 
** As one of the great men of the province, I thought——” 
“<1 was not sufficiently fortunate in the former promises 

I made him to be in a hurry to present myself to him.” 
“Has he not attained his object ?” 
“* How so ?” 
** He wanted his daughter to marry the count, and she 

. has done so.” 
Bussy turned his back on the duke, who, at the same 

moment, moved towards another gentleman who entered 
the room. Bussy began to reflect on what the duke’s pro- 
jects were with regard to the baron—whether they were 
purely political, or whether he was still seeking to approach 
Diana ; but he imagined that, embroiled with his brother, 
banished from the Louvre, and the chief of a provincial 
insurrection, he had sufficiently grave interests at stake 
to outweigh his love fancies. He passed the night ban- 
queting with the duke and the Angevin gentlemen, then 
in dancing with the Angevin ladies. It is needless to say 
that he was the admiration of the latter, and the hatred 
of the husbands, several of whom looked at him in a way 
which did not please him, so that, curling his mus- 
tachios, he invited three or four of them to take a walk 
with him by moonlight ; but his reputation had preceded 
him, and they all declined. 

At the door Bussy founda liuughing face waiting for 
him, which he believed to be eighty leagues off. 

«© Ah,” cried he joyfully, “it is you, Rémy.” 
-: Yes, mounsieur.” 
**] was going to write to you to join me.” 
“* Really ! ” 
«*On my word.” 
** That is capital ; I was afraid you would scold me.” 
«* For what ? ” 
**For coming without leave. ButI heard that Mon- 

sieur le Duc d’Anjou had escaped, and had fled here. I 
' knew you were here also, and I thought there might be 
civil war, and many holes made in skins, so I came.” 



292 CHICOT, THE JESTER, 

«© You did well, Rémy ; I wanted you.” 
‘‘ How is Gertrude, monsieur ? ” 
‘¢T will ask Diana the first time I see her.” 
*¢ And, in return, every time I see her I will ask for news 

of Madame de Monsoreau.” 
«You are charming.” 
Meanwhile they had reached Bussy’s lodging, 
‘Here is my palace ; you must lodge as you can.” 
‘* It will not be difficult ; I could sleep standing, I am 

so tired.” 
. Bussy rose early the next morning, and went to the ducal 
palace, leaving word for Rémy to follow him. The duke 
had prepared a list of important things to be done : firstly, 
a walk round the walls to examine the fortifications ; sec- 
ondly, a review of the inhabitants and their arms ; thirdly, 
a visit to the arsenal ; fourthly, correspondence. 

**Ah!” cried the duke, ‘‘ you already !” 
‘‘Ma foi! yes, monseigneur ; I could not sleep, your 

highness’s interests were so much on my mind. What 
shakt we do this morning ? Shall we hunt ?” 

‘‘How!” said the duke, ‘‘you pretend to have been 
thinking all night of my interests, and the result of so 
much meditation is to propose to me a hunt!” 

** True,” said Bussy ; ‘‘ besides, we have no hounds.” 
«¢ And no chief huntsman.” 
** Ah, ma foi! the chase would be more agreeable with- 

out him.” 
«¢ Ah, I am not like you—I want him ; he would have 

been very useful to us here.” 
** How so ?” 
«‘ He has property here.” 
eu 
“* He or his wife.” 
Bussy bit his lips. 
‘* Méridor is only three leagues off, you know that,” con- 

tinued the duke, ‘‘you, who brought the old baron to me.” 
‘Dame! I brought him because he hung on to my 

cloak. However, my protection did not do him much 
good.” 

‘i a 



CHICOT, THE JESTER, 2938 

«‘ Listen,” said the duke, ‘‘ I have an idea.” 
*‘Diable!” said Bussy, who was always suspicious of 

the duke’s ideas. 
** Yes; it is that, if Monsoreau had the advantage over 

you at first, you shall have it now.” 
** What do you mean ?” 

~ “Tt is very simple ; you know me, Bussy ?” 
**T have that misfortune.” 
£* Think you I am the man to submit to an affront with 

impunity ?” 
‘¢ Explain yourself, monseigneur.” 
** Well, he stole the young girl I loved to make her his 

wife ; now I will steal his wife ! ” 
Bussy tried to smile, but made a grimace instead. 

** Steal his wife !” stammered he. 
** Nothing more easy, she is here, and you told me she 

hated her husband ; therefore, without too much vanity, I 
may flatter myself ‘she will give me the preference, if I 
promise her——” 

‘* What, monseigneur ? ” 
‘© To get rid of her husband for her.” 
** You will do that ?” 
«© You shall see. Meanwhile I will pay a visit to Mé- 

ridor.” 
** You will dare ?” 
‘¢ Why not ?” 
«* You will present yourself before the old baron, whom 

you abandoned after promising me——” 
**T have an excellent excuse to give him.” 
‘* Where the devil will you find it ?” 
«Oh ! I will say to him, I did not break this marriage, 

because Monsoreau, who knew that you were one of the 
principal agents to the League, threatened to denounce 
you to the king.” 

** Has your highness invented that ?” 
** Not entirely.” 
‘¢ Then I understand.” 
«Yes, I shall make him believe that by marrying his 

daughter I sayed his life.” 
e. 
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“Tt is superb.” 
‘* Well ! order the horses, and we will go to Méridor.” 
<‘Immediately, monseigneur.” Bussy then went to the 

door, but turned back and said, ‘ dow many horses will 
your highness have ?” 

*¢ Oh, four or five, what you like.” 
‘* Tf you leave it to me, I shall take a hundred.” 
‘* What for ?” cried the prince, surprised. 
**To have at least twenty-five I can rely on in case of 

attack.” 
* Attack !” 
‘¢ Yes, I have heard that there are thick woods in that 

neighborhood, and it would not surprise me if we fell into 
some ambush.” 

** Ah, do you think so?” 
‘‘Monseigneur knows that true courage does not ex- 

clude prudence ; I will order one hundred and fifty.” 
And he moved towards the door. 

‘*A moment,” said the prince. ‘* Do you think I am in 
safety at Angers ?” 

‘‘Why, the town is not very strong, but well de- 
fended——” 

“Yes, but it may be badly defended ; however brave 
you are, you can be but in one place at a time.” 

“ Trne.” 
“Then if I am not in safety here—and I am not if 

Bussy doubts “ 
«‘T did not say I doubted.” 
“Tf 1 am not safe, I had better make myself so. I will 

go to the castle and entrench myself,” 
«* You are right, monseigneur.” 
«* And then another idea.” 
*‘The morning is fruitful.” 
‘TT will make the Méridors come here.” 
‘© Monseigneur, you are grand to-day. Now let us visit 

the castle.” 
Bussy went out while the prince was getting ready, and 

found Rémy waiting. He wrote hastily a little note, 
picked a bunch of roses from the conservatory, rolled the 
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note round the stems, went to the stable, brought out his 
horse, and, putting Rémy on it, and giving him the bou- 
quet, led him out of the city. 

*< Now,” said he, “‘let Roland go; at the end of this 
road you will find the forest, in the forest a park, round 
the park a wall, and at that part of the wall where Roland 
stops, throw over this bouquet.” 

**He whom you expect does not come,” said the note, 
- £* Because he who was not expected has come, and is more 
menacing than ever, for he loves still. Take with the 
lips and the heart all that is invisible to the eyes in this 
paper.” 

In half an hour Rémy reached his destination, carried 
by his horse, and threw over the bouquet ; a little ery from 
the other side told him it had been received. Then Rémy 
returned, in spite of his horse, which seemed much put 
out at losing its accustomed repast on the acorns. Rémy 
joined Bussy as he was exploring a cave with the prince. 

“* Well,” said he to his messenger, ‘what did you hear 
or see ?” 

*‘A wall, a cry, seven leagues,” replied Rémy lacon- 
ically. 

CHAPTER LVIII. 

A FLIGHT OF ANGEVINS. 

Bussy contrived to occupy the duke so well with his 
preparations for war during two days, that he found no 
time to think of Méridor, and from time to time, under 
pretext of examining the onter fortifications, jumped on 
Roland, and arrived at a certain wall, which he got over 
all the more quickly because each time he made some 
stone fall, and was, in fact, gradually making a breach. 

Towards the end of the third day, as an enormous con- 
voy of provisions was entering the city, the produce of a tax 
levied by the duke on his good Angevins, as M. d’Anjou, 
to make himself popular, was tasting the black bread and 
salt fish of the soldiers, they heard a great noise at one 
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of the gates of the city, where a man, mounted on a 
white horse, had presented himself. Now Bussy had had 
himself named Captain-General of Anjou, and had es- 
tablished the most severe discipline in Angers; no one 
could go out of or enter the town without a password ; all 
which had no other aim than to prevent the duke from 
sending a messenger to Méridor without his knowledge. 

The man on the white horse had arrived at a furious 
gallop, and had attempted to enter, but had been stopped. 

‘‘Tam Antragues,” said he, ‘‘and desire to speak to 
the Duc d’Anjou.” 

‘“‘Wedo not know Antragues,” they replied, “ but as 
for seeing the duke, you shall be satisfied, for we shall 
arrest you, and conduct you to him.” 

‘*You are a nice fellow, truly, to talk of arresting 
Charles Balzac d’Antragues, Baron de Cuneo, and Comte 
de Grayville.” 

*« We will do so, however,” replied the bourgeois, who 
had twenty men behind him. 

‘¢ Wait a little, my good friends. You do not know the 
Parisians. Well, I will show you a specimen of what they 
can do.” 

‘** Let us arrest him!” cried the furious militia. 
‘* Softly, my little lambs of Anjou ; it is I who will have 

that pleasure.” 
‘What does he say ?” asked the bourgeois. 
‘* He says that his horse has only gone ten leagues, and 

will ride over you all.” And drawing his sword and 
swinging it furiously round, he cut off in his passage the 
blades of the nearest halberts, and in less than ten minutes 
fifteen or twenty of them were changed into broom- 
handles. 

‘* Ah! this is very amusing!” cried he, laughing, and 
as he spoke stunning one of the bourgeois with a blow 
on the head with the flat of his sword. However, as more 
and more bourgeois crowded to the attack, and Antragues 
began to feel tired, he said, ‘‘ Well, you are as brave as 

lions ; I will bear witness to it ; but, you see, you have 
nothing left but the handles of your halberts, and you do 

te 
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not know how to load your muskets. I had resolved to 
enter the city, but I did not know it was guarded by an 
army of Cesars. I renounce my victory over you. Good 
evening, | am going away; only tell the prince that I 
came here expressly to see him.” 
However, the captain had managed to communicate the 

fire to the match of his musket, but just as he was raising 
it to his shoulder, Antragues gave him such a furious blow 
upon the fingers that he dropped it. 

** Kill him! kill him!” cried several voices, ‘‘ do not 
let him escape !” 

© Ah!” said Antragues, ‘‘ just now you would not let 
me come in, now you will not let me go out. Take care, 
that will change my tactics, and instead of the flat of my 
sword, I will use the point—instead of cutting the halberts, 
I will cut the wrists. Now, will you let me go ?” 

‘No, no, he is tired, kill him !” 
Well, then, take care of your hands 
Scarcely had he spoken when another cavalier ap- 

peared, riding furiously also, and who cried out as he 
approached : 

“¢ Antragues, what are you doing among all these bour- 
geois ? ” 

“‘ Livarot!” cried Antragues. ‘‘ Mon Dieu, you are 
welcome ; Montjoie and St. Denis, to the rescue ! ” 

“‘T heard four hours ago that you were before me, and 
I have been trying to catch you. But what is the matter ; 
do they want to massacre you ?” 

“Yes, they will neither let me in nor out.” 
‘** Gentlemen !” said Livarot, ‘‘ will you please to step 

either to the right or left, and let us pass.” 
*¢ They insult us! kill them!” cried the people. 
“Oh! this is Angers’ manners!” said Livarot, drawing 

his sword. 
**Yes, you see; unluckily, there are so many of 

them.” 
‘* Tf there were but three of us!” 
‘** And here is Ribeirac coming.” 
**Do you hear him ?” 

} 
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‘“‘T see him. Here, Ribeirac!” 
** Are you fighting ? ” cried Ribeirac. 
“Good morning, Livarot ; good morning, Antragues.” 
‘* Let us charge them,” said Antragues. 
The bourgeois looked in stupefaction at this reinforce. 

ment that was about to join the attacking party. 
“They are a regiment,” said the captain of the mili- 

tia. 
‘¢ This is only the advanced guard,” cried another. 
‘* We are fathers of families, and our lives belong to our 

children,” said others, and they all tried to fly, fighting 
with each other to get out of the way. 

At this stage of the affair Bussy and the prince arrived, 
followed by twenty eavaliers, to ascertain the cause of the 
tumult. They were told that it was three incarnate 
devils from Paris who were making all the disturbance. 

<‘'Three men, Bussy ; see who they are.” 
Bussy raised himself in his stirrups, and his quick eye 

soon recognized Livarot. 
‘‘Mort de ma vie, monseigneur,” cried he, ‘‘ they are 

our friends from Paris who are besieging us.” 
‘“No!” cried Livarot, ‘‘on the contrary, it is these 

people who are killing us.” 
‘* Down with your arms, knaves,” cried the duke, ‘* these 

are. friends.” 
«‘ Friends!” cried the bourgeois, ‘‘ then they should 

have had the password ; for we have been treating them 
like Pagans and they us like Turks.” 

Livarot, Antragues, and Ribeirac advanced in triumph 
te kiss the duke’s hand. 

‘* Monseigneur,” said Bussy, ‘‘ how many militia do-you 
think there were here ?” 

‘< At least one hundred and fifty.” 
‘*You have not very famous soldiers, since three mer 

beat them.” 
‘True, but I shall have the three men who did beat 

them,” 
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CHAPTER LIX. 

ROLAND. 

THANKs to the reinforcement which had arrived, M. le 
Duc d’Anjou could go where he pleased ; he explored the 
ramparts of the surrounding country and castles. The 

“Angevin gentlemen found liberty and amusement at the 
court of the duke, and the three friends were soon intimate 
with many of these nobles, especially those who had pretty 
wives. The general joy was at its height when twenty- 
two riding horses, thirty carriage horses, and forty mules, 
together with litters, carriages and wagons, arrived at 
Angers, all the property of theduke. We mustallow that 
the saddles were not paid for, and that the coffers were 
empty, but still it made a magnificent effect. The duke’s 
reputation for wealth was henceforward solidly established, 
and all the province remained convinced that he was rich 
enough to war against all Europe if need were, therefore 
they did not grudge the new tax which the prince imposed 
upon them. People never mind giving or lending to rich 
people, only to poor ones; therefore the worthy prince 
lived like a patriarch on all the fat of the land. Numer- 
ous cavaliers arrived to offer to him their adhesions, or 
their offers of service. One afternoon, however, about 
four o’clock, M. de Monsoreau arrived on horseback at the 
gates of Angers. He had ridden eighteen leagues that 
day ; therefore his spurs were red, and his horse covered 
with foam, and half dead. They no longer made diffi- 
culties about letting strangers enter, therefore M. de Mon- 
soreau went straight through the city to the palace, and 
asked for the duke. 

‘** He is out reconnoitering,” repiied the sentinel. 
‘Where ?” 
<*T do not know.” 
‘«Diable ! What I have to say to him is very pressing.” 
** First put your horse in the stable, or he will fall,”. 
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‘* The advice is good ; where are the stables ? ” 
** As he spoke a man approached and asked for his name. 

M. de Monsoreau gave it. The major-domo (for it was 
he) bowed respectfully, for the chief huntsman’s name 
was well known in Anjou. 

‘* Monsieur,” said he, ‘‘ please to enter and take some 
repose. Monseigneur has not been out more than ten 
minutes, and will not be back till eight o’clock.”  ~ 

‘« Kight o’clock ! I cannot wait so long; I am the bearer 
of news which cannot be too soon known to his highness. 
Can I not have a horse and a guide ?” 

«‘There are plenty of horses, but a guideis a different 
thing, for his highness did not say where he was going.” 

‘‘ Well, I will take a fresh horse, and try to discover 
him.” 

‘* Probably you will hear where he has passed, monsieur.” 
“Do they ride fast ?” 
**Oh no.” 
«Well, get me a horse then.” 
‘* Will monsieur come into the stables and choose one ? 

they all belong to the duke.” Monsoreau entered. Ten 
or twelve fine horses, quite fresh, were feeding from the 
manger, which was filled with grain. 

Monsoreau looked over them, and then said, “‘I will 
take this bay.” . 

“* Roland ?” 
‘*Ts that his name ?” 
‘‘ Yes, and it is his highness’s favorite horse. M. de 

Bussy gave him to the duke, and it is quite a chance that 
it is here to-day.” 

Ronald was soon saddled, and Monsoreau rode out of 
. the stable. 

‘*In which direction did they start ? ” asked he. 
The man pvinted it out. , 
‘¢ Ma foi!” said Monsoreau, ‘‘ the horse seems to know — 

the way.” . 
Indeed, the animal set off without being urged, and 

went deliberately out of the city, took a short cut to the 
gate, and then began to accelerate his pace: Monsoreau 
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let him go. He went along the boulevard, then turned 
_ into a shady lane, which cut across the country, passing 
gradually from a trot to a gallop. 

“*Oh!” thought Monsoreau, as they entered the woods, 
“one would say we were going to Méridor. Can his high- 
ness be there ?” and his face grew black at the thought. 
“Oh!” murmured he, “‘I who was going to see tke 

prince, and putting off till to-morrow to see my wife, 
shall I see them both at the same time ?” 
_ The horse went on, turning always to the right. 

** We cannot be far from the park,” said he. 
At that moment his horse neighed, and another an- 

swered him. In a minute Monsoreau saw a wall, and a 
horse tied to a neighboring tree. 

«There is some one,” thought he, turning pale. 

CHAPTER LX. 

WHAT M. DE MONSOREAU CAME TO ANNOUNCE. 

As M. de Monsoreau approached, he remarked the di- 
lapidation of the wall; it was almost in steps, and the 
brambles had been torn away, and were lying about. He 
looked at the horse standing there. The animal had a 
saddle-cloth embroidered in silver, and in one corner an 
F. and an A. There was no doubt, then, that it came 
from the prince’s stables ; the letters stood for Frangois 
d’Anjou. The count’s suspicions at this sight became 
real alarm ; the duke had come here, and had come often, 
for, besides the horse waiting there, there was a second 
that knew the way. He tied up his horse near to the . 
other, and began to scale the wall. It was an easy task; 
there were places for both feet and hands, and the branches 
of an oak-tree, which hung over, had been carefully 
cut away. Once up, he saw at the foot of a tree a blue 
mantilla and a black cloak, and not far off a man and 
woman, walking hand in hand, with their backs turned to 

the wall, and nearly hidden by the trees. Unluckily, with 
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M. de Monsoreau’s weight a stone fell from the wall on 
the crackling branches with a great noise. 

At this noise the lovers must have turned and seen him, 
for the cry of a woman was heard, and a rustling of the 
branches as they ran away like startled deer. At this ery, 
Monsoreau felt cold drops on his forehead, for he recog- 
nized Diana’s voice. Full of fury, he jumped over the 
wall, and with his drawn sword in his hand, tried to fol- 
low the fugitives, but they had disappeared, and there 
was not a trace or a sound to guide him. He stopped, 
and considered that he was too much under the influence 
of passion to act with prudence against so powerful a 
rival. Then a sublime idea occurred to him; it was to 
climb back again over the wall, and carry off with his own 
the horse he had seen there. He retraced his stens to the 
wall and climbed up again ; but on the other side no horse 
was to be seen; his idea was so good, that before it came 
to him it had come to his adversary. He uttered a howl 
of rage, clenching his fists, but started off at once on foot. 
In two hours and a half, he arrived at the gates of the city, 
dying with hunger and fatigue, but determined to inter- 
rogate every sentinel, and find out by what gate a man 
had entered with two horses. The first sentinel he ap- 
plied to said that, about two hours before, a horse with- 
out a rider had passed through the gate, and had taken 
the road to the palace ; he feared some accident must have 
happened to his rider. Monsoreau ground his teeth with 
passion, and went on to the castle. There he found great 
life and gaiety, windows lighted up, and animation every- 
where. He went first to the stable, and found his horse 
in the stall he had taken him from ; then, without chang- 
ing his dress, he went to the dining-room. The prince 
and all his gentlemen were sitting round a table magnifi- 
cently served and lighted. The duke, who had been told 
of his arrival, received him without surprise, and told him 
to sit down and sup with him. 

** Monseigneur,” replied he, ‘‘I am hungry, tired, and 
thirsty ; but I will neither eat, drink, nor sit down till I 
have delivered my important message,” 

‘ 
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*¢-You come from Paris ?” 
«< Yes, in great haste.” 
** Well, speak.” 
Monsoreau advanced, with a smile on his tips and hatred 

in his heart, and said, ‘‘ Monseigneur, your mother is ad- 
vancing hastily to visit you.” 

The duke looked delighted. ‘It is well,” said he; 
**M. de Monsoreau, I find you to-day, as ever, a faithful 
servant ; let us continue our supper, gentlemen.” 

-- Monsoreau sat down with them, but gloomy and pre- 
occupied. He still seemed to see the two figures among 
the trees, and to hear the cry of Diana. 

*«You are overcome with weariness,” said the prince to 
him, ‘‘ really, you had better go to bed.” 

** Yes,” said Livarot, ‘“‘or he will go to sleep in his 
chair.” 

*< Pardon, monseigneur, I am tired out.” 
**Get tipsy,” said Antragues ; ‘‘there is nothing so 

good when you are tired. To your health, count!” 
**You must give us some good hunts,” said Ribeirac, 

«* you know the country.” 
** You have horses and woods here,” said Antragues. 
** And a wife,” added Livarot. 
‘¢ We will hunt a boar, count,” ‘said the prince. 
«*Oh, yes, to-morrow !” cried the gentlemen. 
** What do you say, Monsoreau ? ” 
“<T am always at your highness’s orders, but I am too 

much fatigued to conduct a chase to-morrow ; besides 
which, I must examine the woods.” 

5 And we must leave him time to see his wife,” ‘eried 
the duke. 

> “ Granted,” cried the young men ; ‘‘ we give him twenty- 
four hours to do all he has to do.” 

** Yes, gentlemen, I promise to employ them well.” 
** Now go to bed,” said the duke, and M. de Monsoreau 

bowed, and went out, very happy to escape. 

; 
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CHAPTER LXI. 

HOW THE KING LEARNED THE FLIGHT OF HIS BELOVED 

BROTHER, AND WHAT FOLLOWED. 

WHEN Monsoreau had retired, the repast continued, 
and was more gay and joyous than ever. 

“Now, Livarot,” said the duke, ‘finish the recital of 
your flight from Paris, which Monsoreau interrupted.” . 

Livarot began again, but as our title of historian gives 
us the privilege of knowing better than Livarot himself 
what had passed, we will substitute our recital for that of 
the young man. 

Towards the middle of the night Henri III. was awoke 
by an unaccustomed noise in the palace. It was oaths, 
blows on the wall, rapid steps in the galleries, and, amidst 
all, these words continually sounding, ‘‘ What will the 
king say ?” 

Henri sat up and called Chicot, who was asleep on the 
couch. 

Chicot opened one eye. 
«‘ Ah, you were wrong to call me, Henri,” said he; ‘* J 

was dreaming that you had a son.” 
<« But listen.” 
“To what? You say enough follies to me by day, 

without breaking in on my nights.” 
“‘ But do you not hear ?” 
<< Oh, oh! I do hear cries.” 
‘© Do you hear, ‘ What will the king say ?’” 
“Tt is one of two things—either your dog Narcissus is 

ill, or the Huguenots are taking their revenge for St. 
Bartholomew.” 

‘Help me to dress.” 
‘Tf you will first help me to get up.” 
‘¢ What a misfortune !” sounded from the antechamber. 
‘«¢ Shall we arm ourselves ?” said the king. 
‘* We had better go first and see what is the matter.” 
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And almost immediately they went out by the secret door 
into the gallery. ‘‘ I begin to guess,” said Uhicot ; ‘‘ your 
unlucky prisoner has hanged himself.” 
“Oh, no; it cannot be that.” 
“*So much the worse.” 
‘Come on ;” and they entered the duke’s chamber. 
The window was open, and the ladder still hung from it. 

- Henri grew as pale as death. 
*« Oh, my son, you are not so blasé as I thought ! ” said 

- Chicot. 
*« Escaped !” cried Henri, in such a thundering voice 

that all the gentlemen who were crowded round the window 
turned in terror. Schomberg tore his hair, Quelus and 

Maugiron struck themselves like madmen ; as for D’Eper- 
non, he had vanished. This sight calmed the king. 

“‘ Gently, my son,” said he, laying hold of Mangiron. 
‘No! mordieu !” cried he, ‘‘I will kill myself!” and 

he knocked his head against the wall. 
‘¢ Hola! help me to hold him.” 
“Tt would be an easier death to pass your sword through 

your body !” said Chicot. 
‘*Quelus, my child,” said the king, ‘‘ you will be as 

blue as Schomberg when he came out of the indigo.” 
Quelus stopped, but Bohorshere still continued to tear 

at his hair. 
y Schomberg, Schomberg, a little reason, I beg.” 
“It is enough to drive one mad!” 
<“‘Indeed, it is a dreadful misfortune; there will be a 

civil war in my kingdom. Who did it—who furnished the 
ladder? Mordieu! I will hang all the city! Who was 
it? Ten thousand crowns to whoever will tell me his 
name, and one hundred thousand to whoever will bring 
him to me, dead or alive!” 

**Tt must have been some Angevin,” said Maugiron. 
<©Oh yes! we will kill all the Angevins !” cried Quelus. 
However, the kings uddenly disappeared; he had 

theught of his mother, and, without saying a word, went 
to her. When he entered, she was half lying in a great 
armchair. She heard the news without answering. 

20 
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**Yor say nothing, mother. Does not this flight seem 
to you criminal, and worthy of punishment ? ” 

‘* My dear son, liberty is worth as much as a crown; 
and remember, I advised you to fly in order to gaina 
crown.” 

** My mother, he braves me—he outrages me!” 
** No; he only saves himself.” 
** Ah! this is how you take my part.” 
** What do you mean, my son ?” 
‘‘T mean that with age the feelings grow calm—that 

you do not love me as much as you used to do.” 
** You are wrong, my son,” said Catherine coldly; 

‘¢you are my beloved son, but he of whom you complain 
is also my son.” 

‘< Well, then, madame, I will go to find other counsel- 
ors capable of feeling for me and of aiding me.” 

‘*Go, my son; and may God guide your counselors, 
for they will have need of it to aid you in this strait.” 

«* Adieu, then, madame ! ” 
«* Adieu, Henri! I do not pretend to counsel you—you 

do not need me, I know—but beg your counselors to re- 
flect well before they advise, and still more before they 
execute.” 

“ Yes, madame, for the position is difficult.” 
‘Very grave,” replied she, raising her eyes to heaven. 
‘Have you any idea who it was that carried him off ?” 
Catherine did not reply. 
‘7 think it was the Angevins,” continued the king. 
Catherine smiled scornfully. 
‘The Angevins !” 
«*You do not think so?” 
“*Do you, really ?” 
“Tell me what you think, madame.” 
«Why should I?” 
“To enlighten me.” 
«‘ Enlighten you! Iam but adoting old woman, whose 

only influence lies in her prayers and repentance,” 
‘“‘No, mother; speak, you are the cleverest of us 

all.” 

Se 
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«Useless ; I have only ideas of the last century ; at my 
age it is impossible I should give good counsel.” 

** Well, then, mother, refuse me your counsel, deprive 
me of your aid. In an hour I will hang all the Angevins 
in Paris.” 
__“ Hang all the Angevins 
ment. 

** Yes, hang, slay, massacre, burn ; already, perhaps, 
“my friends are out to begin the work.” 

‘¢They will ruin themselves, and you with them.” 
** How so ?” 
“Blind! Will kings eternally have eyes, and not 

see ?” 
«‘Kings must avenge their injuries, it is but justice, 

and in this case all my subjects will rise to defend me.” 
*¢You are mad.” 
‘Why so?” 
“© You will make oceans of blood flow. The standard 

of revolt will soon be raised; and you will arm against 
you a host who never would rise for Frangois.” 

‘* But if I do not revenge myself they will think I am 
afraid.” 

‘Did any one ever think I wasafraid ? Besides, it was 
not the Angevins.” 

‘* Who was it then? it must have been my brother’s 
friends.” 

<‘ Your brother has no friends.” 
«“ But who was it then ?” 
«< Your enemy.” 
‘¢What enemy ?” 
‘“*Q ! my son, you know you have never had hut one ; 

yours, mine, your brother Charles’s ; always the same.” 
‘Henri of Navarre, you mean ?” 
“<Yes, Henri of Navarre.” 
* He is not at Paris.” 
“Do you know who is at Paris, and who is not? No, 

you are all deaf and blind.” 
** Can it have been he ?” 

_**My son, at every disappointment you meet with, at 

!” cried Catherine, in amaze- 
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every misfortune that happens to you of which the author 
is unknown, do not seek or conjecture ; it is useless. Ory 
out, it is Henri of Navarre, and you will be sure to be 
right. Strike on the side where he is, and you will be 
sure to strike right. Oh! that man, that man ; he is the 
sword suspended over the head of the Valois.” 

‘Then you think I should countermand my orders 
about the Angevins ?” 

** At once, without losing an instant. Hasten ; perhaps 
you are already too late.” 

Henry flew out of the Louvre to find his friends, but 
found only Chicot drawing figures in the sand with a stone. 

CHAPTER LXII. 

HOW, AS CHICOT AND THE QUEEN MOTHER WERE AGREED, 

THE KING BEGAN TO AGREE WITH THEM. 

«Ts this how you defend your king ?” cried Henri. 
<¢ Yes, it is my manner, and I think it is a good one.” 
‘Good, indeed !” 
«*T maintain it, and I will prove it.” 
**T am curious to hear this proof.” 
“Tt iseasy ; but first, we have committed a great folly.” 
‘* How so?” cried Henri, struck by the agreement be- 

tween Chicot and his mother. . 
*< Yes,” replied Chicot, ‘‘your friends are crying 

through the city, ‘ Death to the Angevins !’ and now that 
I reflect, it was never proved that they had anything to do 
with the affair. And your friends, crying thus through 
the city, will raise that nice little civil war of which MM. 
de Guise have so much need, and which they did not 
succeed in raising for themselves. Besides which, your 
friends may get killed, which would not displease me, I 
confess, but which would afflict you, or else they will 
chase all the Angevins from the city, which will please 
M. d’Anjou enormously.” 

gt ° 

_— 
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**Do you think things are so bad ?” 
** Yes, if not worse. 
* But all this does not explain what you do here, sitting 

on a stone.” 
**T am tracing a plan of all the provinces that your 

brother will raise against you, and the number of men 
each will furnish to the revolt.” 

*«Chicot, Chicot, you are a bird of bad augury.” 
- The owl sings at night, my son, it is his hour. Now 
it is dark, Henri, so dark that one might take the day for 
the night, and I sing what you ought to hear. Look!” 

«* At what ?” 
**My geographical plan. Here is Anjou, something 

like a tartlet, you see ; there your brother will take refuge. 
Anjou, well managed, as Monsoreau and Bussy will manage 
it, will alone furnish to your brother ten thousand com- 
batants.” 

** Do you think so?” 
“That is the minimum ; let us pass to Guyenne ; here 

ié is, this figure like a calf walking on. one leg. Of course, 
you will not be astonished to find discontent in Guyenne ; 
it is an old focus for revolt, and will be enchanted to rise. 
They can furnish 8,000 soldiers; that is not much, but 
they are welltrained. Then we have Béarn and Navarre ; 
yousee these two compartments, which look like an ape 
on the back of an elephant—they may furnish about 
16,000. Tet us count now—10,000 for Anjou, 8,000 for 
Guyenne, 16,000 for Béarn and Navarre ; making a total 
of 34,000.” 

**You think, then, that the King of Navarre will join 
my brother ?” 

**T should think so.” 
“© Do you believe that he had anything to do with my 

brother’s escape ?” 
Chicot looked at him. ‘‘ That is not your own idea, 

Henri.” 
** Why not?” 
**Tt is too clever, my son.” 
«¢ Never mind whose idea it was; answer my question.” 
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«Well! I heard a ‘ Ventre St. Gris’ in the Rue de la 
Ferronnerie.” 

‘*You heard a‘ Ventre St. Gris!’ Butit might not 
have been he.” 

“T saw him.” 
‘* You saw Henri of Navarre in Paris ? ” 
ie ag 
**You saw my mortal enemy here, and did not tell me ?” 
“‘Tam notaspy. ‘Then there are the Guises ; 20,000 

or 25,000 men under the orders of the Duc de Guise will 
make up altogether a nice little army.” 

‘‘But Henri of Navarre and the Duc de Guise are 
enemies.” 
‘Which will not prevent them from uniting against 

you; they will be free to fight with each other when they 
have conquered you.” 
‘You are right, Chicot, and my mother is right. I 

will call the Swiss.” 
‘*Oh, yes! Quelus has got them,” 
‘ My guards, then,” 
‘Schomberg has them.” 
<¢ My household at least.” 
‘‘ They have gone with Maugiron.” 
‘¢ Without my orders ?” 
‘¢ And when do you ever give orders, except, perhaps, 

to flagellate either your own skin, or that of others ?—But 
about government.—Bah ! allow me to observe that you 
have been a long time finding out that you rank seventh 
or eighth in this kingdom.” 

‘‘ Here they are!” cried the king, as three cayaliers 
approached, followed by a crowd of men on foot and on 
horseback. 

*¢ Schomberg ! Quelus! come here,” cried the king. 
- They approached. 

‘‘T have been seeking you, and waiting for you im- 
patiently. What have you done? Do not go away again 
without my permission.” 

«¢ There is no more need,” said Maugiron, who now ap- 
proached, ‘since all is finished.” 

~ . 
—— a ae 
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** All is finished ?” 
‘* Heaven be praised,” said D’Epernon, appearing all 

at once, no one knew from whence. 
‘*Then you have killed them ?” cried the king ; ‘ well, 

at least the dead do not return.” 
“Oh! we had not that trouble ; the cowards ran away, 

“we had scarcely time to cross our swords with them.” 
Henri grew pale. ‘‘ With whom ?” said he. 
*¢ With Antragues ?” 
*¢ On the contrary, he killed a lackey of Quelus’s.” 
**Oh!” murmured the king, “ here is a civil war lighted 

u ae 

Quelus started. ‘‘ It is true,” said he. 
*«©Ah” said Chicot. ‘‘ You begin to perceive it, do 

ou?” 
«‘ But, M. Chicot, you cried with us, ‘Death to the 

Angevins !’” 
“Oh! that is a different thing ; I am a fool, and you 

are clever men.” 
**Come, peace, gentlemen ; we shall have enough of 

war soon.” 
«¢ What are your majesty’s orders ? ” 
‘¢ That you employ the same ardor in calming the people 

as you have done in exciting them, and that you bring 
back all the Swiss, my guards, and my household, and 
have the doors of the Louvre closed, so that perhaps to- 
morrow the bourgeois may take the whole thing fora sortie 
of drunken people.” 

The young men went off, and Henri returned to his 
mother. 

** Well,” said she, ‘‘ what has passed ? ” 
** All you foresaw, mother.” 
** They have escaped ?” 
** Alas ! yes.” 
*« What else ?” 
«Ts not that enough ?” 
*¢ The city ?” 
**Is in tumult; but that is not what disquiets me.” 
** No, it is the provinces.” 
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‘¢ Which will revolt.” 
‘¢ What shall you do?” 
**T see but one thing.” 
‘* What is that ?” 
‘««'To withdraw the army from La Charité, and march on 

Anjou.” 
«« And M. de Guise ?” 
«© Oh, I will arrest him if necessary.” 
‘* And you think violent measures will succeed ?” 
‘‘ What can I do, then ?” 
«‘ Your plan will not do.” 
‘Well, what is your idea ?” 
<*Send an ambassador.” 
“To whom ?” 
«¢To your brother.” 
‘*An ambassador to that traitor! You humiliate me, 

mother.” 
«‘This is not a moment to be proud.” 
«¢ An ambassador will ask for peace ?” 
‘* Who will buy it if necessary.” 
‘¢ With what ? mon Dieu!” 
‘Tf it were only to secure quietly, afterwards, those 

who have gone to make war on you.” 
**T would give much for that.” 
‘‘ Well, then, the end is worth the means.” 
‘*T believe you are right,mother; but whom shall Isend?” 
** Seek among your friends.” 
“‘ My mother, Ido not know a single man to whom I 

could confide such a mission.” 
*« Confide it to a woman, then.” 
«* My mother, would you consent ?” 
‘* My son, I am very old, and very weak, and death will 

perhaps await me on my return; but I will make this 
journey so rapidly that your brother and his friends will 
not have had time to learn their own power.” 

‘Oh, my good mother!” cried Henri, kissing her 
hands, ‘‘ you are my support, my benefactress ! ” 

‘“‘That means that I am still Queen of France,” mur- 
mured she. 

athe 
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CHAPTER LXIIL 

IN WHICH IT IS PROVED THAT GRATITUDE WAS ONE OF 
ST. LUC’S VIRTUES. 

THE next morning, M. de Monsoreau rose early, and 
_ descended into the courtyard of the palace. He entered 
the stable, where Roland was in his place. 

‘‘ Are the horses of monseigneur taught to return to 
their stable alone?” asked he of the man who stood 
there. 

‘* No, M. le Comte.” 
‘¢ But Roland did so yesterday.” 
*« Oh, he is remarkably intelligent.” 
‘* Has he ever done it before ?” 
‘*No, monsieur; he is generally ridden by the Duc 

d’Anjou, who is a good rider, and never gets thrown.” 
«*T was not thrown,” replied the count, ‘‘ for I also am 

a good rider; no, I tied him to a tree while I entered a 
house, and at my return he had disappeared. I thought 
he had been stolen, or that some passer-by had played a 
bad joke by carrying him away; that was why I asked 
how he returned to the stable.” 

‘* He returned alone, as monsieur said just now.” 
‘Tt is strange. Monseigneur often rides this horse, yov 

say ? 39 ¢ 

‘* Nearly every day.” 
‘¢ His highness returned late last night ?” 
«¢ About an hour before you.” 
«¢ And what horse did he ride ? was it a bay with a white 

star on his forehead ?” 
** No, monsieur, he rode Isolin, which you see here.” 
*‘ And in the prince’s escort is there any one who rides 

such a horse as I describe ?” 
‘««T know of no one.” 
‘‘ Well,” said Monsoreau, impatiently, ‘‘saddle me 

Roland.” ; 



314 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

** Roland ?” 
«Yes, are there any orders against it ?” 
“No; on the contrary, I was told to let you have any 

horse you pleased.” 
When Roland was saddled, Monsoreau said to the man, 

**‘ What are your wages ? ” 
“ Twenty crowns, monsieur.” 
‘* Will you earn ten times that sum at once ?” 
**T ask no better. But how?” 
«Find out who rode yesterday the horse I described.” 
«¢ Ah, monsieur, what you ask is very difficult, there are 

so many gentlemen come here.” 
“ Yes, but. two hundred crowns are worth some 

trouble.” 
“Certainly, M. le Comte, and I will do my best to dis- 

cover.” 
‘‘That is right, and here are ten crowns to encourage 

you.” 
«‘ Thanks, M. le Comte.” 
“Well, tell the prince I have gone to reconnoiter the 

wood for the chase.” 
As he spoke he heard AH behind him, and turned, 

«* Ah, M. de Bussy!” he cried. 
«‘ Why, M. le Comte, who would have thought of seeing 

you here !” 
‘«¢ And you, who they said wags so ill.” 
‘So Iam; my doctor orders absolute rest, and for a 

week I have not left the city. Ah! you are going to ride 
Roland; I sold him to the duke, who is very fond of him.” 

¢ Yes, he is an excellent animal ; I rode him yesterday.” 
«¢Which makes you wish for him again to-day ? ” 
“Yes.” 
‘‘- You were speaking of a chase.” 
** Yes, the prince wishes for one.” 
«¢ Whereabouts is it to be ? ” 
«Near Méridor. Will you come with me ?” 
‘* No, thank yon, I do not feel well.” 
‘“‘Oh!” cried a voice from behind, ‘‘there is M. de 

Bussy out without permission.” 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 815 

*¢ Ah ! there is my doctor scolding. Adieu, comte.” 
Bussy went away, and Monsoreau jumped into the saddle. 
** What is the matter ?” said Rémy ; ‘‘ you look so pale, 

I believe you are really ill.” 
**Do you know where he is going ?” 
*No;? 
**'T'o Méridor.” 
“ Well, did you hope he would not ?” 
**Mon Dieu ! what will happen, after what he saw yes- 

-.terday ?” 
<* Madame de Monsoreau will deny everything.” 
‘* But he saw her.” 
**She will say he did not.” 
“She will never have the courage.” 
“Oh, M. de Bussy, is it possible you do not know 

women better than that !” 
*« Rémy, I feel very ill.” 
**SoIsee. Go home, and I will prescribe for you.” 
** What ?” 
‘*¢ A slice of fowl and ham, and some lobster.” » 
‘Oh, I am not hungry.” 
‘*The more reason I should order you to eat.” 
** Rémy, I fear that that wretch will make a great scene 

at Méridor. I ought to have gone with him when he 
asked me.” 

“‘ What for ?” 
«To sustain Diana.” 
** Oh, she will sustain herself. Besides, you ought not 

to be out ; we agreed you were too ill.” 
**T could not help it, Rémy, I was so unquiet.” 
Rémy carried him off, and made him sit down to a 

good breakfast. 
M. de Monsoreau wished to see if it were chance or 

habit that had led Roland to the park wall ; therefore he 
left the bridle on his neck. Roland took precisely the 
same road as on the previous day, and before very long M. 
de Monsoreau found himself in the same spot as before. 
Only now the place was solitary, and no horse was there. 
The count climbed the wall again, but no one was to be 
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seen ; therefore, judging that it was useless to watch for 
people on their guard, he went on to the park gates. The 
baron, seeing his son-in-law coming over the drawbridge, 
advanced ceremoniously to meet him. Diana, seated 
under a magnificent sycamore, was reading poetry, while 
Gertrude was embroidering at her side. The count, see- 
ing them, got off his horse, and approached them. 

‘‘Madame,” said he, ‘ will you grant me the favor of 
an interview ?” 

‘¢ Willingly, monsieur.” 
‘‘What calm, or rather what perfidy!” thought the 

count. 
‘Do you do us the honor of remaining at thechat ?” 

asked the baron. 
‘¢ Yes, monsieur, until to-morrow, at least.” 
The baron went away to give orders, and Diana reseated 

herself, while Monsoreau took Gertrude’s chair, and, with 
a look sufficient to intimidate most people, said : 
‘Madame, who was in the park with you yesterday ?” 
‘¢ At what time ?” said Diana, in a firm voice. 
“¢ At six.” 
<¢ Where ?” 
“* Near the copse.” | 
‘*Tt must have been some one else, it was not I.” 
“‘Tt was you, madame.” 
‘* What do you know about it ?” 
*«Tell me the man’s name !” cried Monsoreau, furiously. 
** What man ?” 
*‘'The man who was walking with you.” 
“‘T cannot tell, if it was some other woman.” 
**Tt was you, I tell you.” 
“‘- You are wrong, monsieur.” 
‘* How dare you deny it? I saw you.” 
‘* You, monsieur ? ” 
*“Yes, madame, myself. And there is no other lady 

here.” . 
«* You are wrong again ; there is Jeanne de Brissac.” 
“‘ Madame de St. Luc ?” 
** Yes, my friend,” 
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** And M. de St. Luc ?” 
** Never leaves her ; theirs was a love-match ; you must 

have seen them.” 
** It was not them ; it was you, with some man whom I 

do not know, but whom I will know, I swear. I heard 
your cry.” 

‘* When you are more reasonable, monsieur, I shall be 
ready to hear you ; at present I will retire.” 

“* No, madame, you shall stay.” 
‘Monsieur, here are M. and Madame de St. Luc, I 

trust you will contain yourself.” 
Indeed, M. and Madame de St. Luc sainnantin’ She 

bowed to Monsoreau, and St. Luc gave him his hand ; 
_ then, leaving his wife to Monsoreau, took Diana, and 

after a walk they returned, warned by the bell for dinner, 
which was early at Méridor, as the baron preserved the 
old customs. The conversation was general, and turned 
naturally on the Duc d’Anjou, and the movement his 
arrival had caused. Diana sat far from her husband, 
between St. Luc and the baron. 

. 

CHAPTER LXIV. 

THE PROJECT OF M. DE ST. LUC. 

WHEN the repast was over, Monsoreau took St. Luc’s 
arm and went out. ‘* Do you know,” said he, “that I 
am very happy to have found you here, for the solitude of 
Méridor frightened me.’ 

«What, with your wife? As for me, with such a com- 
panion I should find a desert delightful.” 

**T do not say no, but still——” 
“* Still, what ?” 
<‘T am very glad to have met you here.” 
‘Really, monsieur, you are very polite, for I cannot 

believe that you could possibly fear ennui with such a 
companion, and such a country.” 
«Bah! I pass half my life in the woods.” 
‘©The more reason for being fond of them, it seems te 
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me. I know I shall be very sorry to leave them; un- 
luckily, I fear I shall be forced to do so before long.” 
“Why so?” 
‘*Oh! monsieur, when is man the arbiter of his own 

destiny ? He is like the leaf of the tree, which the wind 
blows about. You are very fortunate.” 

‘« Fortunate ; how ?” 
** To live amongst these splendid trees.” 
‘Oh! I do not think I shall stay here long ; I am not 

so fond of nature, and I fear these woods ; I think they are 
not safe.” 

«* Why ? on account of their loneliness, do you mean ? ” 
‘** No, not that, for I suppose you see friends here. 
s Not a soul.” 
‘Ah! really. How long is it since you had any 

visitor ?” 
‘* Not since I have been here.” 
‘«¢ Not one gentleman from the court at Angers ?” 
«* Not one.” 
*¢ Impossible.” 
‘It is true.” 
‘Then I am wrong.” 
‘‘ Perfectly ; but why is not the park safe, are there 

bears here ? ” 
**Oh, no.” 
«© Wolves ?” 
“Na? 
‘¢ Robbers ? ” 
“Perhaps. Tell me, monsieur, Madame de St, Lue 

seemed to me very pretty ; is she not ?” 
<‘ Why, yes.’ 
“Does she often walk in the park ?” 
«Often ; she adores the woods, like myself.” 
** And do you accompany her ?” 
«¢ Always.” 
‘«* Nearly always ?” 
‘‘ What the devil are you driving at ?” 
‘Oh; mon Dieu, nothing ; or, at least, a trifle.” 
“T listen,” 
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*¢ They told me——” 
“Well ?” 
«* You will not be angry ?” 
«‘T never am so.” 
*« Besides, between husbands, these confidences are 

right; they told mea man had been seen- wandering in 
the park.” 
<A man.” 
“Yes.” 
“ Who came for my wife?” 
*©Oh! I do not say that.” 
** You would be wrong not to tell me, my dear Monso- 

reau. Who saw him ? pray tell me.” 
**Oh! to tell you the truth, I do not think it was for 

Madame de St. Lue that he came.” 
“For whom, then ?” 
** Ah! I fear it is for Diana.” 
‘Oh! I should like that better.” 
“| What ?” 
** Certainly ; you know we husbands are an egotistical 

set. Every one for himself, and God for us all.” 
«* The devil rather.” 
«‘Then you think a man entered here ?” 
**T think so.” 
«‘ And I do more,than think,” said St.Luc, ‘‘ forI saw 

him.” 
«* You saw a man in the park ?” 
“Yon,” 
** When ?” 
** Yesterday.” 
** Alone ?” 
«* With Madame de Monsoreau.” 
“Where ? ” 
*« Just here to the left.” Andas they had walked down 

to the old copse, St. Luc pointed out the spot where Bussy 
always came over. 
“Ah !” continued he, ‘‘ here is a wall in a bad state ; 

I must warn the baron.” 
‘“ Whom do you suspect ? ” 



820 CHICOT, THE JESTER, 

“Of what ?” 
‘Of climbing over here to talk to my wife.” 
St. Luc seemed to reflect. 
** Diable !” said he, “it could only have been——” 
«* Whom ?” 
«‘ Why, yourself.” 
‘«¢ Are you joking, M. de St. Luc ?” 
‘‘ Ma foi, no; when I was first married I did such 

things.” 
‘Come! you are trying to put me off ; but do not fear, 

I have courage. Help me to seek, you will do me an im- 
mense favor.” 

St. Luc shook his head. ‘‘It must have been you,” 
said he. 
‘Do not jest, I beg of you; the thing is serious.” 
** Do you think so ?” 
‘‘T am sure of it.” 
“©Oh! and how does this man come ?” 
“Secretly.” 
“‘ Often ?” 
*‘T fear so; look at the marks in the wall.” 
‘* Well, I suspected it, but I always fancied it was you.” 
«But I tell you, no!” 
“Oh, I believe you, my dear sir.” 
“ Well, then——” 
«It must have been some one else.” 
Monsoreau began to look black, but St. Luc preserved 

his easy nonchalance. 
«*T have an idea,” said he. 
«* Tell me.” 
“If it were——” 
“Well 1” 
* But, no.” 
“ Pray speak.” 
** The Duc d’Anjou.” 
**T thought so at first, but I have made inquiries, and 

it could not have been he.” 
“Oh ! he is yery canning.” 
* Yes, but it was not he,” 

a 
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*¢ Wait, then.” 
“Well!” 
*‘T have another idea; if it was neither you nor the 

duke, it must have been I.” 
“You ?” 
«* Why not ?” 

~ ** You to come on horseback to the outside of the park, 
when you live inside !” 

‘Oh, mon Dieu! I am such a capricious being.” 
** You, who fled away when you saw me!” 
‘*Oh! any one would do that.” 
‘Then you were doing wrong, 

longer able to keep in his anger. 
*¢ T do not say so.” 
** You are mocking me,” cried the count, growing very 

pale, ‘‘ and have been doing so for a quarter of an hour.” 
‘¢ You are wrong, monsieur,” said St. Luc, drawing out 

his watch, and looking steadily at him; ‘it has been 
twenty minutes.” 
«You insult me.” 
«And you insult me with your questions like a con- 

stable.” 
«Ah ! now I see clearly.” 
** How wonderful, at ten o’clock in the morning. But 

what do you see ?” 
“IT see that you act in concert with the traitor, the 

coward, whom I saw yesterday.” 
**T should think so; he is my friend.” 
«¢' Then I will kill you in his place.” 
«‘Bah! in your own house, and without crying, gare. 

Ah! M. de Monsoreau, how badly you have been brought 
up, and how living among beasts spoils the manners.” 

** Do you not see that I am furious?” howled the 
count. 

*¢ Yes, indeed, I do see it, and it does not become you 
at all ; you look frightful.” 
The count drew his sword. 
* Ah!” said St. Lue, “you try to provoke me ; you see 

Tam perfectly calm,” 
21 

” cried the count, no 

2 
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‘* Yes, I do provoke you.” 
‘‘Take the trouble to get over the wall; on the other 

side we shall be on neutral ground.” 
** What do I care !” 
‘<I do; I do not want to kill you in your own house.” 
‘Very well!” said Monsoreau, climbing over. 
“Take care ; pray donot hurt yourself, my dear count ; 

those stones are loose,” said St. Luc. Then he also got 
over. 

CHAPTER LXY. 

HOW M. DE ST. LUC SHOWED M. DE MONSOREAU THE 

THRUST THAT THE KING HAD TAUGHT HIM, 

“‘ ARE you ready ?” cried Monsoreau. 
‘*No; I have the sun in my eyes.”* 
‘¢ Move then ; I warn you I shall kill you.” 
‘Shall you really ? Well, man proposes, and God dis- 

poses. Look at that bed of poppies and dandelions.” 
“Wolk t 
«* Well, I mean to lay you there.” And he laughed as 

he drew his sword. Monsoreau began the combat furi- 
ously, but St. Luc parried his thrusts skilfully. 

«¢Pardieu ! M. de Monsoreau,” said he, ‘‘ you use your 
sword very well; you might kill any one but Bussy or 
me.” 

Monsoreau grew pale. 
“«* As for me,” continued St. Luc, ‘‘ the king, who loves 

me, took the trouble to give me a great many lessons, 
and showed me, among other things, a thrust, which you 
shall see presently. I tell you, that you may have the 
pleasure of knowing you are killed by the king’s method ; 
it is very flattering.” And then suddenly he rushed 
furiously on Monsorean, who, half wild with rage as he 
was, parried five thrusts, but received the sixth full in his 
chest. 

“ Ah!” said St. Luc, ‘‘ you will fall just where I told 
you,” as Monsoreau sank down on the poppies. Then, 
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wiping his sword, he stood quietly by, watching the 
_ changes which came over the face of the dying man. 

«© Ah, you have killed me !” cried Monsorean. 
‘‘T intended to do so, but now I see you dying, devil 

take me if I am not sorry for what I have done. You are 
horribly jealous, it is true, but you were brave. Have 
‘you any last wish ? If so, tell it to me; and, on the faith 
of a gentleman, it shall be executed. Are you thirsty ? 

_Shall I get you water?” 
Monsoreau did not reply. He turned over with his face 

to the earth, biting the ground, and struggling in his 
vlood. Then he tried to raise his head, but fell back 
with a groan. 

**Come, he is dead ; let me think no more about him. 
Ah! but that is not so easy, when you have killed a man.” 
And jumping back over the wall, he went to the chateau. 
The first person he saw was Diana talking to his wife. 

‘* How well she will look in black,” thought he. Then, 
approaching them, ‘ Pardon me,” said he, “‘ byt may I 
say a few words to Jeanne ?” 

** Do so; I will go to my father.” 
‘*What is it?” said Jeanne, when Diana was gone; 

** you look rather gloomy.” 
“ Why, yes.” 
‘* What has happened ?” 
**Oh, mon Dieu! an accident.” 
**To you ?” 
‘* Not precisely to me, but to a person who was near me.” 
* Who was it ?” 
** The person I was walking with.” 
«*M. de Monsoreau ?” 
** Alas! yes; poor dear man.” 
* What has happened to him ?” 
**T believe he is dead.” 
*¢ Dead !” cried Jeanne, starting back in horror, 
¢ Just so.” 
** He who was here just now talking-———” 
** Yes, that is just the cause of his death ; he talked too 

much,” 
ee ed = 
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- © §t. Luc, you are hiding something from me!” cried 
Jeanne, seizing his hands. 

‘I! Nothing; not even the place where he lies.” 
“« Where is it ? ” 
“Down there behind the wall; just where Bussy used 

to tie his horse.” 
**It was you who killed him.” 
‘** Parbleu! that is not very difficult to discover.” 
“Unlucky that you are !” 
‘** Ah, dear friend ! he provoked me, insulted me, drew 

the sword first.” 
“Tt is dreadful ! the poor man !” 
‘Good ; I was sure of it; before a week is over he will 

be called St. Monsoreanu.” 
«But you cannot stay here in the house of the man 

you have killed.” 
**So I thought at once, and that is why I came to ask 

you to get ready.” 
** He has not wounded you ?” 
*¢ No, I am perfectly unhurt.” 
*¢Then, we will go.” 
** As quickly as possible, for you know the accident may 

be discovered at any moment.” 
‘Then Diana is a widow.” 
** That is just what I thought of.” 
«¢ After you killed him ?” 
** No, before.” 
*¢ Well, I will go and tell her.” 
‘¢ Spare her feelings.” 
‘*Do not laugh. Meanwhile you get the horses saddled. 

But where shall we go ?” 
**To Paris.” 
«But the king ?” 
“*Oh! he will have forgotten everything by this time ; 

besides, if there is to be war, as seems probable, he will be 
glad of me. But I must have pen and ink.” 

«For what ?” 
«*To write to Bussy ; I cannot leaye Anjou without tell- 

ing him why.” 
a] 

a eee 
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*¢ No, of course not ; you will find all that you require 
in my room.” St. Luc went in, and wrote,— 

‘‘ DEAR FRIEND, 
‘You will learn, by report, ere long, the accident 

which has happened to M. de Monsoreau ; we had together, 
- by-the old copse, a discussion on broken-down walls and 

horses that go home alone. In the heat of the argument, 
he fell on a bed of poppies and dandelions so hard that he 
‘died ‘there. 

** Your friend for life, 
“Sr. Luc. 

«*P. §. As you may think this rather improbable, I 
must add that we had our swords in our hands. I set off 
at once for Paris to make peace with the king, Anjou not 
seeming to me very safe after what has occurred.” 

Ten minutes after a servant set off for Angers with this 
letter, while M. and Madame de St. Luc went out by an- 
other door, leaving Diana much grieved at their depar- 
ture, and much embarrassed how to tell the baron what 
had occurred. She had turned away her eyes from St. 
Lue as he passed. 

‘© That is the reward for serving your friends,” said he 
to his wife ; ‘* decidedly all people are ungrateful except- 
ing me.” 

CHAPTER LXVI. 

IN WHICH WE SEE THE QUEEN-MOTHER ENTER THE TOWN 

OF ANGERS, BUT NOT TRIUMPHANTLY. 

Ar the same time that M. de Monsoreau fell under the 
sword of St. Luc, a flourish of trumpets sounded at the 
closed gates of Angers. It was Catherine de Medicis, 
who arrived there with rather a large suite. They sent to 
tell Bussy, who rose from his bed, and went to the prince, 
who immediately got into his. Certainly the airs played 
by the trumpets were fine, but they had not the virtue of 
those which made the walls of Jericho fall, for the gates 
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did not open. Catherine leaned out of her litter to show 
herself to the guards, hoping the sight of her would do 
more than the sound of the trumpets. They saw her, and 
saluted her courteously, but did not open the gates. Then 
she sent a gentleman to demand admittance, but they re- 
plied that Angers being in a state of war, the gates could 
not be opened without some necessary formalities. Cath- 
erine was furious. At last Bussy appeared, with five 
other gentlemen. 
“Who is there ?” cried he. 
‘*It is her majesty the queen mother, who has come to 

visit Angers.” 
** Very well, go to the left, and about eighty steps off 

you will find the postern.” 
«* A postern for her majesty !” cried the gentleman. 
But Bussy was no longer there to hear, he and his friends 

had ridden off towards the indicated spot. 
«‘Did your majesty hear ?” asked the gentleman. 
‘Oh! yes, monsieur, I heard ; let us go there, if that 

be the only way to get in.” 
The cortége turned to the left, and the postern opened. 
«« Your majesty is welcome to Angers,” said Bussy. 
«Thank you, M. de Bussy,” said the queen, descending 

from her litter, and advancing towards the little door. 
Bussy stopped her. ‘‘ Take care, madame,” said he, ‘‘ the 
door is low, and you will hurt yourself.” 

‘‘Must I-then stoop?” replied she; ‘‘it is the first 
time I ever entered a city so.” 

Once through the gate she re-entered her litter to go to 
the palace, Bussy and his friends escorting her. 

‘‘Where is my son?” cried she; ‘‘why do I not see 
M. d’Anjou ?” 

‘* Monseigneur is ill, madame, or else your majesty can- 
not doubt that he would have come himself to do the 
honors of his city.” 

Catherine was sublime in hypocrisy. 
‘Tll—my poor child, ill!” cried she; “ah! let us 

hasten to him; is he well taken care of ?” 
‘* Yes, madame, we do our best.” 
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* Does he suffer ?” 
* Horribly, he is subject to these sudden indispositions.” 
**It was sudden, then ?” 
**Mon Dieu! yes, madame.” 
When they arrived at the palace, Bussy ran up first to 

the duke. 
_ ** Here she is!” cried he. 

** Is she furious ?” 
«* Exasperated.” 
“ Does she complain ?” 
** No, she does worse, she smiles.” 
** What do the people say ?” 
«¢ They looked at her in mute terror; now, monseigneur, 

be careful.” 
**We stick to war ?” 
‘‘ Pardieu, ask one hundred to get ten, and with her 

you will only get five.” 
«‘Bah! you think me very weak. Are you all here ? 

Where is Monsoreau ?” 
“*T believe he is at Méridor.” 
«* Her majesty the queen mother!” cried the usher at 

the door. 
Catherine entered, looking pale. The duke made a 

movement to rise, but she threw herself into his arms and 
half stifled him with kisses. She did more—she wept. 
‘We must take care,” said Antragues to Ribeirac, 

‘each tear will be paid for by blood.” 
Catherine now sat down: on the foot of the bed. Ata 

sign from Bussy every one went away but himself. 
«¢ Will you not go and look after my poor attendants, 

M. de Bussy ? you who areat home here,” said the queen. 
It was impossible not to go, so he replied, “‘I am 

happy to please your majesty,” and he also retired. 
Catherine wished to discover whether her son were 

really ill or feigning. But he, worthy son of such a 
mother, played his part to perfection. She had wept, he 
had a fever. Catherine, deceived, thought him really ill, 

and hoped to have more influence over a mind weakened 
by suffering. She overwhelmed him with tenderness, em- 
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braced him, and wept so much that at last he asked her 
the reason. 

«*- You have run so great a risk,” replied she, 
‘*TIn escaping from the Louvre, mother ?” 
‘No, after.” 
*« How so?” 
‘*« Those who aided you in this unlucky escape—~—” 
<* Well 2?” 
‘« Were your most cruel enemies.” 
‘« She wishes to find out who it was,” thought he. 
‘‘The King of Navarre,” continued she, ‘‘ the eternal 

scourge of our race a 
«© Ah! she knows.” 
‘* He boasts of having gained much by it.” 
‘‘ That is impossible, for he had nothing to do with it ; 

and if he had, I am quite safe, as you see. I have not 
seen the King of Navarre for two years.” 

“Tt was not only of danger I spoke !” 
«‘ Of what, then ?” replied the duke, smiling, as he saw 

the tapestry shake behind the queen, 
«‘ The king’s anger,” said she, in a solemn voice ; *‘ the 

furious anger which menaces you ‘3 
‘*This danger is something like the other, madame ; 

he may be furious, but I am safe here.” 
«You believe so ?” 
‘*T am sure of it; your majesty has announced it to me 

yourself,” 
** How so ?” 
‘** Because if you had been charged only with menaces, 

you would not have come, and the king in that case would 
have hesitated to place such a hostage in my hands.” 

«‘ A hostage ! I!” cried she, terrified. 
‘* A most sacred and venerable one,” replied the duke, 

with a triumphant glance at the wall. 
Catherine was baffled, but she did not know that Bussy 

was encouraging the duke by signs. 
««My son,” said she at length, “‘you are quite right; 

they are words of peace I bring to you.” 
‘‘T listen, mother, and I think we shall now begin to 

understand each other.” . 

OE 
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CHAPTER LXVII. 

LITTLE CAUSES AND GREAT EFFECTS. 

CATHERINE had, as we have seen, had the worst of the 
argument. She was surprised, and began to wonder if 

“her son were really as decided as he appeared to be, when 
a slight event changed the aspect of affairs. Bussy had 
been, as we said, encouraging the prince secretly at every 
word that he thought dangerous to his cause. Now his 
cause was war at any price, for he wished tostay in Anjou, 
watch M. de Monsoreau, and visit his wife. The duke 
feared Bussy, and was guided by him. Suddenly, how- 
ever, Bussy felt himself pulled by his cloak; he turned 
and saw Rémy, who drew him gently towards him. 

‘‘What is it, Rémy ?” said he eeeEny: “¢ Why 
disturb me at such a moment ?” 

“* A letter.” 
«‘And for a letter you take me from this important 

conversation.” 
*«It is from Méridor.” 
‘Oh! thank you, my good Rémy.” 
««Then I was not wrong ?” 
«<Oh, no; where is it ?” 
‘That is what made me think it of importance ; the 

messenger would only give it to you yourself,” 
‘Is he here ?” 
oY 66.” 
*¢ Bring him in.” 
Rémy opened the door, and a servant entered. 
‘« Here is M. de Bussy,” said Rémy. 
“Oh, I know him well,” said the man, giving the 

letter. 
*«Did she give it to you ?” 
“*No; M. de St. Luc.” 
As Bussy read, he grew first pale, then crimson. 
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Rémy dismissed the servant, and Bussy, with a be- 
wildered look, held out the letter to him. 

“* See,” said he, ‘‘ what St. Luc has done for me.” 
“* Well,” said Rémy, ‘‘ this appears to me to be very 

good and St. Luc is a gallant fellow.” 
‘*Tt is incredible !” cried Bussy. 
‘* Certainly ; but that is nothing. Here is our position 

quite changed ; I shall have a Comtesse de Bussy for a 
patient.” 

** Yes, she shall be my wife. So he is dead.” 
«* So, you see, it is written.” 
“©Oh, it seems like a dream, Rémy. What! shall I see 

no more that specter, always coming between me and 
happiness ? It cannot be true.” 

‘‘It is true; read again, ‘he died there. 
‘¢ But Diana cannot stay at Méridor—I do not wish it ; 

she must go where she will forget him.” 
‘* Paris will be best ; people soon forget at Paris.” 
‘*You are right ; we will return to the little house in 

the Rue des Tournelles, and she shall pass there her 
months of widowhood in obscurity.” 

‘* But to go to Paris you must havye——” 
<¢ What ?” 

* Peace in Anjou.” 
‘*True; oh, mon Dieu! what time lost.” 
«That means that you are going at once to Méridor.” 
“‘No, not I, but you ; I must stay here; besides, she 

might not like my presence just now.” 
“‘ How shall I see her ? Shall I go to the castle ?” 
“No; go first to the old copse and see if she is there ; 

if she is not then go, to the castle.” 
«* What shall I say to her ?” 
‘© Say that Iam half mad.” And pressing the young 

man’s hand, he returned to his place behind the tapes- 
try. 
‘Catherine had been trying to regain her ground. 
‘* My son,” she had said, ‘‘ it seemed to me that a mother 

and son could not fail to understand each other.” 
‘© Yet you see that happens sometimes.” 

999 
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** Never when she wishes it.” 
“When they wish -i, you wean,” said the duke, seek- 

‘ing a sign of approbation fror: Bussy for his boldness. 
**But I wish it, my son, <v@ ar willirg to make any 

sacrifices to attain peace.” 
“Oh!” 

_~ ** Yes, my dear child. What do you ask ?—what do you 
demand ? Speak.” 

-. **Oh, my mother!” said Frangois, almost embarrassed 
at his own easy victory. 

«‘Listen, my son. You do not wish to drown the king- 
dom in blood—it is not possible; you are neither a bad 
Frenchman nor a bad brother.” 
‘My brother insulted me, madame, and I owe him 

xothing, either as my brother or king.” 
** But I, Frangois—you cannot complain of me ?” 
*‘ Yes, madame, you abandoned me.” 
**Ah! you wish to kill me. Well, a mother does not 

care to live to see her children murder each other ! ” cried 
Catherine, who wished very much to live. 
“Oh, do not say that, madame, you tear my heart!” 

cried Frangois, whose heart was not torn at all. 
Catherine burst into tears. The duke took her hands, 

and tried to reassure her, not without uneasy glances to- 
wards the tapestry. 

**But what do you want or ask for, mother? I will 
listen,” said he. 

**T wish you to return to Paris, dear child, to return to 
your brother’s court, who will receive you with open 
arms.” 

“No, madame, it is not he whose arms are open to re- 
ceive me—it is the Bastile.” 

**No; return, and on my honor, on my love as a mother, 
I solemnly swear that you shall be received by the king as 
though you were king and he the Duc d’Anjou.” 

The duke looked to the tapestry. 
“ Aceept, my son ; you will have honors, guards.” 
‘Oh, madame, your son gave me guards—his four 

minions |” 
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** Do not reply so; you shall choose your own guards, 
and M. de. Bussy shall be their captain, if you like.” 

Again the duke glanced to the wall, and, to his surprise, 
saw Bussy smiling and applauding by every possible 
method. 

‘* What is the meaning of this change ?” thought the 
duke ; “is it that he may be captain of my guards ? Then 
must I accept ?” said he aloud, as though talking to him- 
self. 

** Yes, yes!” signed Bussy, with head and hands. 
**Quit Anjou, and return to Paris ?” 
** Yes!” signed Bussy, more decidedly than ever. 
“‘ Doubtless, dear child,” said Catherine, ‘‘it is not dis- 

agreeable to return to Paris.” 
‘¢ Well, I will reflect,” said the duke, who wished to 

consult with Bussy. 
«‘T have won,” thought Catherine. 
They embraced once more, and separated. 

CHAPTER LXVIIL 

HOW M. DE MONSOREAU OPENED AND SHUT HIS EYES, 

WHICH PROVED THAT HE WAS NOT DEAD. 

Rémy rode along, wondering in what humor he should 
find Diana, and what he should say to her. He had just 
arrived at the park wall, when his horse, which had been 
trotting, stopped so suddenly that, had he not been a good 
rider, he would have been thrown over his head. Rémy, 
astonished, looked to see the cause, and saw before him 
a pool of blood, and a little further on, a body, lying 
against the wall. ‘‘It is Monsoreau!” cried he; “ how 
strange ! he lies dead there, and the blood is down here. 
Ak! there is the track ; he must have crawled there, or 
rather that good M. de St. Luc leaned him up against the 
wall that the blood might not fly to his head. He died 
with his eyes opén, too.” 

All at once Rémy started back in horror; the two eyes, 

that he had seen open, shut again, and a paleness more 
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livid than ever spread itself over the face of the defunct. 
Rémy became almost as pale as M. de Monsoreau, but, as 
he was a doctor, he quickly recovered his presence of 
mind, and said to himself that if Monsoreau moved his 
eyes, it showed he was not dead. ‘‘ And yet I have read,” 
thought he, ‘‘of strange movements after death. This 
-devil of a fellow frightens one even after death. Yes, his 
eyes are quite closed ; there is one method of ascertaining 
whether he is dead or not, and that is to shove my sword 
“into him, and if he does not move, he is certainly dead.” 
And Rémy was preparing for this charitable action, when 
suddenly the eyes opened again. Rémy started back, and 
the perspiration rolled off his forehead as he murmured, 
‘** He is not dead ; weare in anice position. Yes, but if 
I kill him he will be dead.” And he looked at Monsoreau, 
who seemed also to be looking at him earnestly. 

“©Oh!” cried Rémy, “‘I cannot do it. God knows that 
if he were upright before me I would kill him with all 
my heart ; butas he is now, helpless and three parts dead, 
it would be an infamy.” 

«* Help!” murmured Monsoreau, ‘‘I am dying.” 
“*Mordieu !” thought Rémy, ‘‘my position is embar- 

rassing. I ama doctor, and, as such, bound to succor 
my fellow-creatures when they suffer. It is true that 
Monsoreau is so ugly that he can scarcely be called a 
fellow-creature, still he is a man. Come, I must forget 
that I am the friend of M. de Bussy, and do my duty asa 
doctor.” 

** Help!” repeated the wounded man. 
‘Here I am,” said Rémy. 
** Fetch me a priest and a doctor.” 
*¢ The doctor is here, and perhaps he will dispense with 

the priest.” 
** Rémy,” said Monsoreau, ‘‘ by what chance 
Rémy understood all the question might mean. This 

was no beaten road, and no one was likely to come with- 
out particular business. 

«* Pardieu !” he replied, ‘a mile or two off I met M. de 

St. Luc——” 

3”? 
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‘Ah! my murderer.” 
** And he said, ‘ Rémy, go to the old copse, there you 

will find a man dead.’ ” 
** Dead ?” 
‘“Yes, he thought so; well, I came here and saw 

you.” 
« And now, tell me frankly, am I mortally wounded ?” 
«<T will try to find out.” 
Rémy approached him carefully, took off his cloak, his 

doublet and shirt. The sword had penetrated between 
the sixth and seventh ribs. 
“Do you suffer much ?” 
“‘In my back, not in my chest.” 
«* Ah, let me see; where ? ” 
“‘ Below the shoulder bone.” 
«* The steel must have come against a bone.” And he 

began to examine. ‘‘ No, I am wrong,” said he, ‘“‘ the 
sword came against nothing, but passed right through.” 
Monsoreau fainted after this examination. 

‘*Ah! that is all right,” said Rémy, ‘‘syncope, low 
pulse, cold in the hands and legs: Diable ! the widowhood 
of Madame de Monsoreau will not last long, I fear.” 

At this moment a slight bloody foam rose to the lips of 
the wounded man. 
Rémy drew from his pocket his lancet case ; then tear- 

ing off a strip from the patient’s shirt, bound it round his 
arm. 
“We shall see,” said he, ‘‘if the blood flows. Ah, it 

does! and I believe that Madame de Monsoreau will not 
bea widow. Pardon, my dear M. de Bussy, but I am a 
doctor.” 

Presently the patient breathed, and opened his eyes. 
‘‘Oh!” stammered he, ‘I thought all was over.” 
“* Not yet, my dear monsieur; it is even possible——” 
‘That I live!” 
“*Oh, mon Dieu! yes; butlet me close the wound. 

Stop; do not move; nature at this moment is aiding my 
work. I make the blood flow, and she stops it. Ah! 
nature is a great doctor, my dear sir, Let me wipe your 
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lips. See the bleeding has stopped already. Good; all 
goes well, or rather badly.” 

“« Badly!” 
‘* No, not for you; but I know what I mean.” 
** You think I shall get well ?” 
«< Alas! yes.” 

- “ You are a singular doctor, M. Rémy.” 
*‘Never mind, as long as I cure you,” said he, rising. 
*‘Do not abandon me,” said the count. 
**Ah! youtalktoo much. Diable! I ought totell him 

to cry out.” 
“ What do you mean ?” 
‘‘Never mind; your wound is dressed. Now I will go 

to the castle and ‘fetch assistance.” 
«* And what must I do meanwhile?” 
** Keep quite still ; do not stir; breathe lightly, and try 

not to cough. Which is the nearest house ?” 
«*The chateau de Méridor.” 
** Which is the way to it?” said Rémy, affecting igno- 

rance. 
““Get over the wall, and you will find yourself in the 

park.” 
“Very well ; I go.” 
‘* Thanks, generous man.” 
** Generous, indeed, if you only knew all.” 
He soon arrived at the chateau, where all the inhabit- 

ants were busy looking for the body of the count ; for 
St. Lue had given them a wrong direction. Rémy came 
among them like a thunderbolt, and was so eager to bring 
them to the rescue, that Diana looked at him with sur- 
prise, 

*‘T thought he was Bussy’s friend,” murmured she, as 
Rémy disappeared, carrying with him a wheelbarrow, lint 
and water. 

+ 
~« 
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CHAPTER LXIX. 

HOW M. LE DUC D’ANJOU WENT TO MERIDOR TO CONGRATU- 

LATE MADAME DE MONSOREAU ON THE DEATH OF HER 

HUSBAND, AND FOUND HIM THERE BEFORE HIM. 

As soon asthe duke left his mother, he hastened to 
Bussy to know the meaning of all his signs. Bussy, who 
was reading St. Luc’s letter for the fifth time, received the 
prince with a gracious smile. 
‘How ! monseigneur takes the trouble to come to my 

house to seek me.” 
‘*Yes mordieu, I want an explanation.” 
** From me ?” 
‘* Yes, from you.” 
‘*T listen, monseigneur.” 
«© You tell me to steel myself against the suggestions of 

my mother, and to sustain the attack valiantly. Ido so; 
and in the hottest of the fight you tell me to surrender.” 

‘*T gave you all those charges, monseigneur, because I 
was ignorant of the object for which your mother came ; 
but now that I see that she has come to promote your 
highness’s honor and glory——” 

‘‘How! what do you mean ?” 
“‘Doubtless : what does your highness want? To tri- 

umph over your enemies, do you not? For I do not be- 
lieve, as some people say, that you wish to become King 
of France.” 

The duke looked sullen. 
“Some might counsel you to it, but believe me they are 

your most cruel enemies. Consider for yourself, mon- 
seigneur; have you one hundred thousand men—ten 
millions of livres—alliance with foreigners—and, above all, 
would you turn against your king ?” 

‘¢ My king did not hesitate to turn against me.” 
‘‘ Ah! there you are right. Well! declare yourself— 

a 
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get crowned—take the title of King of France—and if 
you succeed, I ask no better; I should grow great with 
ou.” 

«¢ Who speaks of being king ?” cried the duke, angrily ; 
“‘you discuss a question which I have never proposed, 
even to myself.” 

_ £ Well, then, that is settled. Let them give you a 
guard and five hundred thousand livres. Obtain, before 
peace is signed, a subsidy from Anjou, to carry on the 
“war. Once you have it, you can keep it. So, we should 
have arms and money, and we could do——God knows 
what.” 

«‘ But once they have me at Paris, they will laugh 
at me.” 

‘*QOh! impossible, monseigneur ; did you not hear what 
the queen mother offered you ?” 

‘« She offered me many things.” 
‘¢ That disquiets you ?” 
oe 396." 
«‘ But, among other things, she offered you a company 

of guards, even if I commanded it.” 
«‘ Yes, she offered that.” 
‘* Well, accept ; I will be captain; Antragues and Liv- 

arot lieutenants; and Ribeirac ensign. Let us get up 
your company for you, and see if they dare to laugh at 
you then.” 

“‘Ma foi! I believe you are right, Bussy ; I will think 
of it.” 

<‘Do so, monseigneur.” 
«‘ What were you reading so attentively when I came in ?” 
‘Oh! a letter, which interests you still more than 

me. Where the devil were my brains, that Idid not show 
it to you ?” 

** What is it ?” 
‘*Sad news, monseigneur ; Monsoreau is dead.” 
‘¢ What !” cried the duke, with a surprise which Bussy 

thought was a joyful one. 
“Dead, monseigneur.” 
**M. de Monsoreau |” 

22 
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‘Mon Dieu ! yes ; are we not all mortal ?” 
“Yes ; but so suddenly.” 
““Ah! but if you are killed ?” 
‘¢ Then, he was killed ?” 
**So it seems; and by St. Luc, with whom he quar- 

reled.” 
‘Qh, that dear St. Luc!” 
“*T did not think he was one of your highness’s friends.” 
«‘Oh, he is my brother's, and, since we are to be recon- 

ciled, his friends are mine. But are you sure ?” 
‘‘As sure asI can be. Hereis a letter from St. Luc, an- 

nouncing it ; and I have sent Rémy, my doctor, to present 
my condolences to the old baron.” 

‘Oh, Monsoreau !” cried the prince, with his malig- 
nant smile. 

‘‘ Why monseigneur, one would say you hated the poor 
count.” 

“«No, it was you.” 
‘Of course I did; did he not humiliate me through 

you ?” 
<<You remember it still.” 
‘‘But you, monseigneur, whose friend and tool he 

was 39 

‘* Well, well, get my horse saddled, Bussy.” 
“* What for ?” 
“To go to Méridor; I wish to pay a visit to Madame 

Monsoreau. I have been projecting one for some time, 
and I do not know why it has not taken place sooner.” 

‘* Now Monsoreau is dead,” thought Bussy, ‘‘I do not 
care ; I will protect Diana. I will go with him, and see 
her.” 
A quarter of an hour after, the prince, Bussy, and ten 

gentlemen rode to Méridor, with that pleasure which fine 
weather, turf, and youth always inspire in men on horse- 
back. 

The porter at the chateau came to ask the names of the 
visitors. 
«The Duc d’Anjou,” replied the prince. 
The porter blew his horn, and soon windows were opened, 
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and they heard the noise of bolts and bars as the door was 
unfastened, and the old baron appeared on the threshold, 
holding in his hand a bunch of keys. Immediately be- 
hind him stood a lady. 

«* Ah, there is the beautiful Diana!” cried the duke; 
**do you see her, Bussy ?” 
_ Diana, indeed, came out of the house, and behind her 
came a litter, on which lay Monsoreau, his eyes shining 
with fever and jealousy as he was carried along. 

~ «What does this mean?” cried the duke to his com- 
panion, who had turned whiter than the handkerchief 
with which he was trying to hide his emotion. 

** Long live the Duc d’Anjou !” cried Monsoreau, rais- 
ing his hand in the air by a violent effort. 

‘¢ Take care, you will hurt yourself,” said a voice behind 
him. It was Rémy. 

Surprise does not last long at court, so, with a smile, 
the duke said, ‘‘Oh, my dear count, what a happy sur- 
prise! Do you know we heard you were dead ?” 

** Come near, monseigneur, and let me kiss your hand. 
Thank God, not only I am not dead, but I shall live; I 
hope to serve you with more ardor than ever.” 

As for Bussy, he felt stunned, and scarcely dared to 
look at Diana. This treasure, twice lost to him, belonged 
still to his rival. 

** And you, M. de Bussy,” said Monsoreau, “ receive my 
thanks, for it is almost to you that I owe my life.” 

“«To me!” stammered the young man, who thought the 
count was mocking him. 

** Yes, indirectly, it is true, for here is my saviour,” 
said he, turning to Rémy, who would willingly have sunk 
into the earth. Then, m spite of his signs, which he took 
for precautions to himself, he recounted the care and skill 
which the young doctor had exhibited towards him. 

The duke frowned, and Bussy looked thunders. The 
poor fellow raised his hands to heaven. 

«*T hear,” continued the count, ‘‘that Rémy one day 
found you dying, as he found me. Itis a tie of friendship 
between us, M. de Bussy, and when Monsoreau loves, 1¢ 
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loves well; it is true that when he hates, it is also with all 
his heart.” 

“‘Come, then,” said the duke, getting off his horse, 
‘‘deign, beautiful Diana, to do us the honors of the house, 
which we thought to find in grief, but which we find still 
the abode of joy. As for you, Monsoreau, rest—you re- 
quire it.” 

‘‘ Monseigneur !” said the count, ‘‘it shall never be 
said that Monsoreau, while he lived, allowed another to do 
the honors of his house to you; my servants will carry 
me, and wherever you go, I shall follow.” 

Bussy approached Diana, and Monsoreau smiled ; he 
took her hand, and he smiledagain. It was only the duke 
he feared. 

‘* Here is a great change, M. le Comte,” said Diana. 
** Alas! why is it not greater !” 

CHAPTER LXX. 

THE INCONVENIENCE OF LARGE LITTERS AND NARROW 

DOORS. 

Bussy did not quit Diana; the smiles of Monsorean 
gave him a liberty which he was only too glad to make 
use of, 

‘‘ Madame,” said he to Diana, ‘‘ I am in truth the most 
miserable of men. On the news of his death, I advised 
the prince to return to Paris, and to come to terms with 
his mother ; he did so, and now you remain in Anjou.” 

“Oh, Louis,” replied she, ‘‘ we dare not say that we 
are unhappy ; so many happy days, so many joys—do you — 
forget them all ?” 

“‘T forget nothing, madame ; on the contrary, I remem- 
ber but too much, and that is why I suffer as I do at los- 
ing this happiness. What shall I do if I return to Paris, 
a hundred leagues from you? My heart sinks at the 
thought, Diana.” 

Diana looked at him, and saw so much grief in his eyes, 
that she said, “‘ Well, if you go to Paris, I will go also.” 
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** How ! will you quit M. de Monsorean ?” 
*<No, he would not allow me to doso; he must come 

with us.” 
** Wounded, ill as he is? Impossibk !” 
** He will come, I tell you.” And, leaving Bussy, she 

went to the prince. The count frowned dreadfully. 
” said she, “‘ they say your highness is 

fond of flowers ; if you will come with me, I will show you 
the most beantiful in Anjou.” 
~ The duke offered her his hand. 

‘Where are you about to take monseigneur ?” asked 
Monsoreau uneasily. 

‘* Into the greenhouse.” 
«* Ah! well, carry me there.” 
** Ma foi!” thought Rémy, ‘‘I was right not to kill 

him, for he will soon kill himself.” 
Diana smiled on Bussy, and said to him, in a low voice, 

«Do not let M. de Monsoreau suspect that you are about 
to leave Anjou, and I will manage all.” 
“Good!” said Bussy, and approaching the prince, he 

whispered, ‘‘Do not let Monsoreau know that we intend 
to make peace.” 

«© Why not ?” 
** Because he might tell the queen-mother, to make a 

friend of her.” 
** You suspect him, then ?” 
** Yes, I do.” 
** Well, so do 1; I believe he only counterfeited death 

to deceive us.” 
**No, he really received a sword-thrust through his 

body, and but for that fool of a Rémy, he would have 
died ; I believe his soul must be glued to his body.” 

They arrived at the conservatory, and Diana continued 
to smile charmingly on the prince. He passed first, then 
Diana, and Monsoreau wished to follow, but it was impos- 
sible. His litter was too large to go through the door. 
At this sight he uttered a groan. Diana went on quietly, 
without looking at him, but Bussy, who understood her, 
said to him: a 
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‘Tt is useless to try, M. le Comte, your litter will not 
ass.” 

r ‘‘Monseigneur!” cried Monsoreau, ‘‘do not go into 
that conservatory, some of the flowers exhale dangerons 
perfumes.” 

Then he fainted, and was carried to his room. 
Bussy went to tell Diana what had happened, and she 

left the duke to go to the castle. 
‘Have we succeeded ?” said Bussy to her as she 

passed. 
‘* T hope so; do not go away without having seen Ger- 

trude.” 
When Monsoreau opened his eyes again, he saw Diana 

standing at his bedside. 
** Ah ! it is you, madame,” said he, ‘‘ to-night we leave 

for Paris.” 
Rémy cried out in horror, but Monsorean paid no atten- 

tion. 
“¢Can you think of such a thing, with your wound ?” 

said Diana, quietly. 
‘Madame, I would rather die than suffer, and were I 

to die on the road, we start to-night.” 
*« As you please, monsieur.” 
«¢ Then make your preparations.” 
‘‘My preparations are soon made, but may I ask the 

reason of this sudden determination ?” 
<¢T will tell you, madame, when you have no more flow- 

ers to show to the prince, and when my doors are large 
enough to admit litters.” 

Diana bowed. 
«But, madame——” said Rémy. 
*©M. le Comte wishes it,” replied she, ‘‘ and my duty is 

to obey.” And she left the room. 
As the duke was making his adieux to the Baron de 

Méridor, Gertrude appeared, and said aloud to the duke 
that her mistress regretted that she could not have the 
honor of saying farewell to his highness ; and softly to 
Bussy that Diana would set off for Paris that evening. 
As they went home again, the duke felt unwilling to leave 
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Anjou now that Diana smiled on him. Therefore he said, 
«‘T have been reflecting, Bussy,” said he. 

<*On what, monseigneur ?” 
«That it is not wise to give in at once to my mother.” 
<¢You are right, she thinks herself clever enough with- 

out that.” 
__ © But by dragging it on for a week, and giving fétes, 
and calling the nobility around us, she will see how strong 
we are.” 

* Well reasoned, but still——” 
«¢ T will stay here a week ; depend upon it I shall draw 

new concessions from the queen.” 
Bussy appeared to reflect. ‘* Well, monseigneur,” said 

he, ‘“‘ perhaps you are right, but the king, not knowing 
your intentions, may become annoyed ; he is very irasci- 
ble.” 

<* You are right, but I shall send some one to the king 
to announce my return in a week.” 

‘« Yes, but that some one will run great risks.” 
‘‘Tf I change my mind, you mean.” 
‘Yes, and in spite of your promise, you would do so if 

you thought it your interest.” 
«¢ Perhaps.” 
«¢ Then they will send your messenger to the Bastile.” 
«*T will give him a letter, and not let him know what 

he is carrying.” 
‘*On the contrary, give him no letter, and let him 

know.” ; 
‘¢Then no one will go.” 
‘¢Oh! I know some one.” 
s Who ?” 
«J, myself.” 
“*You!” 
«Yes, I like difficult negotiations.” 
‘¢ Bussy, my dear Bussy, if you will do that, I shall be 

eternally grateful.” 
Bussy smiled. The duke thought he hesitated. 
‘*And I will give you ten thousand crowns for your 

journey,” added he. 
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«Thanks, monseigneur, but these things eannot be paid 
for.” 

‘¢Then you will go?” 
ry on. 
‘© When ?” 
<¢ Whenever you like.” 
«<The sooner the better.” 
««'This evening if you wish it.” 
<‘ Dear Bussy.” 
“* You know I would do anything for your highness. I 

will go to-night ; you stay here and enjoy yourself, and 
get me something good from the queen-mother.” 
' «€T will not forget.” 

Bussy then prepared to depart as soon as the signal 
arrived from Méridor. It did not come till the next morn- 
ing, for the count had felt himself so feeble that he had 
been forced to take a night’s rest. But early in the morn- 
ing a messenger came to announce to Bussy that the count 
had set off for Paris in a litter, followed on horseback by 
Rémy, Diana, and Gertrude. Bussy jumped on his horse, 
and took the same road. 

CHAPTER LXXI. 

WHAT TEMPER THE KING WAS IN WHEN ST. LUC REAP- 

PEARED AT THE LOUVRE. 

Since the departure of Catherine, Henri, however, con- 
fident in his ambassador, had thought only of arming him- 
self against the attacks of his brother. He amused, or 
rather ennuyéd, himself by drawing up long lists of pro- 
scriptions, in which were inscribed in alphabetical order 
all who had not shown themselves zealous for his cause. 
The lists became longer every day, and at the S——and 
the L——, that is to say, twice over, was inscribed the 
name of M. de St. Luc. Chicot, in the midst of all this, 
was, little by little, and man by man, enrolling an army 
for his master. One evening Chicot entered the room 
where the king sat at supper. 
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«* What is it ?” asked the king. 
«MM: de St. Luc.” 
«*M. de St. Luc ?” 
*°'Yes.” 
«* At Paris ?” 
* Yea,” 

~ At the Louvre ?” 
* Yes.” 
The king rose, red and agitated. 
«* What has he come for? The traitor ]” 
«Who knows ?” 
«*He comes, I am sure, as deputy from the states of 

Anjou—as an envoy from my rebellious brother. He 
makes use of the rebellion as a safe conduct to come her 
and insult me.” 
“Who knows ?” 
**Or perhaps he comes to ask me for his property, of 

which I have kept back the revenues, which may have 
been rather an abuse of power, as, after all, he has com- 
mitted no crime.” 
‘Who knows ?” 
«* Ah, you repeat eternally the same thing ; mort de ma 

vie! you tire my patience out with your eternal ‘Who 
knows ?”” 

«*Eh! mordieu! do you think you are very amusing 
with your eternal questions ? ” 

** At least you might reply something.” 
‘*And what should I reply? Do you take me for an 

ancient oracle? It is you who are tiresome with your 
foolish suppositions.” 

“©M. Chicot ?” 
*¢ M, Henri.” 
“‘Chicot, my friend, you see my grief and you langh at 

me.” 
“* Do not have any grief.” 
“«« But every one betrays me.” 
** Who knows ? Ventre de biche ! who knows ?” 
Henri went down to his cabinet, where, at the news of 

his return, a number of gentlemen had assembled, who 
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were looking at St. Luc with evident distrust and animos- 
ity. He, however, seemed quite unmoved by this. He 
had brought his wife with him also, and she was seated, 
wrapped in her traveling-cloak, when the king entered in 
an excited state. 

‘* Ah, monsieur, you here!” he cried. 
«Yes, sire,” replied St. Luc. 
‘* Really, your presence at the Louvre surprises me.” 
‘‘Sire, I am only surprised that, under the cireum- 

stances, your majesty did not expect me.” 
‘* What do you mean, monsieur ?” 
‘* Sire, your majesty is in danger.” 
«‘ Danger!” cried the courtiers. 
‘« Yes, gentlemen, a real, serious danger, in which the 

king has need of the smallest as well as the greatest of 
those devoted to him ; therefore I come to lay at his feet 
my humble services.” 

**Ah!” said Chicot, ‘‘you see, my son, that I was 
right to say, ‘ who knows.’” 

Henri did not reply at once; he would not yield im- 
mediately. After a pause, he said, ‘*‘ Monsieur, you have 
only done your duty ; your services are due to us.” 

‘<The services of all the king’s subjects are due to him, 
I know, sire; but in these times many people forget to 
pay their debts. I, sire, come to pay mine, happy that 
your majesty will receive me among the number of your 
creditors.” 

‘‘Then,” said Henri, in a softer tone, “‘ you return 
without any other motive than that which you state ; with- 
out any mission, or safe-conduct ?” 

‘‘Sire, I return simply and purely for that reason. 
Now, your majesty may throw me into the Bastile, or 
have me shot, but I shall have done my duty. Sire, 
Anjou is on fire ; Touraine is about to revolt ; Guienne is 
rising. M. le Duc d’Anjou is hard at work.” 

** He is well supported, is he not ?” 
‘Sire, M. de Bussy, firm as he is, cannot make your 

brother brave.” 
** Ah! he trembles, then, the rebel.” 
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**Let me go and shake St. Luc’s hand,” said Chicot, 
advancing. 

The king followed him, and going up to his old favorite, 
and laying his hand on his shoulder, said,— 

*¢ You are welcome, St. Luc !” 
** Ah! sire,” cried St. Luc, kissing the king’s hand, “I 

~ find again my beloved master.” 
“Yes, but you, my poor St. Luc, you have grown 

- thin.” 
*« Tt is with grief at having displeased your majesty,” said 

a feminine voice. Now, although the voice was soft and 
respectful, Henri frowned, for it was as distasteful to him 
as the noise of thunder was to Augustus. 

“*Madame de St. Luc!” said he. “Ah! I forgot.” 
Jeanne threw herself at his feet. 
** Rise, madame,” said he, ‘‘Ilove all that bear the 

name of St. Luc.” Jeanne took his hand and kissed it, 
but he withdrew it quickly. 
“You must convert the king,” said Chicot to the young 

woman, ‘‘ you are pretty enough for it.” 
But Henri turned his back to her, and passing his arm 

round St. Luc’s neck, said,— 
‘Then we have made peace, St. Luc ?” 
«« Say rather, sire, that the pardon is granted.” 
** Madame ! ” said Chicot, ‘‘a good wife should not leave 

her husband,” and he pushed her after the king and St. 
Luc. 

CHAPTER LXXII. 

IN WHICH WE MEET TWO IMPORTANT PERSONAGES WHOM 

WE HAVE LOST SIGHT OF FOR SOME TIME, 

THERE are two of the personages mentioned in this 
story, about whom the reader has the right to ask for 
information. We mean an enormous monk, with thick 
eyebrows and large lips, whose neck was diminishing every 
day ; and a large donkey whose sides were gradually swell- 
ing out like a balloon. The monk resembled a hogshead; 
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and the ass was like a child’s cradle, supported by four 
posts. 

The one inhabited a cell at St. Geneviéve, and the other 
the stable at the same convent. The one was called Gor- 
enflot, and the other Panurge. Both were enjoying the 
most prosperous lot that ever fell to a monk and an 
ass. 

The monks surrounded their illustrious brother with 
cares and attentions, and Panurge fared well for his mas- 
ter’s sake. 

If a missionary arrived from foreign countries, or a 
secret legate from the Pope, they pointed out to him 
Brother Gorenflot, that double model of the church 
preaching and militant ; they showed Gorenflot in all his 
glory, that is to say, in the midst of a feast, seated at a 
table in which a hollow had been cut on purpose for his 
sacred stomach, and they related with a noble pride that 
Gorenflot consumed the rations of eight ordinary monks, 
And when the newcomer had piously contemplated this 
spectacle, the prior would say, ‘‘ See how he eats! And 
if you had but heard his sermon one famous night, in 
which he offered to devote himself for the triumph of the 
faith. It is a mouth which speaks like that of St. Chry- 
sostom, and swallows like that of Gargantua.” 

Every time that any one spoke of the sermon, Gorenflot 
sighed and said : 

«¢ What a pity I did not write it! 
«* A man like you has no need to write,” the prior 

would reply. ‘‘ No, you speak from inspiration; you 
open your mouth, and the words of God flow from your 
lips.” 
re Do you think so ? ” sighed Gorenflot. 
However, Gorenflot was not perfectly happy. He, who 

at first thought his banishment from the convent an im- 
mense misfortune, discovered in his exile infinite joys be- 
fore unknowntohim. He sighed for liberty ; liberty with 
Chicot, the joyous companion, with Chicot, whom he loved 
without knowing why. Since his return to the convent, 
he had never been allowed togo out. Henever attempted 
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to combat this decision, but he grew sadder from day to 
flay. The prior saw this, and at last said to him: 

‘«My dear brother, no one can fight against his yoca- 
tion ; yours is to fight for the faith; go then, fulfil your 
mission, only watch well over your precious life, and re- 
turn for the great day.” 
- ** What great day ?” 

«< That of the Féte Dieu.” 
Ita,” replied Gorenflot ; it wasthe only Latin word he 
knew, and used it on all occasions. ‘* But give me some 
money to bestow in alms in a Christian manner.’ 

«You have your text, have you not, dear brother ?” 
Yes, certainly.” 
** Confide it to me.” 
*‘ Willingly, but to you alone; it is this: ‘The flail 

which threshes the corn.’” 
«‘ Oh, magnificent ! sublime !” cried the prior. 
** Now, my father, am I free ?” 
«¢ Yes, my son, go and walk in the way of the Lord.” 
Gorenflot saddled Panurge, mounted him with the aid © 

of two vigorous monks, and left the convent about seven 
in the evening. It was the same day on which St. Luc 
arrived at Paris from Méridor. 

Gorenflot, having passed through the Rue St. Etienne, 
was going to have turned to the right, when suddenly 
Panurge stopped ; a strong hand was laid on his croup. 

«‘ Who is there ‘py cried Gorenflot, in terror. 
«¢ A friend.” 
Gorenflot tried to turn, but he could not. 
<¢ What do you want ?” said he. 
«¢ Will my venerable brother show me the way to the 

Corne d’Abondance ?” 
“‘Morbleu ! it is M. Chicot,” cried Gorenflot, joy- 

fully. 
“Just so; I was going toseek you at the convent, when 

I saw you come out, and followed you until we were alone. 
Ventre de biche! how thin you are!” 

‘‘ But what are you carrying, M. Chicot ?” said the 
monk, ‘‘ vou appear laden,” 
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*“<Tt is some venison which I have stolen from the 
king.” 

“‘ Dear M. Chicot! and under the other arm ?” 
«*A bottle of Cyprus wine sent by a king to my king.” 
«* Let me see |” 
“‘It is my wine, and I love it much; do not yon, 

brother ?” 
“Oh! oh!” cried Gorenflot, raising his eyes and hands 

to Heaven, and beginning to sing in a voice which shook 
the neighboring windows. It was the first time he had 
sung for a month. 

Sateen 

CHAPTER LXXIII. 

DIANA’S SECOND JOURNEY TO PARIS, 

Let us leave the two friends entering the Corne d’Abon- 
dance, and return to the litter of M. Monsoreau and to 
Bussy, who set out with the intention of following them. 
Not only is it not difficult for a cavalier well mounted to 
overtake foot travelers, but it is difficult not to pass them. 
This happened to Bussy. 

It was the end of May, the heat was great, and about 
noon M. de Monsoreau wished to make a halt in a little 
wood, which was near the road, and as they had a horse 
laden with provisions, they remained there until the great 
heat of the day had gone by. During this time Bussy 
passed them, but he had not traveled, as we may imagine, 
without inquiring if a party on horseback, and a litter 
carried by peasants, had been seen. Until he had passed 
the village of Durtal, he had obtained the most satisfactory 
information, and, convinced that they were before him, 
had ridden on quickly. But he could see nothing of them, 
and suddenly all traces of them vanished, and on arriving 
at La Fléche he felt certain he must have passed them on 
the road. Then he remembered tne little wood, and 
doubted not that they had been resting there when he 
passed. He installed himself at a little inn, which had 
the advantage of being opposite the principal hotel, wher, 
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he doubted not that Monsoreau would stop; and he re- 
mained at the window watching. About four o’clock he 
saw a courier arrive, and half an hour afterwards the 
whole party. He waited till nine o’clock, and then he 
saw the courier set out again, and after him the litter, 
then Diana, Rémy, and Gertrude on horseback. He 
mounted his horse and followed them, keeping them in 
sight. Monsoreau scarcely aliowed Diana to move from 
his side, but kept calling her every instant. After a little 

“while, Bussy gave a long, shrill whistle, with which he had 
been in the habit of calling his servants at his hotel. 
Rémy recognized it in a moment. Diana started, and 
looked at the young man, who made an affirmative sign ; 
then he came up to her and whispered : 

“Tt is he!” 
«‘ Who is speaking to you, madame ?” said Monsoreau. 
**To me, monsieur ?” 
“Yes, I saw a shadow pass close to you, and heard a 

voice.” 
«‘Tt is M. Rémy ; are you also jealous of him ?” 
*‘No, but I like people to speak out, it amuses me.” 
«<There are some things which cannot be said aloud be- 

fore M. le Comte, however,” said Gertrude, coming to the 
rescue. 
«Why not ?” 
«For two reasons; firstly, because some would not 

interest you, and some would interest you too much.” 
¢¢ And of which kind is what M. Rémy has just whis- 
red ?” 
« Of the latter.” 
«« What did Rémy say to you, madame ?” 
“‘T said, M. le Comte, that if you excite yourself so 

much, you will be dead before we have gone a third of 
the way.” 

Monsoreau grew deadly pale. 
‘* He is expecting you behind,” whispered Rémy, again, 

‘ride slowly, and he will overtake you.” . 
Monsorean, who heard a murmur, tried to rise and look 

back after Diana. 
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** Another movement like that, M. le Comte, and you 
will bring on the bleeding again,” said Rémy. 

Diana turned and rode back a little way, while Rémy 
walked by the litter to occupy the count. A few seconds 
after, Bussy was by her side. 

** You see I follow you,” said he, after their first embrace. 
‘Oh! I shall be happy, if I know you are always so 

near to me.” 
‘* But by day he will see us.” 
‘*No; by day you can ride afar oft , it is only I who will 

see you, Louis. From the summit ot some hill, at the 
turn of some road, your plume waving, your handkerchief 
fluttering in the breeze, would speak to me in your name, 
and tell me that you love me.” 

‘‘ Speak on, my beloved Diana ; you do not know what 
music [ find in your voice.” 

‘* And when we travel by night, which we shall often 
do, for Rémy has told him that the freshness of the even- 
ing is good for his wounds, then, as this evening, from 
time to time, I will stay behind, and we will tell each 
other, with arapid pressure of the hands, all our thoughts 
of each other during the day.” 
“Oh! I love you! I love you murmured Bussy. 

‘‘Oh ! to see you, to press your hand, Diana.” 
Suddenly they heard a voice which made them both 

tremble, Diana with fear, and Bussy with anger. 
‘* Diana !” it cried, ‘where are you ? Answer me.” 
‘‘Oh! it is he! I had forgotten him,” said Diana. 

‘Sweet dream, frightful awaking.” 
‘Listen, Diana; we are together. Say one word, and 

nothing can separate us more; Diana, let us fly! What 
prevents us? Before us is happiness and liberty. One 
word, and we go; one word, and lost to him, you belong 
to me forever.” 

‘¢ And my father ?” 
‘© When he’shall know how I love you ?” 
‘Oh ! a father !” 
‘‘T will do nothing by violence, dear Diana ; order, and 

I obey.” ‘ 

1» 
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**Tt is our destiny, Bussy ; but be strong, and you shall 
see if I know how to love.” 

** Must we then separate ?” 
** Comtesse ! ” cried the voice, ‘reply, or, if I kill my- 

self in doing it, I will jump from this infernal litter.” 
‘* Adieu, Bussy, he will do as he says.” 

_ £€You pity him ?” 
*‘ Jealous !” said Diana, with an adorable smile. 
Bussy let her go. 

*- Tii a minute she was by the litter, and found the count 
half fainting. 

** Ah!” cried he, ‘‘ where were you, madame ? ” 
‘Where should I have been ? Behind you.” 
‘© At my side, madame ; do not leave me again.” 
From time to time this scene was renewed. They all 

hoped he would die with rage ; but he did not die: on the 
contrary, at the end of ten days, when they arrived at 
Paris, he was decidedly better. During these ten days 
Diana had conquered all Bussy’s pride, and had persuaded 
him to come and visit Monsoreau, who always showed him 
much friendship. Rémy watched the husband and gave 
notes to the wife. 

**Esculapius and Mercury,” said he ; ‘‘my functions 
accumulate.” 

CHAPTER LXXIV. 

HOW THE AMBASSADOR OF THE DUC D’ANJOU ARRIVED AT 

THE LOUVRE, AND THE RECEPTION HE MET WITH. 

As neitker Catherine nor the Duc d’Anjou reappeared 
at the Louvre, the dissension between the brothers became 
apparently every day more and more certain. The king 
thought, “No news, bad news.” The minions added, 
‘**Frangois, badly counseled, has detained the queen- 
mother.” 

Badly counseled. In these words were comprised all 
the policy of this singular reign, and the three preceding 

23 : sah F 
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ones. Badly counseled was Charles IX. when he author- 
ized the massacre of St. Bartholomew. Badly counseled 
was Frangois II. when he ordered the massacre at Amboise. 
Badly counseled had been Henri II. when he burned so 
many heretics and conspirators. And now they dared not 
say, ‘‘ Your brother has the family blood in his veins ; 
he wishes, like the rest, to dethrone or poison ; he would 
do to you what you did to your elder brother ; what your 
elder brother did to his, what your mother has taught 
you to do to one another.” Therefore they said, ‘* Your 
brother is badly counseled.” 
Now, as only one person was able to counsel Frangois, 

it was against Bussy that the cry was raised, which became 
every day more and more furious. At last the news was 
spread that the duke had sent an ambassador. At this 
the king grew pale with anger, and the minions swore that 
he should be cut to pieces, and a piece sent to all the prov- 
inces of France as a specimen of the king’s anger. 

Chicot said nothing, but he reflected. Now the king 
thought much of Chicot’s reflections, and he questioned 
him about them. 

‘*Sire,” replied he, ‘if your brother sends an ambas- 
sador, it is because he feels himself strong enough to do 
so; he who is prudence itself. Now, if he is strong, we 
must temporize with him. Let us respect his ambassador, 
and receive him with civility. That engages you to noth- 
ing. Do you remember how your brother embraced Ad- 
miral Coligny, who came as ambassador from the Hugue- 
nots ?” 
‘Then you approve of the policy of my brother 

Charles ?” 
*<Not so, but I cite a fact; and I say to you, do not 

hurt a poor devil of a herald, or ambassador ; perhaps we 
may find the way to seize the master, the mover, the chief, 
the great Duc d’Anjou, with the three Guises ; and if you 
ean shut them up ina place safer than the Louvre, do it.” 

‘** That is not so bad.” 
*¢ Then why do yon let all your friends bellow so ?” 
6 Bellow tg ts ‘ Pin 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 355 

“Yes; I would say, roar, if they could be taken for 
lions, but they are more like bearded apes.” 

** Chicot, they are my friends.” 
** Friends! I would lay any bet to make them all turn 

against you before to-morrow.” 
_ _ Well, what do you advise ?” 

**To wait, my son. Half the wisdom of Solomon lies 
in that word. If an ambassador arrive, receive him cour- 

*teotsly. And as to your brother, kill him if you can and 
like, but do not degrade him. He is a great knave, but 
he is a Valois ; besides, he can do that well enough for 
himself.” 

*‘Tt is true, Chicot. ” 
** One more lesson that you owe me. Now let me sleep, 

Henri; for the last week I have been engaged in fuddling 
a monk.” 

** A monk ! the one of whom you have already spoken to 
me?” 

“Just so. You promised him an abbey.” 
«< I nied 

** Pardieu ! it is the least you can do for him, after all 
he has done for you.” 

‘* He is then still devoted to me ?” 
** He adores you. Apropos, my son ‘ 
“* What ?” 
**TIn three weeks it will be the Féte Dieu.” 
“Well !” 
** Are we to have some pretty little procession ?” 
**T am the most Christian king, and it is my duty to set 

an example to my subjects.” 
** And you will, as usual, stop at the four great convents 

of Paris ?” 
ale "gs 
“At St. Geneviéve ?” 
‘* Yes, that is the second I stop at.” 
** Good.” 
** Why do you ask ?” 
‘Oh, nothing—I was curious. Now I know all I want, 

30 good night, Henri!” 

7 
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** But just as Chicot prepared to leave, a great noise was 
heard. 

‘‘ What is that noise ?” said the king. 
«Tt is ordained that I amnottosleep. Henri, you must 

get me a room in the town, or I must leave your service ; 
the Louvre becomes insupportable,” 

At this moment the captain of the guards entered, say- 
ing, *‘ Sire, it is an envoy from M. le Duc d’Anjou.” 

‘* With a suite ?” 
‘< No, sire, alone.” 
‘« Then you must receive him doubly well, Henri, for he 

is a brave fellow.” 
“‘ Well,” said the king, very pale, but trying to look 

calm, ‘let all my court assemble in the great hall.” 

CHAPTER LXXYV. 

WHICH IS ONLY THE END OF THE PRECEDING ONE. 

HENRI sat on his throne in the great hall, and around 
him was grouped an eager crowd. He looked pale and 
frowning. 

. Sire,” said Quelus to the king, ‘‘ do you know the name 
of the ambassador ?” 

‘*No; but what does it matter ?” 
‘Sire, it is M. de Bussy ; the insult is doubled.” 
“*T see no insult,” said the king, with affected sang-froid. 
‘* Let him enter,” continued he. Bussy, with his hat in 

his hand, and his head erect, advanced straight to the king, 
and waited, with his usual look of pride, to be interrogated. 

«© You here, M. de Bussy !” said the king ; ‘‘ I thought 
you were in Anjou.” 

“¢ Sire, I was, but you see I have quitted it.” 
«¢ And what brings you here ?” 
‘¢ The desire of presenting my humble respects to your 

majesty.” 
The king and courtiers looked astonished ; they expected 

a different answer. 
** And nothing else ?” said the king. 
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“T will add, sire, the orders I received from the Duc 
d’Anjou to join his respects to mine.” 

«« And the duke said nothing else ?” 
** Only that he was on the point of returning with the 

queen-mother, and wished me to apprise your majesty of 
_the return of one of your most faithful subjects.” 

The king was choked with surprise. 
**Good morning, M. de Bussy,” said Chicot. 
Bussy turned, astonished to find a friend in that place. 
**Good day, M. Chicot ; 1am delighted to see you.” 
** Ts that all you have to say, M. de Bussy ?” asked the 

king. 
‘Yes, sire; anything that remains to be said, will be 

said by the duke himself.” 
The king rose and went away, and Bussy continued to 

converse with Chicot, until the king called to him. As 
soon as Bussy was alone, Quelus approached him. 

**Good morning, M. Quelus,” said Bussy graciously ; 
** may I have the honor of asking how you are ?” 

** Very bad.” 
**Oh, mon Dieu ! what is the matter ? ” 
*‘ Something annoys me infinitely.” 
‘Something! And are you not powerful enough to get 

rid of it ?” 
«It is not something, but some one, that M. Quelus 

means,” said Maugiron, advancing. 
** And whom I advise him to get rid of,” said Schomberg, 

coming forward on the other side. 
‘© Ah, M. de Schomberg! I did not recognize you.” 
*¢ Perhaps not ; is my face still blue ?” 
** Not so; you are very pale. Are you not well?” 
** Yes, it is with anger.” 
**Oh! then you have also some one who annoys you ?” 
*¢ Yes, monsieur.” 
** And I also,” said Maugiron. 
‘* Really, gentlemen, you all look very gloomy.” 
*‘You forget me,” said D’Epernon, planting himself 

before Bussy. 
‘* Pardon me, M. d’Epernon, you were behind the others, 
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as usual, and I have so little the pleasure of knowing you, 
that it was not for me to speak first.” 

It was strange to see Bussy sm ing aad calm among 
those four furious faces, whose eyes spoke with so terrible 
an eloquence, that he must have been blind or stupid not 
to have understood their language. 

But Bussy never lost his smile. 
‘Tt seems to me that there is an echo in this room,” 

said he quietly. 
** Look, gentlemen,” said Quelus, ** how provincial M. 

de Bussy has become ; he has a beard, and no knot to his 
sword ; he has black boots and a gray hat.” 

‘*Tt is an observation that I was just making to myself, 
my dear sir ; seeing you so well dressed, I said to myself, 
‘How much harm a few weeks’ absence does to a man; 
here am I, Louis de Clermont, forced to take a little 
Gascon gentleman as a model of taste.’ But let me pass ; 
you are so near to me ‘that you tread on my feet, and I 
feel it in spite of my boots.” 

And turning away, he advanced towards St. Line whom 
he saw approaching. 

“Incredible !” cried ‘all the young men, “‘ we insulted 
him ; he took no notice.” 

“6 There is something in it,” said Quelus. 
‘‘ Well!” said the king, advancing, ‘‘ what were you 

and M. de Bussy saying ?” 
‘Do you wish to know what M. de Bussy said, sire ?” 
** Yes, I am curious.” 
“Well, I trod on his foot, and insulted him, and he 

said nothing.” 
‘* What, gentlemen,” cried Henri, feigning anger, ** you 

dared to insult a gentleman in the Louvre !” 
** Alas! yes, sire, and he said nothing.” 
“Well! I am going to the queen.” 
As the king went out of the great door, St Lue re- 

entered by a side one, and advanced towards the four 
gentlemen. 

** Pardon, M. Quelus,” said he, ** but do you still live 
in the Rue St. Honoré ?” 
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*« Yes, my dear friend ; why do you ask ?” 
**« 1 have two words to say to you.” 
“Ah!” 
** And you, M. de Schomberg ?” 
** Rue Béthisy,” said Schomberg, astonished. 

.** D’Epernon’s address I know.” 
«Rue de Grenelle.” 
**You are my neighbor. And you, Mangiron ?” 
“Near the Louvre. But I begin to understand ; you 

come from M. de Bussy.” 
‘‘Never mind from whom I come; I have to speak to 

you, that is all.” 
<*To all four of us?” 
Te 
‘¢Then if you cannot speak here, let us all go to Schom- 

berg’s ; it is close by.” 
“« So be it.” 
And the five gentlemen went out of the Louvre arm in 

arm. 

CHAPTER LXXVI. 

HOW M. DE ST. LUC ACQUITTED HIMSELF OF THE COMMIS- 

SION GIVEN TO HIM BY BUSSY. 

Let us leave St. Lue alittle while in Schomberg’s room, 
and see what had passed between him and Bussy. 

Once out of the hall, St. Luc had stopped, and looked 
anxiously at his friend. 

** Are you ill?” said he, ‘‘ you are so pale; you look as 
though you were about to faint.” 

‘¢ No, I am only choking with anger.” 
** You do not surely mind those fellows ? ” 
** You shall see.” 
** Come, Bussy, be calm.” 
**You are charming, really ; be calm, indeed! if you 

had had half said to you that I have had, some one would 
have been dead before this.” 

“‘ Well, what do you want ?” 
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‘* You are my friend; you have already given me a 
terrible proof of it.” ; 

‘*Ah! my dear friend,” said St. Luc, who believed 
Monsoreau dead and buried, ‘‘ do not thank me, it is not 
worth while; certainly the thrust was a good one, and 
succeeded admirably, but it was the king who showed it 
me, when he kept me here a prisoner at the Louvre.” 

‘* Dear friend.” 
‘* Never mind Monsoreau ; tell me about Diana. Was 

she pleased at last? Does she pardon me? When will 
the wedding take place ?” 
“Oh! my dear friend, we must wait till Monsoreau is 

dead.” 
‘‘ What!” cried St. Luc, starting back as though he had 

put his foot on a pointed nail.” 
**Yes ; poppies are not such dangerous plants as you 

thought ; he did not die from his fall on them, but is alive 
and more furious than ever.” 

“¢ Really ? ” 
** Yes, and he talks of nothing but vengeance, and of 

killing you on the first occasion.” 
«¢ And I have announced his death to every one ; he will 

find his heirs in mourning. But he shall not give me the 
lie ; I shall meet him again, and if he escapes me a second 
time——” 
“Calm yourself, my dear St. Luc; really, I am better 

off than you would think; it is the duke whom he sus- 
pects, and of whom he is jealous. I am his dear Bussy— 
his precious friend. That is only natural, for it was that 
fool of a Rémy who cured him. 

«* What an idiot he must have been !” 
‘* He has an idea that, as an honest man and a doctor, 

it is his duty to cure people. However, Monsoreau says 
he owes his life to me, and confides his wife to my care.” 

«© Ah! I understand that this makes you wait more pa- 
tiently for his death. However, I am quite thunderstruck 
at the news.” 

«* But now, my friend, let us leave Monsorean.” _ 
«Yes, let us enjoy life while he is still ill; but once he 
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is well, I shall order myself a suit of mail, have new locks 
put on my doors, and you must ask the Duc d’Anjou if 
his mother has not given him some antidote against 
poison. Meanwhile, let us amuse ourselves.” 

** Well, my dear friend, you see you have only rendered 
me half a service.’ 

‘Do you wish me to finish it ?” 
‘* Yes, in another way.” 
«“Speak.” 
« Are you great friends with those four gentlemen ?” 
“*Ma foi! we are something like cats and dogs in the 

sun ; as long as we all get the heat, we agree, but if one of 
us took the warmth from another, then I do not answer 
for the consequences.” 

«‘ Well, will you go for me to M. Quelus, first ?” 
“Ah!” 

“And ask him what day it will please him that I should 
cut his throat, or he mine ?” 

7% Will.” 
** You do not mind it ?” 
** Not the least in the world. I will go at once if you 

wish it.” 
‘*QOne moment ; as you go, just call on M. Schomberg 

and make him the same proposal.” 
«‘Schomberg too? Diable, how you goon! Well, as 

you wish.” 
«‘Then, my dear St. Luc, as you are so amiable, go also 

to M. Maugiron, and ask him to join the party.” 
‘What, three! Bussy, you cannot mean it. I hope 

that is all.” 
**No; from him go to D’Epernon.” 
“Four !” 
«* Even so, my dear friend ; I need not recommend to 

a man like you to proceed with courtesy and politeness 
towards these gentlemen. Let the thing be done in gal- 
lant fashion.” 

«*You shall be content, my friend. Whatare your con- 
 jitions ?” 

**T make none ; I accept theirs.” 
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<< Your arms ?” 
‘‘What they like.” 
«<The day, place, and hour ?” 
“‘ Whatever suits them.” 
“ But——” 
**Oh! never mind such trifles, but do it quickly ; I will 

walk in the little garden of the Luxembourg; you will 
find me there when you have executed your commission,” 

‘*You will wait, then ?” 
Yeu? 
«Tt may be long.” 
‘‘T have time.” 
We know how St. Luc found the four young men, and 

accompanied them to Schomberg’s house. St. Luc re. 
mained in the ante-chamber, waiting until, according to 
the etiquette of the day, the four young men were in- 
stalled in the saloon ready to receive him. Then an usher 
came and saluted St. Luc, who followed him to the 
threshold of the saloon, where he announced M. d’Espinay 
de St. Luce. 

Schomberg then rose and saluted his visitor, who, to 
mark the character of the visit, instead of returning it, 
put on hishat. Schomberg then, turning towards Quelus, 
said, 

‘JT have the honor to present to you M. Jacques de 
Levis, Comte de Quelus.” 

The two gentlemen bowed, and then the same cere- 
mony was gone through with the others. This done, the 
four friends sat down, but St. Luc remained standing and 
said to Quelus, 

<‘M. le Comte, you have insulted M. le Comte Lonis de 
Clermont d’Amboise, Seigneur de Bussy, who presents to 
you his compliments, and calls you. to single combat on 
any day and hour, and with such arms as may please you. 
Do you accept ?” 

‘< Certainly ; M. de Bussy does me much honor.” 
‘* Your day and hour, M. le Comte ?” 
«¢ To-morrow morning at seven o’clock.” 
*¢ Your arms ?” 
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‘«¢ Rapier and dagger, if that suits M. de Bussy.” 
St. Luc bowed. Then he addressed the same questions 

to the others, and received the same answers. 
**Tf we all choose the same day and hour, M. de Bussy 

will be rather embarrassed,” said Schomberg. 
** Certainly,” replied St. Luc, ‘‘M. de Bussy may be 

embarrassed, but he says that the circumstance would 
not be new to him, as it has already happened at the 

_ Tournelles.” 
** And he would fight us all four ?” 
«* All four.” 
** Separately ?” 
«« Separately, or at once.” 
The four young men looked at each other; then 

Quelus, red with anger, said : 
“It is very fine of M. de Bussy, but however little we 

may be worth, we can each do our own work; we will ac- 
cept, therefore, the count’s proposal, fighting separately, 
or rather, which will be still better, as we do not seek te 
assassinate a gallant man, chance shall decide which of us 
shall fight M. de Bussy.” 

‘¢ And the three others ?” ‘ 
«*Oh! M. de Bussy has too: many friends, and we too 

many enemies, for them to remain with folded arms. Do 
you agree to this, gentlemen ?” 

“* Yes!” cried all. 
“Tf MM. Ribeirac, Antragues, and Livarot would join 

the party, it would be complete.” 
** Gentlemen,” said St. Luc, ‘‘1 will transmit your de- 

sires to M. de Bussy, and I believe I may promise that he 
is too courteous not to agree to your wishes. It there- 
fore only remains for me to thank you in his name.” 

Then he took his leave, after throwing his purse to the 
four Jackeys, whom he found outside, to drink to their 
masters’ healths. 
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CHAPTER LXXVIL 

IN WHAT RESPECT M. DE ST. LUC WAS MORE CIVILIZED 

THAN M. DE BUSSY, THE LESSONS WHICH HE GAVE 

HIM, AND THE USE WHICH M. DE BUSSY MADE OF 

THEM. 

Sr, Luc returned, proud of having executed his com- 
mission so well. Bussy thanked him, but looked sad, 
which was not natural to him. 

‘¢ Have I done badly ?” said St. Lue. 
‘< Ma foi, my dear friend, I only regret you did not say, 

‘at once.’” 
<¢ Why ! what is the hurry ?” 
‘<T wish to die as soon as possible.” 
St. Luc looked at him in astonishment. 
‘‘Die! at your age, with your name, and Diana!” 
‘* Yes, I shall kill them, I know, but I shall receive 

some good blow whieh will tranquilize me forever.” 
‘¢ What black ideas, Bussy !” 
«A husband whom I thought dead, and who has re- 

turned to life; a wife who can scarcely quit the bedside 
of the pretended dying man. Not to see her, smile on 
her, touch her hand. Mon Dieu! 

St. Lue interrupted him with a burst of laughter. 
“Oh!” cried he, “the innocent man. Why, no lover 
can be more fortunate than you.” 

‘* Prove that to me.” 
«You are the friend of M. de Monsoreau.” 
‘¢ Yes, I am ashamed to say, he calls me his friend.” 
‘¢ Well ! be his friend.” are 
-€Qh! and abuse this title!” 
“Ts he really your friend ?” 
** He says so.” 
*“*No; for he makes you unhappy. Now the end of 

friendship is to make one another happy. Atleast, so his 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 365 

majesty says, and he is learned in friendship. So, if he 
makes you unhappy, he is not your friend ; therefore you 
may treat him either as a stranger, and take his wife from 
him, or as an enemy, and kill him if he murmurs.” 

**In fact, I hate him. But do you not think he loves 
me ?” 

- “Diable! Take away his wife and see.” 
**T must continue to be a man of honor.” 

_. ** And let Madame de Monsoreau cure her husband 
both physically and morally. For it is certain that if you 
get yourself killed, she will attach herself to the only man 
who remains to her.” 

Bussy frowned. 
** But,” added St. Luc, “‘ here is my wife; she always 

gives good advice. She has been picking herself a bou- 
quet in the gardens of the queen-mother, and will be in a 
good humor. Listen to her ; she speaks gold.” 

Jeanne arrived radiant, full of happiness and fun. 
Bussy saluted her in a friendly manner, and she held out 
her hand to him, saying, with a smile, ‘‘ How go on the 
love affairs ?” 

‘* They are dying.” 
‘They are wounded and fainting; perhaps you can 

restore them, Jeanne ?” 
** Let me see ; show me the wound.” 
In two words, this is it: M. de Bussy does not like smil- 

ing on M. de Monsoreau, and he thinks of retiring.” 
** And leaving Diana to him?” 
“*Oh! madame, St. Luc does not tell you that I wish 

to die.” 
** Poor Diana!” murmured Jeanne, “ decidedly men are 

ungrateful.” 
** Good ! this is the conclusion my wife draws.” 
‘**T, ungrateful !’ cried Bussy, ‘“‘ because I fear to ren- 

der my love vile, by practising a disgraceful hypocrisy ? ” 
‘*Oh! monsieur, that is only a pretext. If you were 

really in love, you would fear but one:thing—not to be 
loved in return.” 

** But, madame, there are sacrifices-——” 



366 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

**Not another word. Confess that you love Diana no 
longer ; it will be more worthy of a gallant man.” 

Bussy grew pale. 
«You do not dare to tell her ; ; well, I will.” 
‘Madame! madame !” 
**You are rich, you men, with your sacrifices. And 

does she make none? What! expose herself to be mas- 
sacred by that tiger of a Monsoreau, preserve her position 
only by employing a strength of will of which Samson or 
Hannibal would have been incapable. Oh! I swear, 
Diana is sublime, I could not do a quarter of what she 
does every day.” 

‘*Thank you!” said St. Luc. 
«* And he hesitates !” continued she, ‘he does not fall 

on his knees and say his mea culpa.” 
‘You are right,” said Bussy, ‘‘I am but a man, that 

is to say, an imperfect creature, inferior to the most com- 
monplace woman.” 

‘It is lucky you are convinced of it,” 
‘¢ What do you order me ?” 
**'To go at once and pay a visit 
‘*To M. de Monsoreau ?” 
‘© Who speaks of him ?—to Diana.” 
** But he never leaves her.” 
‘«¢ When you went so often to see Madame de Barbezieux, 

had she not always near her that great ape who bit you 
because he was jealous ?” 

Bussy began to laugh, and St. Luc and Jeanne followed 
his example. 

‘‘Madame,” then said Bussy, ‘‘I am going to M. de 
Monsoreau’s house ; adieu.” 
He went there, and found the count in bed; he was 

delighted to see him, and told him that Rémy promised 
that his wound would be cured in three weeks. Bussy 
recounted to him the commission with which he had been 
charged, and his visit to the court. 

“¢ The duke has still projects on foot, has he not ? 
«<T believe so.’ 
“Do not compromise yourself for that bad man ; 4 
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know him : he is perfidious, and will not hesitate to be- 
tray you.” 

‘© T know it.” 
“You are my friend, and I wish to put you on your 

guard.” ' 
“You must sleep after the dressing of your wound,” 

. said Rémy. 

- 

‘“ Yes, my dear doctor. My friend, take a turn in the 
arden with Madame de Monsoreau.” 

~ “T am at your orders,” replied Bussy. 

CHAPTER LXXVIII. 

THE PRECAUTIONS OF M. DE MONSOREAU. 

Sr. Luc was right, and Jeanne was right, and Bussy 
soon acknowledged it. As for Diana, she gave herself up 
to the two instincts that Figaro recognizes as inborn in 
mankind, to love and to deceive. M. de Monsoreau grew 
better and better. He had escaped from fever, thanks to 
the application of cold water, that new remedy which Prov- 
idence had discovered to Ambrose Paré, when all at once 
he received a great shock at hearing of the arrival in 
Paris of the duke with the queen-mother. The day after 
his arrival, the duke, under the pretext of asking after 
him, presented himself at his hotel, and it was impossible 
to close his door against a prince who showed so much inter- 
est in him. M. de Monsoreau therefore was obliged to 
receive the prince, who was most amiable to him and to 
his wife. As soon as he was gone, M. de Monsoreau took 
Diana’s arm, and in spite of Rémy’s remonstrances walked 
three times round his armchair; and, from his satisfied 
air, Diana was sure he was meditating on some project. 

The next day the duke came again, and this time Mon- 
soreau walked round his room. That evening Diana 
warned Bussy that her husband had certainly some project 
in his head. A few minutes after, when Bussy and Mon- 
soreau were alone, ‘‘ When I think,” said Monsoreau, 
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‘‘ that this prince, who smiles on me, is my mortal enemy, 
and tried to have me assassinated by M. de St. Lue——” 

‘Oh, assassinated ! take care, M. le Comte. St. Lue 
is a gentleman, and you confess yourself that you provoked 
him, drew the sword first, and received your wound in 
fair fight.” 

‘‘ Certainly ; but it is not the less true that he obeyed 
the wishes of M. d’Anjou.” 

‘« Listen ! I know M. de St. Luc, and I can assure you 
he is devoted to the king, and hates the duke. If your 
wound had come from Antragues, Livarot, or Ribeirac, it. 
might be so; but not from St. Luc.” 

‘* You do not know,” replied Monsoreau, obstinate in 
his opinion. At last he was able to go down into the 
garden. ‘That will do,” said he; ‘‘ now we will move.” 

‘“Why move?” said Rémy. ‘The air is good here, 
and there is plenty of amusement.” 
‘Too much ; M. d’Anjou fatigues me with his visits, 

and he always brings with him a crowd of gentlemen, and 
the noise of their spurs destroys my nerves.” 

‘* But where are you going ?” 
‘‘T have ordered them to get ready my little house at 

the Tournelles.” 
Bussy and Diana exchanged a look of loving remem- 

brance. 
‘‘ What, that little place ?” cried Rémy, imprudently. 
«What! do you know it ?” 
«¢ Who does not know the houses of the chief huntsman ? 

particularly I, who lived in the Rue Beautrellis.” 
‘“Yes, yes, I will go there. It is a fortress, and one 

can see from the window, three hundred yards off, who is 
coming to visit you, and avoid them if you like, partic- 
ularly when you are well !” 

Bussy bit his lips; he feared a time might come when 
Monsoreau might avoid him. Diana thought of the time 
when she had seen Bussy in that house, lying fainting on 
the bed. 

** You cannot do it,” said Rémy. 
‘‘ Why not, if you please, monsieur ? ” 
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** Because the chief huntsman of France must hold re- 
ceptions—must keep valets and equipages. Let him have 
a palace for his dogs, if he likes, but not a dog-kennel for 
himself.” 

“It is true, but——” 
‘* But I am the doctor of the mind as of the body ; it is 

-not-your residence here that displeases you.” 
** What then ?” 
_ That of madame ; therefore send her away.” 

* «Separate ?”’ cried Monsoreau, fixing on Diana a look, 
more of anger than love. 

‘*Then give up your place—send in your resignation. 
I believe it would be wise; if you do not do your duty, 
you will displease the king, and if you do——” 

*¢T will do anything but quit the countess,” said Mon- 
soreau, with closely-shut teeth. As he spoke, they heard 
in the courtyard a noise of voices and Horses’ feet. 

‘¢ The duke again ! ” cried he. 
<¢ Yes,” said Rémy. 
Immediately after the prince entered, and Monsoreau 

saw his first glance given to Diana. He brought to her, 
as a present, one of those masterpieces, of which the 
artists of that day were in the habit of producing two or 
three in the course of a lifetime. It was a poniard, with 
a handle of chased gold. This handle was a smelling- 
bottle, and on the blade a chase was carved with admir- 
able skill ; horses, dogs, trees, game, and hunters, mingled 
together in an harmonious péle-méle, on this blade of azure 
and gold. . 

<‘Let me see,” cried Monsoreau, who feared there was 
a note hidden in the handle. 

The prince separated the two parts. ‘‘'To you, who are 
a hunter,” said he, ‘‘I give the blade: to the countess, 
the handle. , Good-morning, Bussy, you are then a friend 
of the count’s, now ?” 

Diana reddened, but Bussy said : 
«‘Your highness forgets that you asked me to inquire 

after M. de Monsoreau.” 
‘* Tt is true.” 

24 
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The prince sat down, and began to talk to Diana. In 
afew minutes he said, ‘‘ Count, it is dreadfully warm in 
your rooms. I see the countess is stifling. I will give 
her my arm for a turn in the garden.” 

The husband looked furious. 
‘Give me an arm,” said he to Bussy, and he got up and 

followed his wife. 
“Ah!” said the duke, ‘‘ it seems you are better.” 
‘‘ Yes, monseigneur, and I hope soon to be able to ac- 

company Madame de Monsoreau wherever she goes.” 
‘© Good ; but meanwhile, do not fatigue yourself.” 
Monsoreau was obliged to sit down, but he kept them 

in view. 
“* Count,” said he to Bussy, ‘‘ will you be amiable enough 

to escort Madame de Monsoreau this evening to my house 
at the Tournelles ? ” 
«You cannot do that, monsieur,” said Rémy. 
“Why not ?” 
«‘ Because M. d’Anjou would never forgive you if you 

helped to play him such a trick.” 
Bussy was about to cry, ‘What do I care?” but a 

glance from Rémy stopped him. 
‘‘Rémy is right,” said Monsoreau, ‘it would injure 

you ; to-morrow I will go myself.” 
** You will lose your place.” 
«It is possible ; but I shall keep my wife.” 
The next day they went to the old house ; Diana took 

her old room, with the bed of white and gold damask. A 
corridor only separated: it from that of the count. Bussy 
tore his hair with rage. 

CHAPTER LXXIX. 

A VISIT TO THE HOUSE AT LES TOURNELLES. 

THe duke became more and more in love with Diana, 
as she seemed always to escape him, and with his love for 
her, his hatred of Monsoreau increased. On the other 
side he had not renounced his political hopes, but had re- 
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commenced his underhand machinations. The moment 
was favorable, for many wavering conspirators had been 
encouraged by the kind of triumph which the weakness 
of the king, and the cunning of Catherine, had given to 
the duke ; however, he no longer confided his projects to 
Bussy, and showed him only a hypocritical friendship. 
He was vaguely uneasy at seeing. him at Monsoreau’s 
house, and envious of the confidence that Monsoreau, so 
suspicious of himself, placed in him. He was frightened 
also at the joy and happiness which shone in Diana’s face. 
He knew that flowers only bloom in the light of the sun, 
and women in that of love. She was visibly happy, and 
this annoyed him. Determined to use his power, both for 
love and vengeance, he thought it would be absurd to be 
stayed in this purpose by such ridiculous obstacles as the 
jealousy of a husband, and the repugnance of a wife. 
One day he ordered his equipages, intending to visit Mon- 
soreau. He was told that he had moved to his house in 
the Rue St. Antoine. 

** Let us go there,” said he to Bussy. Soon the place 
was in commotion at the arrival of the twenty-four hand- 
some cavaliers, each with two lackeys, who formed the 
prince’s suite. Both Bussy and the prince knew the 
house well; they both went in, but while the prince 
entered the room, Bussy remained on the staircase. It 
resulted from this arrangement that the duke was received 
by Monsoreau alone, while Bussy was received by Diana, 
while Gertrude kept watch. Monsoreau, always pale, 
grew livid at sight of the prince. 

‘* Monseigneur, here! really it is too much honor for 
my poor house !” cried he, with a visible irony, 

The princesmiled. ‘* Wherever a suffering friend goes, 
I follow him,” replied he. ‘‘ How are you ?” 

‘Oh, much better; I can already walk about, and in a 
week I shall be quite well.” 

“¢ Was it your doctor who prescribed for you the air of 
the Bastile ?” asked the prince, with the most innocent 
air possible. 

«Yes, monseigneur.” 
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‘‘Did you not like the Rue des Petits-Péres ? ” 
““No, monseigneur ;I had too much company there— 

they made too much noise, ” . 
«* But you have no garden here.” 
*‘T did not like the garden.” 
The prince bit his lips. “ Do you know, comte,” said 

he, ‘‘that many people are asking the king for your 
place ?” ) 

‘*On what pretext, monseigneur ?” 
*‘They say you are dead.” 
‘*Monseigneur, you can answer for it that I am 

not.” 
‘‘T answer for nothing ; you bury yourself as though 

you were dead.” 
It was Monsoreau’s turn to bite his lips. 
‘* Well, then, I must lose my place,” said he, 
‘* Really ?” 
‘Yes ; there are things I prefer to it.” 
‘* You are very disinterested.” 
‘* Tt is my character, monseigneur.” 
‘¢ Then of course you will not mind the king’s knowing 

your character ?” 
*¢ Who will tell him ?” 
«*Diable ! if he asks me about you, I-must repeat our 

conversation.” 
“‘Ma foi! monseigneur, if all they say in Paris were 

reported to the king, his two ears would not be enough to 
listen with.” 

‘‘What do they say at Paris, monsieur ?” asked the 
prince sharply. 

Monsorean tried to calm himself. ‘*‘ Howshould a poor 
invalid, as 1am, know?” saidhe. ‘If the king is angry 
at seeing his work badly done, he is wrong.” 

«* How so?” 
** Because, doubtless, my accident proceeds, to some 

extent, from him.” 
«¢ Explain yourself.” 
“© M. de St. Luc, who wounded me, is a dear friend of 

the king’s. It was the king who taught him the thrust 
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by which he wounded me, and it might have been the 
king who prompted him.” 

**You are right; but still the king is the king.” 
‘* Until he is so no longer.” 
The duke trembled. ‘‘Is not Madame de Monsoreau 

here ?” said he. 
‘* Monseigneur, she is ill, or she would have come to 

present her respects to you.” 
«~ ‘1! poor woman! it must be grief at seeing you 
suffer.” 

** Yes, and the fatigue of moving.” 
*< Let us hope it will bea shortindisposition. You have 

so skilful a doctor.” 
«© Yes, that dear Remy——” 
** Why, he is Bussy’s doctor.” 
‘* He has lent him to me.” 
‘© You are, then, great friends ?” 
** He is my best, I might say my only, friend.” 
‘* Adieu, come!” 
As the duke raised the tapestry, he fancied he saw the 

skirt of a dress disappear into the next room, and im- 
mediately Bussy appeared at his post in the middle of the 
corridor. Suspicion grew stronger with the duke. 

** We are going,” said he to Bussy, who ran down-stairs 
without replying; while the duke, left alone, tried to 
penetrate the corridor where he had seen the silk dress 
yanish, But, turning, he saw that Monsoreau had fol- 
lowed, and was standing at the door. 

** Your highness mistakes your way,” said he. 
«‘ True,” said the duke, ‘thank you.” And he went 

down with rage in his heart. When he returned home, 
Aurilly glided into his room. 

** Well,” said the duke, “‘ I am baffled by the husband 1” 
*« And, perhaps, also by the lover, monseigneur.” 
“ What do you say ?” 
«¢ The truth.” 
«Speak, then.” 
*<T hope your highness will pardon me—it was in your 

service.” 
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‘*T pardon you in advance. Go on.” 
** After your highness had gone up-stairs, I watched 

under a shed in the courtyard.” 
**Ah! What did you see ?” 
**T saw @ woman’s dress; I saw this woman lean for- 

ward, and then I heard the sound of a long and tender 
kiss.” 

“* But who was the man ?” 
“¢T cannot recognize arms.” 
*¢ No, but you might gloves.” 
*« Indeed, it seemed to me——~” 
«‘' That you recognized them ?” 
** It was only a guess.” 
«‘ Never mind.” 
*‘Well, monseigneur, they looked like the gloves of 

M. de Bussy.” 
‘* Buff, embroidered with gold, were they not ?” 
*< Yes, monseigneur.” 
«© Ah! Bussy ! yes, it was Bussy. Oh, I was blind and 

yet not blind; but I could not believe in so much au- 
dacity.” 

**But your highness must not believe it too lightly ; 
might there not have been a man hidden in her room ?” 

‘* Yes, doubtless, but Bussy, who was in the corridor, 
would have seen him.” 

«< That is true.” 
«* And then the gloves % 
<‘ Yes, and besides the kiss, I heard oe 
«What ?” ; 
“< Three words, ‘ Till to-morrow evening.’ ” 
*Oh! mon Dieu!” 
“* So that, if you like, we can make sure.” 
** Aurilly, we will go.” 
** Your highness knows I am at your orders.” 
«‘ Ah! Bussy, a traitor ! Bussy, the honest man—Bussy, 

who does not wish me to be King of France ;” and the 
duke, smiling with an infernal joy, dismissed Aurilly. 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 875 

CWUAPTER LXXX. 

THE WATCHERS. 

Tue duke kept Bussy near him all day, so as not to lose 
-sight of his movements. Bussy did not care, so that he 
had his evenings free. At ten o’clock he wrapped himself 
in his cloak, and with a rope ladder under his arm went 
towards the Bastile. The duke, who did not know that 
he had a ladder, and could not believe in any one walking 
alone at night through the streets of Paris, thought Bussy 
would certainly call at his hotel for a horse and a servant, 
and lost ten minutes in preparations. During those ten 
minutes, Bussy, active and in love, had already gone 
three-fourths of the distance. He was lucky, as brave 
people generally are, and met with no accident by the way, 
and on arriving saw a light in the windows. It was the 
signal agreed on between him and Diana. He threw his 
ladder up to the balcony, it had six hooks to it, and was 
sure to fasten itself somewhere. At the noise, Diana put 
out her light and opened the window to fasten the ladder. 
The thing was done in a moment. Diana looked all 
around ; the street seemed deserted. Then she signed to 
Bussy to mount, and he was up in five seconds. The 
moment was happily chosen, for while he got in at the 
window, M. de Monsorean, after haying listened patiently 
for a quarter of an hour at his wife’s door, descended the 
stairs painfully, leaning on the arm of a confidential valet, 
and it so happened that he opened the street-door just as 
the ladder was drawn up, and the window closed. He 
looked around, but the streets were deserted. 

** You have been badly informed,” said he to the servant. 
‘**No, monsieur, I have just left the Hétel d’Anjou, and 

they told me that the duke had ordered two horses for 
this evening. But perhaps it was not to come here.” 
_ “Where else should he go?” said Monsoreau, with a 
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somber air. He, like all jealous persons, thought the 
whole world had nothing to do but to torment him. 

‘¢Perhaps I should have done botter to stay in her 
room,” murmured he. ‘* But they probably have signals 
for corresponding ; she would have warned him of my 
presence, and I should have learned nothing. It is bet- 
ter to watch outside. Come, ccnduct me to the hiding- 
place, whence you say one can see everything.” 

‘¢Come, monsieur.” | 

About twenty-five steps from the door was an enormous 
heap of stones belonging to demolished houses, and serving 
for fortifications to the children of the neighborhood when 
they played at battles. In the midst was a space, which 
could contain two people. The valet spread a cloak, on 
which Monsoreau sat down, while his servant sat at his 
feet, with a loaded musket placed beside him. Diana 
had prudently drawn her thick curtains, so that scarcely 
aray of light showed through, to betray that there was 
life in this gloomy house. 

They had been watching about ten minutes, when two 
horses appeared at the end of the street. The valet 
pointed to them. 

“‘T see,” said Monsorean. 
The two men got off their horses, and tied them up at 

the corner of the Hétel des Tournelles. 
‘‘Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, ‘‘I believe we have 

arrived too late; he must have gone straight from your 
hotel, and must have entered.” 

«* Perhaps so; but if we did not see him go in, we can 
see him come out.” 

‘Yes, but when?” 
** When we please.” 
‘<Would it be too curious to ask how you mean to 

manage ?” 
‘* Nothing is more easy ; we have but to knock at the 

door, and ask after M. de Monsoreau. Our lover will be 
frightened at the noise, and as you enter the house he will 
come out at the window, and I, who am hidden outside, 
shall see him.” 
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** And Monsoreau ? ” 
** What can he say? Iam his friend, and was uneasy 

about him, as he looked so ill yesterday ; nothing can be 
more simple.” 

**Tt is very ingenious, monseigneur.” 
_ * Do you hear what they say ? ” asked Monsoreanu of his 

-yalet. 
‘* No, monsieur, but we soon shall, for they are coming 

nearer.” 

** Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, ‘* here is a heap of stones 
which seems made on purpose for us.” 

‘* Yes, but wait a moment, perhaps we can see through 
the opening of the curtain.” And they stood for some 
minutes trying to find a place to peep through. Mean- 
while, Monsoreau was boiling with impatience, and his 
hand approached the musket. 

*<Oh! shall I suffer this?” murmured he, “shall I 
devour this affront also? No, my patience is worn out. 
Mordieu ! that I can neither sleep, nor wake, nor even 
suffer quietly, because a shameful caprice has lodged in 
the idle brain of this miserable prince. No, Iam nota 
complaisant valet ; Iam the Comte de Monsoreau, and if 
he comes near, on my word, I will blow his brains out. 
Light the match, René.” — 

At this moment, just as the prince was about to seek his 
hiding-place, leaving his companion to knock at the door, 
Aurilly touched his arm. 

** Well, monsieur, what is it ?” asked the prince, 
** Come away, monseigneur, come.” 
‘¢ Why so ?” 
** Do you not see something shining there to the left 
**T see a spark among that heap of stones.” 
**Tt is the match of a musket, or arquebuse.” 
«¢ Ah! who the deyil can be in ambush there ? ” 
**Some friend or servant of Bussy’s. Let us go and 

make a detour, and return another way. The servant will 
give the alarm, and we shall see Bussy come out of the 
window.” 
«You areright ; come ;” and they went to their horses. 
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‘They are going,” said the valet. 
“Yes. Did you recognize them ?” 
‘* They seemed to me to be the prince and Aurilly.” 
«* Just so. But I shall soon be more sure still.” 
** What will monsieur do ?” 
“< Come.” 
Meanwhile, the duke and Aurilly turned into the Rue 

St. Catherine, intending to return by the boulevard of the 
Bastile. 
Monsoreau went in, and ordered his litter. 
What the duke had foreseen happened. At the noise 

that Monsoreau made, Bussy took the alarm, the light 
was extinguished, the ladder fixed, and Bussy, to his great 
regret, was obliged to fly, like Romeo, but without having, 
like him, seen the sun rise and heard the lark sing. Just 
as he touched the ground, and Diana had thrown him the 
ladder, the duke and Aurilly arrived at the corner of the 
Bastile. They saw a shadow suspended from Diana’s 
window, but this shadow disappeared almost instantane- 
ously at the corner of the Rue St. Paul. 

“* Monsieur,” said the valet to Monsoreau, ‘‘ we shall 
wake up the household.” 
‘What do I care?” cried Monsoreau, furiously. ‘I 

am master here, I believe, and I have at least the right to 
do what M. d’Anjou wished to do.” 

The litter was got ready, and, drawn by two stout 
horses, it was soon at the Hétel d’Anjou. 
The duke and Aurilly had so recently come in that 

their horses were not unsaddled. Monsoreau, who had 
the entrée, appeared on the threshold just as the duke, 
after haying thrown his hat ona chair, was holding out 
his boots to a valet to pull off. A servant, preceding him 
by some steps, announced M. de Monsoreau. A thunder- 
bolt breaking his windows, could not have astonished the 
prince more. 

‘¢ M.de Monsoreau !” cried he, with an uneasiness he 
could not hide. 

‘< Myself, monseigneur,” replied he, trying to repress 
his emotion, but the effort he made over himself was so 
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violent that his legs failed him, and he fell on to a chair 
which stood near. 

‘‘ But you will kill yourself, my dear friend,” said the 
duke; ‘‘ you are so pale, you look as though you were 
going to faint.” 

“¢Qh, no; what I have to say to your highness is of too 
‘much importance ; I may faint afterwards.” 

‘*Speak, then, my dear comte.” 
‘¢ Not before your people, I suppose.” 
The duke dismissed every one. 
«‘Your highness has just come in ?” said Monsoreau. 
** As you see, comte.” 
‘‘It is very imprudent of your highness to go by night 

in the streets.” 
‘Who told you I had been in the streets ?” 
‘The dust on your clothes.” 
«©M. de Monsoreau, have you another employment be- 

sides that of chief huntsman ?” 
«‘ Yes, that of spy, monseigneur ; all the world follow 

that calling now, more or less, and I, like the rest.” 
«* And what does this profession bring you, monsieur ? ” 
‘« Knowledge.” 
«It is curious.” 
«Very curious.” 
‘* Well, tell me what you have to say.” 
“‘T came for that.” 
‘* You permit me to sit down ?” said the duke. 
‘‘No irony, monseigneur, towards an old and faithful 

servant, who comes at this hour and in this state to do 
you a service. IfI sat down, on my honor, it was be- 
cause I could not stand.” 

“«¢ A service | to do me a service ?” 
‘te 
‘* Speak, then.” 
‘* Monseigneur, I come on the part of a great prince.” 
“‘ From the king ? ” 
“No; M. le Duc de Guise.” 
«‘ Ah! that is quite a different thing. Approach, and 

speak low.” 
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CHAPTER LXXXI. 

HOW M. LEDUC D’ANJOU SIGNED, AND, AFTER HAVING 

SIGNED, SPOKE. 

THERE was a moment’s silence. Then the duke said : 
** Well, M. le Comte, what have you to say to me from 

the Duc de Guise ? ” 
‘Much, monseigneur.” 
‘« They have written to you ?” 
‘No; the duke writes no more since that strange dis- 

appearance of Nicholas David. They have come to Paris.” 
«MM. de Guise are at Paris ?” 
«* Yes, monseigneur.” 
**T have not seen them.” 
‘*They are too prudent to expose themselves or your 

highness to any risk.”’ 
«And I was not told!” 
‘**T tell you now.” 
‘¢ What have they come for ?” 
‘‘ They come, monseigneur, to the rendezvous you gave 

them.” 
‘‘'That I gave them !” 
“** Doubtless ; on the day when your highness was arrested 

you received a letter from M. de Guise, and replied to it 
verbally, through me, that they were to come to Paris 
from the thirty-first of May to the second of June. It is 
now the thirty-first of May, and if your highness has for: 
gotten them, they have not forgotten you.’ 

Frangois grew pale. So many events had passed since, 
that he had forgotten the rendezvous. ‘‘ It is true,” said 
he, at length, ‘‘ but the relations which then existed be- 
tween us exist no longer.” 

“Tf that be so, monseigneur, you would do well to tell 
them, for I believe they think differently.” 

‘* How so ?” 
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‘You, perhaps, think yourself free as regards them, 
but they feel bound to you.” 

«* A snare, my dear comte, in which a man does not let 
himself be taken twice.” 

** And where was monseigneur taken in a snare ?” 
‘“* Where ? at the Louvre, mordieu.” 

-* Was it the fault of MM. de Guise ?” 
“I do not say so, but they never assisted me to 

escape.” 
** It would have been difficult ; they were flying them- 

selves.” 
‘Tt is true.” 
**But when you were in Anjou, did they not charge 

me to tell you that you could always count on them, as 
they on you, and that the day you marched on Paris, they 
would do the same ?” 

_ “Tt is true, but I did not march on Paris.” 
‘¢ You are here.” 
** Yes ; but as my brother’s ally.” 
«« Monseigneur will permit me to observe that he is more 

than the ally of the Guises.” 
«‘ What then ?” 
«Their accomplice.” 
The duke bit his lips. 
** And you say they charged you to announce their 

arrival to me ?” 
«They did me that honour.” 
‘But they did not tell you the motive of their 

return ?” 
“‘They told me all, knowing me to be the confidant 

of your highness.” 
“Then they have projects. What are they ?” 
** The same always.” 
«‘ And they think them practicable ? ” 
«They look upon them as certain.” 
«¢ And these projects have for an aim—— 
The duke stopped, not daring to finish. 

_ To make you King of France ; yes, monseigneur.” 
The duke felt the flush of joy mount to his face, 

bad 
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«‘ But,” said he, ‘‘is the moment favorable ?” 
‘* Your wisdom must decide.” 
«* My wisdom ?” 
“‘ Yes, the facts cannot be contradicted. The nomina 

tion of the king as head of the League was only a comedy, 
quickly seen through and appreciated. Now the reaction 
has commenced, and the entire state is rising against the 
tyranny of the kingand his creatures. Sermons are a call 
to arms, and churches are places where they curse the 
king, instead of praying to God. The army trembles 
with impatience ; the bourgeois league together; our 
emissaries bring in nothing but signatures and new ad- 
herents to the League. In a word, the king’s reign 
touches on its close. Now, do you renounce your former 
projects ?” 

The duke did not reply. 
«« Monseigueur knows that he may speak frankly to 

me.” 
‘‘ T think,” said the duke, ‘‘ that considering my brother 

has no children, that his health is uncertain, and that after 
him the crown will come naturally to me, there is no 
reason why I should compromise my name and my dignity, 
in a useless struggle, and try to take, with danger, what 
will come to me in due course.” 

** Your highness is in error; your brother’s throne will 
only come to youif you take it. MM. de Guise cannot 
be kings themselves, but they will only allow to reign a 
king of their own making, a king whom. they substitute 
for the reigning one. They count on your highness, but 
if you refuse, they will seek another.” 

‘* And who will dare to seat himself on the throne of 
Charlemagne ? ” 

‘‘A Bourbon instead of a Valois, monseigneur ; a son 
of St. Louis, instead of a son of St. Louis.” 

«‘ The king of Navarre ?” 
‘‘Why not? Heis young, and brave.” 
** He is a Huguenot.” 
‘* Was he not converted at the St. Bartholomew ?” 
«* Yes, and he abjured afterwards.” 
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“Oh, monseigneur, what he did for his wife, he will de 
again for the crown.” 

** They think, then, that I will yield my rights without 
a struggle.” 

** The case is provided for.” 
**T will fight.” 

-** They are men of war.” 
‘*T will put myself at the head of the League.” —_ 
“They are the soul of it.” 
«*{ will join my brother.” 
«* Your brcther will be dead.” 
“*T will call the kings of Europe to my aid.” 
‘They will think twice before making war on a 

people.” 
“ My party will stand by me.” 
** Your party, I believe, consists of M. de Bussy and 

myself.” 
«*Then I am tied.”. 
*‘ Nearly so. You can do nothing without the Guises ; 

with them, everything. Say the word, and you are 
king.” 

The duke walked about for a few minutes, in great 
agitation, then stopped, and said, ‘‘Go on, count.” 

«‘This, thep, is the plan. In eight days the Féte Dieu 
will take place, and the king meditates on that day a great 
procession to the convents of Paris. There, the guards 
will remain at the door, the king will stop before each 
altar, kneel down, and say five paters and five aves.” 

“*1 know all that.” 
“He will go to St. Geneviéve——” 
“You.” 
** He will enter with a suite of five or six persons, and 

behind them, the doors will be closed.” 
** And then o 

“Your highness knows the monks who will do the 
honors of the Abbey to his majesty.” 

** They will be the same——” 
‘* Who were there when your highness was crowned.” 

_ © They will dare to lay hands on the Lord’s anointed ?” 
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**Oh! to shave him, only.” 
‘“‘ They will never dare to do that to a king.” 
** He will not be a king then.” 
** How so ?” 
‘«¢ Have you never heard of a holy man who preaches 

sermons, and is going to perform miracles ?” 
‘* Brother Gorenflot ?” 
<* Just so.” 
‘‘The one who wished to preach the League with his 

arquebuse on his shoulder ? ” 
«The same.” 
‘* Well! they will conduct the king into his cell ; once 

‘there, he will be asked to sign his abdication, then, when 
he has signed, Madame de Montpensier will enter, scissors 
in hand. She wears them now, hanging to her side ; they 
are charming scissors, made of gold, and admirably chased, 
to do him honor. You understand the rest. We an- 
nounced to the people that the king, experiencing a holy 
repentance for his sins, has announced his intention of 
never more leaving the convent. If there are any who 
doubt, M. de Guise holds the army, M. le Cardinal the 
Church, and M. de Mayenne the bourgeois ; and with these 
three powers you can make the people believe what you 
like.” 

‘* But they will accuse me of violence,” said the duke. 
<‘You need not be there.” 
«© They will look on me as a usurper.” 
“‘Monseigneur forgets the abdication.” 
‘* The king will refuse.” 
“It seems that Brother Gorenflot is not only ‘clove 

but strong.” 
' . The plan is then settled ?” 

“* Quite.” 
«* And they do not fear that I shall denounce it ?” 
‘Na, monseigneur 5 for in that case, they have another, 

not less sure.’ 
‘SAB Er 
€ Yes,” oe 
¢ And this one 2” sks yh eg 
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“IT do not know; they thought me too much your 
friend to trust me with it.” . 

** Well, I yield, count. What must Ido?” — 
«* Approve.” : 
*6T do.” 
‘‘ Words are not enough.” 

~ «What then ?” 
« Writing.” 

. “Tt is a folly to suppose I will ever consent to that.” 
«* And why not ?” 
“‘ If the conspiracy fail 
“It is just in case it eoud: that they ask for your 

signature.” 
‘*Then they wish to shelter themselves behind my 

name ?” 
_ Just so.” 
-** Then I refuse.” 
«¢ You cannot.” 
‘‘T cannot refuse ?” 
oto.” 
“* Are you mad ?” 
‘¢To refuse is to betray.” 
“ Let them think as they like; at all events I will choose 

my own danger.” 
‘*€ Monseigneur, you choose badly.” 
“*] will risk it,” cried Frangois, endeavoring to keep 

firm. 
.. For your. own interest I advise you net to do so.” 

_ © But I shall compromise myself by signing.” 
‘In refusing, you assassinate yourself.” 
Frangois shuddered. 
‘* They would dare ?” said he. 
«They would dare anything, monseigneur. The con- 

spirators have oe so far, that they must succeed at any 
cost.” 

_ The duke, with his usual indecision, felt terribly. per- 
plexed. 
-“T will sign,” said he, at last, 
‘When ?” 

35 
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‘* To-morrow.” 
‘‘ No, monseigneur ; if you sign, it must be at once.” 
‘But M. de Guise must draw up the agreement.” 
‘‘ It is already drawn—here it is ;” and Monsoreau drew 

a paper from his pocket: it was a full adhesion to the 
scheme. The duke read it through, growing more and 
more pale as he did so. 

‘Here is the pen, monseigneur.” 
*¢'Then I must sign ?” 
‘© If you wish to do so; no one forces you.” 
“Yes, they do, since they.menace me with assassina- 

tion.” 
*‘T do not menace you, monseigneur—I only warn 

you.” 
‘** Give me the pen.” 
And, snatching it eagerly, he signed the paper. Mon- 

soreau watched him with an eye full of hatred and hope, 
and no sooner had the duke finished than, exclaiming 
** Ah!” he seized the paper, buttoned it into his doublet, 
and wrapped his cloak over it. 

Frangois looked at him with astonishment, for a flash 
of ferocious joy played over his face. 

«* And now, monseigneur, be prudent,” said he. 
** How so ?” 
“*Do not run about the streets with Aurilly, as you did 

just now.” 
“What do you mean ?” 
«‘T mean that, this evening, you pursued with your love 

a woman whom her husband adores, and whom he is jeal- 
ous of, enough to kill any one who approaches her without 
permission.” 

“Ts it of you and your wife that you are speaking ?” 
‘* Yes, monseigneur. I have married Diana de Méridor ; 

she is mine, and no one shall have her while I live—not 
even a prince ; I swear it by my name and on this poniard !” 
and he touched with his poniard the breast of the prince, 
who started back. 

“‘ Monsieur, you menace me!” 
TARC, 

cried Frangois, pale with 
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‘*No, monseigneur ; once more, I say, I only warn 
you.” 

“Of what ?” 
** That no one shall make love to my wife.” 
** And I warn you that you are too late, and that some 

one makes love to her already.” 
_ Monsoreau uttered a terrible cry. ‘Is it you?” cried 
he. 
«- “ You are mad, count !” 

** No, I am not ; prove your words.” 
«Who was hidden this evening, twenty steps from your 

door, with a musket ?” 
“é si ” 

** Well, comte, during that time there was a man with 
your wife.” 

«© You saw him go in?” 
‘¢T saw him come out.” 
‘¢ By the door ?” 
«* No, by the window.” 
** Did you recognize him ?” 
“Yes.” 
«Name him, monseigneur, or I do not answer for my- 

self.” 
The duke half smiled. 
‘<M. le Comte,” said he, ‘‘ on my faith as a prince, on 

my soul, within a week I will tell you his name.” 
‘¢ You swear it.” 
‘¢ T swear it.” 
‘¢ Well, monseigneur, you have a week ; but——” said 

he, touching the paper in his breast. 
** Come back in eight days.” 
**Good ! in eight days I shall have regained all my 

strength, ready for vengeance.” 
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CHAPTER LXXXII. 

A PROMENADE AT THE TOURNELLES. 

In course of time the Angevin gentlemen had returned 
to Paris, although not with much confidence. They knew 
too well the king, his brother, and mother, to hope that 
all would terminate in a family embrace. They returned, 
therefore, timidly, and glided into the town armed to the 
teeth, ready to fire on the least suspicion, and drew their 
swords fifty times before the Hétel d’Anjou on harmless 
bourgeois, who were guilty of no crime but of looking at 
them. They presented themselves at the Louvre, mag- 
nificently dressed in silk, velvet, and embroidery. Henri 
III. would not receive them ; they waited vainly in the 
gallery. It was MM. Quelus, Maugiron, Schomberg, and 
D’Epernon who came to announce this news to them, with 
great politeness, and expressing all the regrets in the 
world. 

‘© Ah, gentlemen,” said Antragues, “the news is sad, 
but, coming from your mouths, it loses half its bitterness.” 

‘‘ Gentlemen,” said Schomberg, ‘‘ you are the flower of 
grace and courtesy. Would it please you to change the 
reception which you have missed into a little promenade ?” 

‘¢ Ah! gentlemen, we were about to propose it.” 
«‘ Where shall we go ?” said Quelus. 
‘I know a charming place near the Bastile,” said 

Schomberg. 
‘© We follow you, go on.’ 
Then the eight Bt ware went out, arm in arm, talk- 

ing gaily on different subjects, until Quelus said, «« Here 
is a solitary place, with a good footing.” 
«Ma foi, yes.’ 
“Well! we thought that you would one day accompany 

us here to meet M. de Bussy, who has invited us all here.” 
“Tt is true,” said Bussy. 
“‘Do you accept ?” said Maugiron. 
‘* Certainly ; we rejoice at such an honor.” 

3? 

. 
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‘«'That is well,” said Schomberg ; ‘‘ shall we each choose 
an opponent ?” 

‘© No,” said Bussy, ‘‘ that is not fair; ‘let us trust to 
chance, and the first one that is free can join the others.” 

** Let us draw lots then,” said Quelus. 
.** One moment,” ” said Bussy, ‘‘ first let us settle the 

rules of the game.” 
««They are simple ; we will fight till death ensues !” 
«“Yes, but how ? ” 
«* With sword and dagger.” 
** On foot ?” 

_**Oh, yes! on horseback one’s movements are not so 
free.” 

«* Then, on foot.” 
«© What day ?” 
«¢ The soonest possible.” 
** No,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘I have a thousand things to 

settle and a will to make ; I would rather wait five or six 
days.” 

** So be it.” 
«¢ Then draw lots.” 
‘*One moment! divide the ground into four compart- 

ments, each for a pair.” 
** Well said.” 
‘*T propose for number one, the long square between 

the chestnuts ; it is a fine place.” 
“¢ Agreed.” 
** But the sun ? one would be turned to the east.” 
“* No,” said Bussy, ‘‘ that is not fair ;” and he proposed 

a new position, which was.agreed to. 
Schomberg and Ribeirac came first. They were the 

first pair ; Quelus and Antragues the second ; then Livarot 
and Maungiron the third. D’Epernon, who saw himself left 
to Bussy, grew very pale. 

“Now, gentlemen,” said Bussy, ‘‘ until the day of the 
combat, let us be friends. Will you accept a dinner at 
the Hétel Bussy ? ” 

All agreed, and returned with Bussy to his hotel, where 
a sumptuous banquet united them till morning. 
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CHAPTER LXXXIIL 

IN WHICH CHICOT SLEEPS. 

THE movements of the young men had been remarked 
by the king and Chicot. The king walked up and down, 
waiting impatiently for his friends to return ; but Chicot 
followed them at a distance, and saw enough to be satis- 
fied of their intentions. When he returned to the house 
he found the king, walking up and down, muttering. 

‘*Ah! my dear friend ! do you know what has become 
of them ?” cried Henri. 

‘¢ Whom ? your minions ?” 
" ¢¢ Alas! yes, my poor friends.” 
««They must lie very low by this time.” 
‘‘ Have they been killed?” cried Henri; ‘‘are they 

dead ?” 
“< Dead, I fear. ft, 
«¢ And you laugh, wretch ?” 
‘¢Oh! my son, dead drunk.” 
‘¢Oh ! Chicot, how you terrified me. But why do you 

calumniate these gentlemen ?” 
<¢ On the contrary, I praise them.” 
‘¢ Be serious, I beg ; do you know that they went out 

with the Angevins ?” 
«< Of course, I know it.” 
«© What was the result ?” 
‘¢ What I tell you ; that they are dead drunk.” 
«* But Bussy !” 
‘* He is intoxicating them ; he is a dangerous man.” 
<¢ Chicot, for pity’s sake——” 
‘< Yes; Bussy has given a dinner to your friends ; how 

do you like that ?” 
‘Impossible! They are sworn enemies.” 
<‘ Have you good legs ?” 
‘What do you mean ?” 
«‘ Will you go to the river ?” 
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“‘T would go to the end of the world to sce such a 
thing.” 

** Well! go only to the Hétel Bussy.” 
«Will you accompany me ?” 
«‘Thank you, I have just come from there.” 

_ £ But——” 
‘Qh! no; I, who have seen, do not need to be con- 

vinced. Go, my son, go. You disquiet yourself about 
“your friends; you first pity them as if they were dead, 
and when you hear they are not dead, you are uneasy 
still—_—_” 

‘‘ You are intolerable, M. Chicot.” 
‘Would you have preferred that they should each have 

had seven or eight wounds by a rapier ?” 
**T should like to be able to depend on my friends.” 
‘Oh! ventre de biche, depend upon me; I am here, 

my son, only feed me. I want pheasant and truffles.” 
Henri and his only friend went to bed early, the’ king 

still sighing. 
The next day, at the petite levée of the king, MM. 

Quelus, Schomberg, Maugiron, and D’Epernon presented 
themselves. Chicot still slept. The king jumped from 
his bed in a fury, and tearing off the perfumed mask from 
his face, cried, ‘‘ Go out from here.” 

The young men looked at each other in wonder. 
“ But, sire, we wished to say to your majesty 
«That you are no longer drunk, I suppose.” 
Chicot opened his eyes. 
** Your majesty is in error,” said Quelus, gravely. 
«¢ And yet I have not drunk the wine of Anjou.” 
‘*Oh! I understand,” said Quelus, smiling. 
“© What ?” 
«* If your majesty will remain alone with us, we will tell 

ou.” 
‘**T hate drunkards and traitors.” 
‘¢ Sire,” cried three of the gentlemen. 
‘* Patience, gentlemen,” said Quelus, ‘‘ his majesty has 

slept badly, and had unpleasant dreams. A few words will 
set all right.” 

”” 
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** Speak then, but be brief.” 
‘‘It is possible, sire, but difficult.” 
** Yes ; one turns long round certain accusations.” 
<« No, sire, we go straight to it,” replied Quelus, look- 

ing again at Chicot and the usher, as though to reiterate 
his request that they might be left alone. The king 
signed to the usher to leave the room, but Chicot said, 
‘Never mind me, I sleep like a top,” and closing his eyes 
again, he began to snore with all his strength. 

CHAPTER LXXXIV, 

WHERE CHICOT WAKES. 

<* Your majesty,” said Quelus, ‘‘ knows only half the 
business, and that the least interesting half. Assuredly, 
we have all dined with M. de Bussy, and to the honor of 
his cook, be it said, dined well. There was, above all, a 
certain wine from Austria or Hungary, which really ap- 
peared to memarvelous.’ Butduring the repast, or rather 
after it, we had the most serious and interesting conver- 
sation concerning your majesty’s affairs.” 

** You make the exordium very long.” 
‘* How talkative you are, Valois!” cried Chicot. 
“Oh! oh! M. Gascon,” said Henri, ‘‘if you do not 

sleep, you must leave the room.” 
**Pardieu, it is you who keep me from sleeping, your 

tongue clacks so fast.” 
Quelus, seeing it was impossible to speak seriously, 

shrugged his shoulders, and rose in anger. 
‘* We were speaking of grave matters,” said he. 
‘** Grave matters ?” 
<‘ Yes,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘if the lives of eight brave 

gentlemen are worth the trouble of your majesty’s atten- 
tion.” 

*« What does it mean, my son ?” said Henri, placing his 
hand on Quelus’s shoulder. 

- Well, sire, the result of our conversation was, that 
royalty is menaced—weakened, that is to say, that all the 
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world is conspiring against you. Sire, you are a great 
king, but you have no horizon before you ; the nobility have 
raised so many barriers before your eyes, that you can see 
nothing, if it be not the still higher barriers that the 
people haye raised. When, sire, in battle one battalion 

_ places itself like a menacing wall before another, what 
happens ? Cowards look behind them, and seeing an 
open space, they fly; the brave lower their heads and 

’ yu&h on.” 

“Well, then forward!” cried the king, ‘‘ mordieu ! 
am I not the first gentleman in my kingdom? Were they 
not great battles that I fought in my youth ? Forward, 
then, gentlemen, and I will take the lead ; it is my custom 
in the mélée.” 

“Oh! yes, sire,” cried the young men, with one voice. 
«« And,” said Quelus, ‘‘against these ramparts which 

are closing round your majesty, four men will march, sure 
to be applauded by you, and glorified by posterity.” 
‘What do you mean, Quelus ?” cried the king, with 

eyes in which joy was tempered by solicitude ; ‘‘ who are 
these four men ?” 

**T, and these other gentlemen,” replied Quelus, with 
pride ; ‘‘ we devote ourselves, sire.” 

“To what ?” 
**'To your safety.” 
** Against whom ?” 
** Against your enemies.” 
*« Private enmities of young men ?” 
**Oh! sire, that is the expression of vulgar prejudice ; 

speak like a king, sire, not like a bourgeois. Do not pro- 
fess to believe that Maugiron detests Antragues, that 

Schomberg dislikes Livarot, that D’Epernon is jealous 
of Bussy, and that I hate Ribeirac. Oh! no. They are 
all young, and agreeable, and might love each other like 
brothers: it is not, therefore, a rivalry between man and 
man, which places the swords in our hands; it is the 
quarrel of France with Anjou, the dispute as to the rights 
of the populace against the prerogatives of the king. We 
present ourselves as champions of royalty in those lists, 
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where we shall be met by the champions of the League, 
and we came to say, ‘ Bless us, sire, smile on those whe 
are going to die for you.” Your blessing will, perhaps, 
give us the victory, your smile will make us die happy.” 

Henri, overcome with emotion, opened his arms to 
Quelus and the others. He united them in his heart ; and 
it was not a spectacle without interest, a picture without 
expression, but a scene in which manly courage was allied 
to softer emotions, sanctified by devotion. Chicot looked 
on, and his face, ordinarily indifferent or sarcastic, was not 
the least noble and eloquent of the six. 

‘‘Ah!” cried the king, ‘I am proud to-day, not of 
being King of France, but of being your friend; at the 
same time, as I know my own interests best, I will not ac- 
cept a sacrifice, of which the result will deliver me up, if 
you fall, into the hands of my enemies. Franceis enough 
to make war on Anjou ; I know my brother, the Guises, and 
the League, and have often conquered mee dangerous 
foes.” 

<< But, sire, soldiers do not reason thus, hey never take 
ill luck into their calculations.” 

‘* Pardon me, Maugiron ; a soldier may act blindly, but 
the captain reflects.” 

‘* Reflect, then, sire, and let us act, who are only sol- 
diers,” said Schomberg : ‘‘ besides, I know no ill luck; [ 
am always successful.” 

‘¢ Friend, friend,” said the king, sadly, *‘ I wish I could 
say as much. It is true, you are but twenty.” 

‘« Sire,” said Quelus, ‘‘ on what day shall we meet MM. 
Bussy, Livarot, Antragues and Ribeirac ?” 

‘Never; I forbid it absolutely.” 
‘¢ Sire, excuse us, the rendezvous was arranged before 

the dinner, words were said which cannot be retracted.” 
«‘ Excuse me, monsieur,” said Henri, ‘‘the king ab- 

solves from oaths and promises by saying, ‘I will, or I 
will not,’ for the king is all-powerful. Tell these gentle- 
men, therefore, that I have menaced you with all my 
anger if you come to blows; and that you may not doubt 
it yourselves, I swear to exile you, if 

, 
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‘Stop! sire; do not swear; because, if for such a 
cause we have merited your anger, and this anger shows 
itself by exiling us, we will go into exile with joy, because, 
being no longer on your majesty’s territories, we can then 
keep our promises, and meet our adversaries.” 

‘If these gentlemen approach you within range of an 
~arquebuse, I will throw them all into the Bastile.” 

** Sire, if you do so we will all go barefooted, and with 
..cords round our necks, to M. Testu, the governor, and 

pray to be incarcerate with them.” 
“*T will have them beheaded, then ; I am king, I hope.” 
** We will cut our throats at the foot of their scaffold.” 
Henri kept silent for a long time; then, raising his 

eyes, said, ‘‘God will surely bless a cause defended by 
such noble hearts.” 

** Yes, they are noble hearts,” said Chicot, rising ; ‘‘do 
what they wish, and fix a day for their meeting. It is 
your duty, my son.” 
‘Oh! mon Dieu! mon Dieu !” murmured Henri. 
‘*Sire, we pray you,” cried all the four gentlemen, 

bending their knees. 
‘Well! so be it. Let us trust that God will give us 

the victory. But let us prepare for the conflict in a 
Christian manner. IfI had time, I would send all your 
swords to Rome, that the Pope might bless them. But 
we have the shrine of St. Geneviéve, which contains most 
precious relics: let us fast, and do penance, and keep 
holy the great day of the Féte Dieu, and then the next 
day—— 
rp Ah! sire, thanks ; that is in eight days!” cried the 

young men. 
And they seized the hands of the king, who embraced 

them all once more, and, going into his oratory, melted 
into tears. ; 
“Our cartel is ready,” said Quelus, ‘‘ we have but to 

add the day and hour. Write, Mangiron, the day after 
the Féte Dieu. Here is a table.” 
Tt is done,” said Maugiron, “‘now who will carry the 

letter ?” 

> 
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“I will, if you please,” said Chicot, approaching, “ but 
L wish to. give you a piece of advice. His majesty speaks 
of fasts and macerations. That is all very well after the 
combat, but before, I prefer good nourishment, generous 

wine, and eight hours’ sleep every night.” 
- §* Bravo, Chicot !” 

‘* Adieu, my little lions,” replied the Gascon, “I go to 
the Hotel Bussy.” He went three steps and returned, 
and said, ‘‘ Apropos, do not quit the king during the 
Féte Dieu; do not go to the country, any of you, but 
stay by the Louvre. Now, I will do your commission.” 

CHAPTER LXXXV. 

THE FETE DIEU. 

DurinG these eight days events were preparing them- 
selves, as a tempest gathers in the heavens during the 
calm days of summer. Monsoreau had an attack of fever 
for twenty-four hours, then he rallied, and began to 
watch, himself ; but as he discovered no one, he haomone 
more than ever convinced of the hypocrisy of the Due 
d’Anjou, and of his bad intentions with regard to Diana. 

Bussy did not discontinue his visits by day, but, warned 
by Rémy of this constant watchfulness, came no more at 
night to the window. 

Chicot divided his time between the king, whom he 
watched like a child, and his friend Gorenflot, whom he 
had persuaded to. return to his convent. He passed hours 
with him in his cell, always bringing with him large bot- 
tles in his pocket, and the report began to be spread that 
Gorenflot. had nearly persuaded him to turn monk. 

As for the king, he gave constant lessons in fencing to 
his friends, teaching them new thrusts, and, above all, 
exercising D’Epernon, to whom fate had given so skilful 
an adversary, that he was visibly preoccupied by it. 
Any one walking in the streets of Paris at certain hours, 

might have met the strange monks, of whom our first 
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chapters furnished some description, and who resembled 
troopers more than monks. Then, to complete the pict- 
ure, we must add that the Hétel de Guise had become at 
once mysterious and turbulent, the most peopled within 
and the most deserted without that can be imagined ; that 
meetings were held every night in the great hall, and with 
all the blinds and windows hermetically closed, and that 
these meetings were preceded by dinners, to which none 
but men were invited, and which were presided over by 

“Madame de Montpensier. Of all these meetings, how- 
ever, important though they were, the police suspected 
nothing. On the morning of the great day, the weather 
‘was superb, and the flowers which filled the streets sent 
their perfumes through the air. Chicot, who for the last 
fortnight had slept in the king’s room, woke him early ; 
no one had yet entered the royal chamber. 

*‘Oh, Chicot!” cried the king, ‘‘ you have woke me 
from one of the sweetest dreams I ever had in my life.” 

‘‘ What was it, my son ?” 
“| dreamed that Quelus had run - Antragues through 

the body, and was swimming in the blood of his adver- 
sary. Let us go and pray that my dream may be realized. 
Call, Chicot, call.” 

** What do you want ?” 
‘* My hair-cloth and my scourge.” 

~ Would you not prefer a good breakfast ?” 
‘* Pagan, would you go to hear mass on the Féte Dieu 

with a full stomach sg! 
** Even so.’ 
** Call, Chicot.” 
** Patience ; it is scarcely eight o’clock, and: you will 

have plenty of. time to scourge yourself. Let us talk first. 
Converse with your friend ; you will not repent it, Valois, 
on the faith of a Chicot.” — 

** Well, talk ; but be quick.” 
** How shall we: divide. our day, my son ? ” 
‘Into three parts.” | 
In honor of the Trinity ; Tee well, let me hear these 

‘three parts,” ee We 
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‘* First, mass at St. Germain ]’Auxerrois.” 
“Well?” 
‘‘ Return to the Louvre, for a collation.” 
“‘ Very good.” 
‘*Then, a procession of penitents through the streets, 

stopping at the principal convents of Paris, beginning at 
the Jacobins and finishing at St. Geneviéve, where I have 
promised the prior to stay till to-morrow in the cell of a 
saint, who will pray for the success of our arms.” 

*¢T know him.” 
“‘ The saint ? ” 
“Yes, perfectly.” 
**So much the better ; you shall accompany me, and 

we will pray together.” 
‘‘ Yes; make yourself easy.” 
‘Then dress yourself, and come.’ 
** Wait a little.” 
** What for ?” 
‘*T have more to ask.” 
‘* Be quick, then, for time passes.” 
*¢ What is the court to do?” 
“* Follow me.” 
** And your brother?” 
«¢ Will accompany me.” 
‘‘ Your guard ?” 
‘‘The French guard wait for me at the Louvre, and the 

Swiss at the door of the Abbey.” 
«*That will do ; now I know all.” 
‘¢ Then I may call?” 
ie 5 eh 
Henri struck on his gong. 
‘¢The ceremony will be magnificent,” said Chicot. 
** God will accept our homage; I hope.” 
** But tell me, Henri, before any one comes in, have 

you nothing else to say to me ?” 
‘* No, I have given you all the details.” 
‘* Have you settled to sleep at St. Geneviéve ? ” 
“ Doubtless,” 
** Well, my son, J do not like that part of the program,” 
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** How so ?” 
«‘ When we have dined I will tell you. another plan that 

has occurred to me.’ 
** Well, I consent.” 
78 Whether you consent or not, it will be all the same 

thing.” 
’ ~ * What do you mean ?” 

“*Hush! here are your valets.” 
«. Ashe spoke, the ushers opened the door, and the bar- 
ber, perfumer, and valet of the king entered, and com- 
menced to execute upon his majesty one of those toilets 
which we have described elsewhere. When the king was 
dressing, the Duc d’Anjou was announced. He was ac- 
companied by M. de Monsoreau, D’Epernon, and Aurilly. 
Henri, at the sight of Monsoreau, still pale and looking 
more frightful than ever, could not repress a movement of 
surprise. 
“You have been wounded, comte, have you not?” 

said he. 
«* Yes, sire.” 
‘* At the chase, they told me.” 
‘* Yes, sire.” 
“ But you are better now ? ” 
‘*T am well.” 
‘* Sire,” said the duke, ‘ would it please you that, after 

our devotions, M. de Monsoreau should go and prepare a 
chase for us in the woods of Compiégne ?” 

«* But do you not know that to-morrow—— 
He was going to say, ‘‘ Four of your friends are to fight 

four of mine ;” but he stopped, for he remembered that 
it was a secret. 

‘*T know nothing” said the duke; “‘ but if your maj- 
esty will inform me——” 

“*T meant that, as I am to pass the night at the Abbey 
of St. Geneviéve, I should perhaps not be ready for to- 
morrow ; but let the count go; if it be not to-morrow, it 
shall be the day after.” 

«¢ You hear ?” said the duke to Monsoreau. 
** Yes, monseigneur.” 

3? 
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At this moment Quelus and Schomberg entered. The 
king received them with open arms. 

Monsoreau said softly to the duke, ‘‘ You exile me, mon- 
seigneur.” 

‘‘TIs it not your duty to prepare the chase for the 
king ?” 

‘«*T understand—this is the last of the eight days fixed 
by your highness, and you prefer sending me to Com- 
piégne to keeping your promise.” 

‘* No, on the contrary ; I keep my promise.” 
*¢ Explain yourself.” 
‘* Your departure will be publicly known.” 
<“¢ Well ?” 
** Well, do not go, but hide near your house ; then, 

believing you gone, the man you wish to know will come ; 
the rest concerns yourself: I engage for no more.” 

«* Ah! if that be so 7 
** You have my word.” 
‘*T have better than that, I have your signature.” 
«© Oh, yes, mordien! I know that.” 
Aurilly touched D’Epernon’s arm and said, ‘‘ It is done ; 

Bussy will not fight to-morrow.” 
“* Not fight !” 
“«*T answer for it.” 
‘* Who will prevent it ?” 
** Never mind that.” 
““If it be so, my dear sorcerer, there are one thou- 

sand crowns for you.” 
*¢ Gentlemen,” said the king, who had finished his toilet, 

**to St. Germain l’Auxerrois.” 
«And from there to St. Geneviéve ?” asked the duke. 
‘* Certainly,” replied Henri, passing into the gallery 

where all his court were waiting for him, 

7 
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CHAPTER LXXXVI. 

___ WHICH WILL ELUCIDATE THE PREVIOUS CHAPTER. 

THE evening before M. de Monsoreau had returned to 
-his home from the Hétel Guise, and had found Bussy 
there. ‘Then, in his friendship for this brave gentleman, 
he had taken him aside, and said : 

*¢ Will you permit me to give you a piece of advice ?” 
“¢ Pray do.” 
*<Tf I were you, I should leave Paris to-morrow.” 
«<T! and why so?” 
‘© All that I can tell you is, that your absence may 

save you from great embarrassment.” 
“¢ How so ?” 
‘Are you ignorant of what is to take place to- 

morrow ?” 
*< Completely.” 
«€ On your honor ?” 
“On my word as a gentleman.” ~ 
«© M. d’Anjou has confided nothing to you ?” 
‘**Nothing ; M. d’ Anjou confides nothing to me beyond 

what all the world knows.” 
«* Well! I, who am not the Duc d’Anjou, who love my 

friends for their own sakes, and not for mine, I will tell 
you, my dear count, that he is preparing for grave events 
to-morrow, and that the parties of Guise and Anjou medi- 
tate a stroke which may end in the fall of the king.” 

Bussy looked at M. de Monsoreau with suspicion, but 
his whole manner expressed so much sincerity that it was 
impossible to doubt him. 

‘‘Count,” replied he, “‘my sword belongs to the Due 
d’Anjou. The king, against whom I have done nothing, 
hates me, and has never let slip an occasion of doing or 
saying something wounding to me; and to-morrow I tell 
you—but you alone, remember—I am about to risk my 
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life to humiliate Henri de Valois,in the person of his 
favorites.” 

‘* Then you are resolved to risk all the consequences of 
your adherence to the duke ?” 

‘¢ Yes.” 
**You know where it may lead you ?” 
‘‘I know where; I will stop; whatever complaints I 

have against the king, I will never lift a hand against 
him ; but I will let others do what they like, and I will 
follow M. d’Anjou to protect him in case of need.” 
‘My dear comte,” said Monsoreau, ‘‘ the Duc d’Anjou 

is perfidious and a traitor; a coward, capable, from jeal- 
ousy or fear, of sacrificing his most faithful servant—his 
most devoted friend ; abandon him, take a friend’s coun- 
sel, pass the day in your little house at Vincennes, go 
where you like, except to the procession of the Féte Dieu.” 

*¢ But why do you follow the duke yourself ?” 
‘‘ For reasons which concern my honor. I have need 

of him for a little while longer.” 
‘* Well! that is like me ; for things which concern my 

honor I must follow the duke.” 
The Comte de Monsoreau pressed his hand, and they 

parted. 
The next morning Monsoreau announced to his wife 

his approaching departure for Compiégne, and gave all the 
necessary orders. Diana heard the news with joy. She 
knew from her husband of the duel which was arranged 
between Bussy and D’Epernon, but had no fear for the 
result, and looked forward to it with pride. Busgy had 
presented himself in the morning to the Duc d’Anjou, 
who, seeing him so frank, loyal, and devoted, felt some 
remorse ; but two things combated this return of good feel- 
ing—firstly, the great empire Bussy had over him, as every 
powerful mind has over a weak one, and which annoyed 
him ; and, secondly, the love of Bussy for Diana, which 
awoke all the tortures of jealousy in his heart. Monsoreau, 
it was true, inspired him with equal dislike and fear, but 
he thought, ‘* Hither Bussy will accompany me and aid 
my triumph, and then if I triumph, I do not care for 
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Monsoreau, or Bussy will abandon me, and then I owe 
him nothing, and I will abandon him in return.” 
When they were in the church, the duke saw Rémy 

enter, and going up to his master, slide a note into his 

hand. 
«Tt is from her,” thought he; ‘‘she sends him word 

- that her husband is leaving Paris.” 
Bussy put the note into his hat, opened, and read it, 
d the prince saw his face radiant with joy and love. 

* The duke looked round ; if Monsoreau had been there, 
perhaps he would not have had patience to wait till the 
evening to denounce Bussy. 

The mass over, they returned to the Louvre, where 
a collation waited for the king in his room, and for his 
gentlemen in the gallery. Onentering the Louvre, Bussy 
approached the duke. 

** Pardon, monseigneur,” said he, ‘‘ but can I say two 
words to you ?” 

‘* Are you in a hurry ?” 
‘* Very much so.” 
«© Will it not do during the procession ? we shall walk 

side by side.” 
‘‘Monseigneur must excuse me, but what I wished to 

ask is, that I need not accompany you.” 
‘“Why so?” 
< Monseigneur, to-morrow is a great day, and I would 

wish to retire to-day to my little house at Vincennes.” 
«Then you do not join the procession with the king 

and court ?” 
“« No, monseigneur, if you will excuse me.” 
<* Will you not rejoin me at St. Geneviéve ?” 
<‘Monseigneur, I wish to have the whole day to my- 

self.” 
‘*But if anything should occur when I have need of 

my friends ?” 
«* As monseigneur would only want me to draw my sword 

against my king, it is a double reason for excusing 
myself,” replied Bussy ; ‘‘ my sword is engaged against 
M. d’Epernon.” © 
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Monsoreau had told the duke the night before that he 
might reckon on Bussy; this change, therefore, must 
have been occasioned by Diana’s note.” 

«'Then,” said the duke, ‘‘ you abandon your chief and 
master ?” 

**Monseigneur, he who is about to risk his life in a 
bloody duel, as ours will be, has but one master, and it is 
to Him my last devotions will be paid.” 
‘You know that I am playing for a throne, and you 

leave me.” 
** Monseigneur, I have worked enough for you ; I will 

work again to-morrow, do not ask me for more than my 
life.” 

“It is well!” said the duke, in a hollow voice, ** you 
are free ; go, M. de Bussy.” 

Bussy, without caring for the prince’s evident anger, 
ran down the staircase of the Louvre, and went rapidly to 
his own house. 

The duke called Aurilly. ‘* Well! he has condemned 
himself,” said he. 

“Does he not follow you ?” 
«S.No. 
“* He goes to the rendezvous ?” 

inte Sy 
«Then it is for this evening ?” 
‘Tt is.” 
‘*Ts M. de Monsoreau warned ?” 
‘¢ Of the rendezvous—yes ; but not yet of the man.” | 
‘¢Then you have decided to sacrifice the count ?” 
‘*T have determined to revenge myself; I fear now 

but one thing.” 
«‘ What is that ?” 
‘That Monsoreau will trust to his strength, and that 

Bussy will escape him.” 
‘* Reassure yourself, monseigneur.” 
«© Why ?” 
‘‘Ts M. de Bussy irrevocably condemned ? ” 
‘*Yes, mordieun! A man who dictates to me—who 

takes away from me her whom I was seeking for—who is 
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a sort of lion, of whom I am less the master than the 
keeper—yes, Aurilly, he is condemned without mercy.” 

“Well, then, be easy, for if he escape Monsoreau, he 
will not escape from another.” 

«¢ And who is that ?” 
** Does your highness order me to name him ?” 

ro Fee, 1. do.” 
**Tt is M. d’Epernon.” 

. **D’Epernon ! who was to fight him to-morrow ?” 
*« Yes, monseigneur.” 
‘* How is that ?” 
Aurilly was about to reply, when the duke was sum- 

moned ; for the king was at table, and had sent for his 
brother. 

**You shall tell me during the procession,” said the 
duke. 
We will now tell our readers what had passed between 

Aurilly and D’Epernon. They had long known each 
other, for Aurilly had taught D’Epernon to play on the 
lute, and, as he was fond of music, they were often to- 
gether. He called upon Aurilly to tell him of his 
approaching duel, which disquieted him not a little. 
Bravery was never one of D’Epernon’s prominent qualities, 
and he looked on a duel with Bussy as certain death. 
When Aurilly heard it, he told D’Epernon that Bussy | 
practised fencing every morning with an artist, lately 
arrived, who was said to have borrowed from all nations 
their best points, until he had become perfect. During 
this recital D’Epernon grew livid with terror. 

** Ah! I am doomed,” said he. 
«Well ?” 
But it is absurd to go out with a man who is sure to kill 

me.” 
** You should have thought of that before making the 

engagement.” 
*« Peste ! I will break the engagement.” 
** He is a fool who gives up his life willingly at twenty- 

five. But, now I think of it——” 
“¢ Well.” 
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‘*M. de Bussy is sure to kill me.” 
**T do not doubt it.” 
‘‘ Then it will not be a duel, but an assassination.” 
‘«¢ Perhaps so.” 
‘‘ And if it be, it is lawful to prevent an assassination 

by——” 

‘cc By ? ? 

«A murder.” 
“Doubtless.” 
‘‘What prevents me, since he wishes to kill me, from 

killing him first ?” 
“Oh, mon Dieu! nothing ; I thought of that myself. ° 
‘Tt is only natural.” 
“ Very natural.” 
‘*Only, instead of killing him with my own hands, I will 

leave it to others.” 
‘‘That is to say, you will hire assassins ? ” 
“Ma foi! yes, like M. de Guise for St. Megrim.” 
‘*¢Tt will cost you dear.” 
‘J will give three thousand crowns.” 
‘You will only get six men for that, when they know 

who they have to deal with.” 
‘Are not six enough ?” 
«*M. de Bussy would kill four before they touched him. 

Do you remember the fight in the Rue St. Antoine ?” 
‘*T will give six thousand ; if I do the thing, I will take 

care he does not escape.” 
«¢ Have you your men ?” 
**Qh, there are plenty of unoccupied men—soldiers of 

fortune.” 
“‘Very well; but take care.” 
** Of what ?” 
«If they fail they will denounce you.” 
*«T have the king to protect me.” 
‘¢That will not hinder M. de Bussy from killing yon.” 
«‘ That is true.” 
**Should you like an auxiliary ?” 
‘*T should like anything which would aid me to get rid 

of him.” 
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** Well, a certain enemy of your enemy is jealous.” 
** And he is now laying a snare for him ?” 
“© Ah ! Sd 

“© Well ?” 
*« But he wants money ; with your six thousand crowns 

he will take care of your affair as well as-his own. You 
do not wish the honor of the thing to be yours, I. sup- 
pose ?” 

** Mon Dieu ! no; I only ask to remain in obscurity.” 
“ Send your men, and he will use them.” 
** But I must know who it is.” 
**T will show you in the morning.” 
** Where ?” 
«* At the Louvre.” 
«Then he is noble ?” 
e8.:”” 
“* Aurilly, you shall have the six thousand crowns.” 
«‘ Then it is settled ?” 
** Trrevyocably.” 
** At the Louvre, then ?” 
«* Yes, at the Louvre.” 
We have seen in the preceding chapter how Aurilly said 

to D’Epernon, ‘“ Be easy, Bussy will not fight to-morrow.” 

CHAPTER LXXXVII 

THE PROCESSION. 

As soon as the collation was over, the king had entered 
his room with Chicot, to put on his penitent’s robe and had 
come out an instant after, with bare feet, a cord round 
his waist, and his hood over his face ; the courtiers had 
made the same toilet. The weather was magnificent, and 
the pavements were strewn with flowers; an immense 
crowd lined the roads to the four places where the king 
was to stop. Theclergy of St. Germain led the procession, 
and the Archbishop of Paris followed, carrying the holy 
sacrament ; between them walked young boys, shaking 
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censers, and young girls scattering roses. Then came the 
king, followed by his four friends, barefooted and frocked 
like himself. 

The Duc d’Anjou followed in his ordinary dress, accom- 
panied by his Angevins. Next came the principal 
courtiers, and then the bourgeois. It was one o’clock 
when’ they left the Louvre. Crillon and the French 
guards were about to follow, but the king signed to them 
to remain. It was near six in the evening before they 
arrived before the old abbey, where they saw the prior and 
the monks drawn up on the threshold to wait for his 
majesty. The Duc d’Anjou, a little before, had pleaded 
great fatigue, and had asked leave to retire to his hotel, 
which had been granted to him. His gentlemen had re- 
tired with him, as if to proclaim that they followed the 
duke and not the king, besides which, they did not wish 
to fatigue themselves before the morrow. At the door of 
the abbey the king dismissed his four favorites, that they 
also might take some repose. The archbishop also, who 
had eaten nothing since morning, was dropping with 
fatigue, so the king took pity on him and on the other 
priests and dismissed them all. Then, turning to the 
prior, Joseph Foulon, ‘‘ Here I am, my father,” said he ; 
“IT come, sinner as I am, to seek repose in your solitude.” 
The prior bowed, and the royal penitent mounted the 

steps of the abbey, striking his breast at each step, and 
the door was immediately closed behind him. 

‘¢ We will first,” said the prior, ‘* conduct your majesty 
into the crypt, which we have ornamented in our best 
manner to do honor to the King of heaven and earth.” 

No sooner had the king passed through the somber 
arcade, lined with monks, and turned the corner which 
led to the chapel, than twenty hoods were thrown into the 
air, and eyes were seen brilliant with joy and triumph. 
Certainly, they were not monkish or peaceful faces dis- 
played, but bristling mustaches and embrowned skins, 
many scarred by wounds, and by the side of the proudest 
of all, who displayed the most celebrated scar, stood a 

woman covered with a frock, and looking triumphant and 
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happy. This woman, shaking a pair of golden scissors 
which hung by her side, cried : 

«¢ Ah! my brothers, at last we have the Valois !” 
<‘ Ma foi, sister, I believe so.” 
<* Not yet,” murmured the cardinal. 
** How so ?” 
«Shall we have enough bourgeois guards to make head 

against Crillon and his guards?” 
_. We have better than bourgeois guards ; and, believe 
me, there will not be a musket-shot exchanged.” 
“ How so?” said the duchess. ‘‘I should have liked 

a little disturbance.” 
** Well, sister, you will be deprived of it. When the 

king is taken he will cry out, but no one will answer ; 
then, by persuasion or by violence, but without showing 
ourselves, we shall make him sign his abdication. The 
news will soon spread through the city, and dispose in our 
favor both the bourgeois and the troops.” 
«The plan is good, and cannot fail,” said the duchess. 
‘‘ Tt is rather brutal,” said the Duc de Gnise; ‘‘ besides 

which, the king will refuse to sign the abdication. He is 
brave, and will rather die.” 

** Let him die, then.” 
“* Not so,” replied the duke, firmly. ‘‘ I will mount the 

throne of a prince who abdicates and is despised, but not 
of an assassinated man who is pitied. Besides, in your 
plans you forget M. le Duc d’Anjou, who will claim the 
crown.’ 

** Let him inti: mordieu !” said Mayenne ; ‘‘he shall 
be comprised in his brother’s act of abdication. He is in 
connection with the Huguenots, and is unworthy to reign.” 

«* Are you sure of that ?” 
- © Pardieu ! did he not escape from the Louvre by the 
aid of the King of Navarre ?” 

“Well ?” 
«¢Then another clause in favor of our house shall follew ; 

this clause shall make you lieutenant-general of the king- 
dom, from which to the throne is only a step.” 

“Yes, yes,” said the cardinal, ‘all that is settled ; but 
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it is probable that the French guards, to make sure that 
the abdication is a genuine one, and above all, a voluntary 
one, will insist upon seeing the king, and will force the 
gates of the abbey if they are not admitted. Crillon does 
not understand joking, and he is just the man to say to 
the king, ‘ Sire, your life is in danger ; but, before every- 
thing, let us save our honor.’” 

“‘The general has taken his precautions. If it be 
necessary to sustain a siege, we have here eighty gentle- 
men, and I have distributed arms to a hundred monks. 
We could hold out for a month against the army ; besides, 
in case of danger, we have the cave to fly to with our 
prey.” 

‘* What is the Duc d’Anjou doing ?” 
‘*In the hour of danger he has failed, as usual. He has 

gone home, no doubt, waiting for news of us, through 
Bussy or Monsoreau.” 

‘¢Mon Dieu ! he should have been here; not at home.” 
‘You are wrong, brother,” said the cardinal ; *‘ the 

people and the nobles would have seen in it a snare to en- 
trap the family. As you said just now, we must, above 
all things, avoid playing the part of usurper. We must 
inherit. By leaving the Duc d’Anjou free, and the queen- 
mother independent, no one will have anything to accuse 
us of. If we acted otherwise, we should have against us 
Bussy, and a hundred other dangerous swords.” 

‘s Bah | ! Bussy is going to fight against the king’s 8 
minions.’ 

‘«* Pardieu ! he will kill them, and then he will join us,” 
said the Duc de Guise; ‘‘he is a superior man, and one 
whom I much esteem, and I will make him general of the 
army in Italy, where war is sure to break out.” 

«< And I,” said the duchess, “‘ if I become a widow, will 
marry him.” 

«¢ Who is near the king ?” asked the duke. 
«‘The prior and Brother Gorenflot.” 
*¢Ts he in the cell ?” 
‘*Oh, no! he will look first at the crypt and the relics.” 
At this moment a bell sounded. 

a a 
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* The king is returning,” said the Duc de Guise ; ‘let 
us become monks again.” And immediately the hoods 
covered ardent eyes and speaking scars, and twenty or 
thirty monks, conducted by the three brothers, went to- 
wards the crypt. 

CHAPTER LXXXVIILI. 

CHICOT THE FIRST. 

THE king visited the crypt, kissed the relics—often 
striking his breast, and murmuring the most doleful 
psalms. At last the prior said, ‘‘ Sire, will it please you 
now to depose your earthly crown at the feet of the 
eternal king ? ” 

««Let us go!” said the king. 
They arrived at the cell, on the threshold of which 

stood Gorenflot, his eyes brilliant as carbuncles. 
Henri entered. ‘ Hic portus salutis !” murmured he. 
‘* Yes,” replied Foulon. 
‘* Leave us !” said Gorenflot, with a majestic gesture ; 

and immediately the door shut, and they were left alone. 
‘Here you are, then, Herod! pagan! Nebuchadnez- 

zar !” cried Gorenflot, suddenly. 
<*Ts it to me you speak, my brother ?” cried the king, 

in surprise. 
«© Yes, to you. Can one accuse youof anything so bad, 

that it is not true ?” 
“¢ My brother !” 
‘‘ Bah! you have no brother here. I have long been 

meditating a discourse, and now you shall have it. I 
divide it into three heads. First, you are a tyrant; 
second, you are a satyr ; third, you are dethroned.” 

** Dethroned !” 
‘Neither more or less. This abbey is not like Poland, 

and you cannot fly.” 
“Ah! a snare!” 
**Oh, Valois, learn that a king is but a man.” 
**You are violent, my brother.” 
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‘** Pardieu ! do you think we imprison you to flatter 
you?” 
‘You abuse your religious calling.” 
‘«'There is no religion.’ 
‘Oh, you are a saint, and say such things! ” 
“*T have said it.” 
«You speak dreadfully, my brother.” 
“‘Come, no preaching ; are you ready ?” 
**'To do what ?” 
**To resign your crown; I am charged to demand it of 

you.” 
*‘ You are committing a mortal sin.” 
‘‘Oh! I have right of absolution, and I absolve myself 

in advance. Come, renounce, Brother Valois.” 
**Renounce what ?” 
‘¢ The throne of France.” 
“‘ Rather death !” 
“Oh! then you shall die! Here is the prior returning, 

Decide !” 
«‘T have my guards—my friends ; they will defend me.” 
‘¢ Yes, but you will be killed first.” 
“* Leave me at least a little time for reflection.” 
‘* Not an instant !” 
** Your zeal carries you away, brother,” said the prior, 

opening the door; and saying to the king, “‘ Your request 
is granted,” he shut it again. 

Henri fell intoa profound reverie. ‘‘ I accept the sacri- 
fice,” he said, after the lapse of ten minutes. 

‘It is done—he accepts !” cried Gorenflot. 
The king heard a murmur of joy and surprise. 
«Read him the act,” said a voice, and a monk passed a 

paper to Gorenflot. 
Gorenflot read it to the king, who listened with his head 

buried in his hands. 
‘Tf I refuse to sign ?” cried he, shedding tears. 
«<It will be doubly your ruin,” said the Duc de Guise, 

from under his hood. ‘‘ Look on yourself as dead to the 
world, and do not force your subjects te shed the blood of 
a man who has been their king.” 
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*¢T will not be forced.” 
**T feared so,” said the duke to his sister. Then, turn- 

ing to his brother, ‘‘ Let every one arm and prepare,” said 
‘he. 

«* For what ?” cried the king, in a miserable tone. 
‘ For anything.” 

* he king’s despair redoubled. 
**Corbleu!” cried Gorenflot, ‘‘I hated you before, 

_ Valois, but now I despise you! Sign, or you shall perish 
by my hand!” 

** Have patience,” said the king; ‘‘let me pray to my 
divine Master for resignation.” 

“‘ He wishes to reflect again,” said Gorenflot. 
«Give him till midnight,” said the cardinal. 
«Thanks, charitable Christian !” cried the king. 
‘« His brain is weak,” said the duke ; ‘‘ we serve France 

by dethroning him.” 
“‘T shall have great pleasure in clipping him!” said 

the duchess. 
Suddenly a noise was heard outside, and soon they dis- 

tinguished blows struck on the door of the abbey, and 
Mayenne went to see what it was. ‘‘ My brothers,” said 
he, *‘ there is a troop of armed men outside.” 
“They have come to seek him,” said the duchess. 
«The more reason that he should sign quickly.” 
«Sign, Valois, sign !” roared Gorenflot. 
<* You gave me till midnight,” said the king, piteously. 
«© Ah! you hoped to be rescued.” 
‘He shall die if he does not sign !” cried the duchess. 
Gorenflot offered him the pen. The noise outside re- 

doubled. 
«© A new troop!” cried » monk ; ‘‘ they are surround- 

ing the abbey !” 
“‘The Swiss,” cried Foulon, ‘‘ are advancing on the 

right !” 
‘* Well, we will defend ourselves; with such a hostage 

in our hands, we need not surrender.” 
‘He has signed !” cried Gorenflot, tearing the paper 

from Henri, who buried his face in his hands, 
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«« Then you are king!” cried the cardinal to the duke ; 
‘« take the precious paper.” 

The king overturned the little lamp which alone lighted 
the scene, but the duke already held the parchment. 

‘¢ What shall we do?” said a monk. ‘“ Here is Crillon, 
with his guards, threatening to break in the doors!” 

‘‘In the king’s name!” cried the powerful voice of 
Crillon. 

**There is no king!” cried Gorenflot through the win- 
dow. 

«‘ Who says that ?” cried Crillon. 
dg) De 2 isi 
‘Break in the doors, Monsieur Crillon !” said, from 

outside, a voice which made the hair of all the monks, 
real and pretended, stand on end. 

“© Yes, sire,” replied Crillon, giving a tremendous blow 
with a hatchet on the door. 

‘‘What do you want?” said the prior, going to the 
window. 
‘Ah! it is you, M. Foulon,” replied the same voice, 

‘*T want my jester, who is in one of your cells. I want 
Chicot, I am ennuyé at the Louvre.” 

«¢ And I have been much amused, my son,” said Chicot, 
throwing off his hood, and pushing his way through the 
crowd of monks, who recoiled, with a cry of terror. 

At this moment the Due de Guise, advancing to a lamp, 
read the signature obtained with so much labor. It was 
“‘ Chicot I.” 

‘‘Chicot !” cried he ; “‘ thousand devils !” 
‘* Let us fly !” said the cardinal, “< we are lost.” 
‘«*Ah!” cried Chicot, turning to Gorenflot, who was 

nearly fainting, and he began to strike him with the cord 
he had round his waist. 

wwe ee —= 



CHICOT, THE JESTER. 415 

CHAPTER LXXXIX. 

INTEREST AND CAPITAL. 

As the king spoke and the conspirators listened, they 
«passed from astonishment to terror. Chicot I. relin- 
quished his réle of apparent terror, threw back his hood, 
crossed his arms, and, while Gorenflot fled at his utmost 
speed, sustained, firm and smiling, the first shock. It was 
a terrible moment, for the gentlemen, furious at the mys- 
tification of which they had been the dupes, advanced 
menacingly on the Gascon. But this unarmed man, his 
breast covered only by his arms—this laughing face, 

_ stopped them still more than the remonstrance of the 
cardinal, who said to them that Chicot’s death could serve 

no end, but, on the contrary, would be terribly avenged 
by the king, who was the jester’s accomplice in this scene 
of terrible ‘buffoonery. 

The result was, that daggers and rapiers were lowered 
before Chicot, who continued to laugh in their faces. 

However, the king’s menaces and Crillon’s blows became 
more vehement, and it was evident that the door could 
not long resist such an attack. Thus, after a moment’s 
deliberation, the Duc de Guise gave the order for retreat. 
This order made Chicot smile, for, during his nights with 
Gorenflot, he had examined the cave and found out 
the door, of which he had informed the king, who had 
placed there Torquenot, lieutenant of the Swiss guards. 
It was then evident that the leaguers, one after another, 
were about to throw themselves into the trap. The car- 
dinal made off first, followed by about twenty gentlemen. 
Then Chicot saw the duke pass with about the same num- 
ber, and afterwards Mayenne. When Chicot saw liim go 
he laughed outright. Ten minutes passed, during which 
he listened earnestly, thinking to hear the noise of the 
leaguers sent back into the cave, but to his astonishment, 
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the sound continued to go further and further off. His 
laugh began to change into oaths. Time passed, and the 
leaguers did not return ; had they seen that the door was 
guarded and found another way out ? Chicot was about 
to rush from the cell, when all at once the door was ob- 
structed by a mass which fell at his feet, and began to tear 
its hair. 
«Ah! wretch that I am!” cried the monk. ‘Oh! 

my good M. Chicot, pardon me, pardon me!” 
How did Gorenflot, who went first, return now alone ? 

was the question that presented itself to Chicot’s mind. 
“Oh! my good M. Chicot!” he continued to ery, 

‘pardon your unworthy friend, who repents at your 
knees.” 

‘But how is it you have not fled with the others ?” 
*‘ Because the Lord in His anger has struck me with 

obesity, and I could not pass where the others did. Oh! 
unlucky stomach! Oh! miserable paunch!” cried the 
monk, striking with his two hands the part he apostro- 
phized. ‘‘ Ah! why am not I thin like you, M. Chicot ?” 

Chicot understood nothing of the lamentations of the 
monk. 

‘«* But the others are flying, then ?” cried he, in a voice 
of thunder. 

‘«Pardieu ! what should they do? Wait to be hung? 
Oh! unlucky paunch !” 

‘* Silence, and answer me.” 
‘«*Interrogate me, M. Chicot ; you have the right.” 
‘* How are the others escaping ?” 
** As fast as they can.” 
‘**So I imagine ; but where ?” 
‘« By the hole.” 
** Mordieu ! what hole ?” 
«« The hole in the cemetery cellar.” 
‘* Is that what you call the cave ?” 

_ Oh! no; the door of that was guarded outside. The 
great cardinal, just as he was about to open it, heard a 

Swiss say, ‘ Mich dwistel,’ which means, ‘ I am thirsty.’ ” 

* Ventre de biche ! so then they took another way ?” 
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“ Yes, dear M. Chicot, they are getting out through 
the cellar.” 

*< How does that run ?” 
** From the crypt to the Porte St. Jacques.” 
4 You lie ; I should have seen them repass before this 

cell.” ’ 
~~ ** No, dear M. Chicot ; they thought they had not time 

for that, so they are creeping out through the air- 
4. hole.” 

** What hole ?” 
** One which looks into the garden, and serves to light 

the cellar.” 
** So that you fs 
** 1 was too big, and could not pass, and they drew me 

back by my legs, because I intercepted the way for the 
others.” 

** Then he who is bigger than you ? ” 
“He! who ?” 
“Oh! Holy Virgin, I promise you a dozen wax candles, 

if he also cannot pass.” 
<¢M. Chicot !” 
** Get up.” 
The monk raised himself from the ground as quickly as 

he could. 
<* Now lead me to the hole.” 
«¢ Where you wish.” 
** Go on, then, wretch.” 
Gorenflot went on as fast as hc was able, while Chicot 

indulged himself by giving him a few blows with the cord. 
They traversed the corridor, and descended into the 
garden. 

** Here! this way,” said Gorenflot. 
** Hold your tongue, and go on.” 
** There it is,” and exhausted by his efforts, the monk 

_sank on the grass, while Chicot, hearing groans, advanced, 
and saw something protruding through the hole. By the 
side of this something lay a frock and a sword. It was 
evident that the individual in the hole had taken off suc- 
cessively all the loose clothing which increased his size ; 

27 
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and yet, like Gorenflot, he was making useless efforts te 
get through. 

‘‘Mordieu! ventrebleu! sangdieu!” cried a stifled 
voice. ‘*I would rather pass through the midst of the 
guards. Do not pull so hard, my friends; I shall come 
through gradually ; I feel that I advance, not quickly, it 
is true, but I do advance.” 

** Ventre de biche!” murmured Chicot, ‘*it is M. de 
Mayenne. Holy Virgin, you have gained your candles.” 
And he made a noise with his feet like some one running 

fast. 
«« They are coming,” cried several voices from inside. 
“Ah!” cried Chicot, as if out of breath, ‘‘ it is you, 

miserable monk !” 
*‘Say nothing, monseigneur!” murmured the voices, 

**he takes you for Gorenflot.” 
“Ah! it is you, heavy mass—pondus immobile ; it is 

you, indigesta moles !” 
And at each apostrophe, Chicot, arrived at last at his 

desired vengeance, let fall the cord with all the weight of 
his arm on the body before him. 

«*Silence!” whispered the voices again; “‘he takes 
you for Gorenflot.” 

Mayenne only uttered groans, and made immense efforts 
to get through. 
‘Ah! conspirator!” cried Chicot again; ‘‘ah! un- 

worthy monk, this is for your drunkenness, this for idle- 
ness, this for anger, this for greediness, and this for all 
the vices you have.” 

‘*M. Chicot, have pity,” whispered Gorenflot. 
** And here, traitor, this is for your treason,” continued 

Chicot. 
«* Ah! why did it not please God to substitute for your 

vulgar carcass the high and mighty shoulders of the Duc 
de Mayenne, to whom I owe a volley of blows, the interest 
of which has been accumulating for seven years !” 

*¢ Chicot!” cried the duke. 
«© Yes, Chicot, unworthy servant of the king, who wishes 

he had the hundred arms of Briarens for this occasion,” 
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And he redoubled his blows with such violence, that the 
sufferer, making a tremendous effort, pushed himself 
through, and fell torn and bleeding into the arms of his 
friends. Chicot’s last blow fell into empty space. He 
turned, and saw that the true Gorenflot had fainted with 
terror. 

CHAPTER XC. 

WHAT WAS PASSING NEAR THE BASTILE WHILE CHICOT 

WAS PAYING HIS DEBT TO M. DE MAYENNE. 

* 

It was eleven at night, and the Duc d’Anjou was wait- 
ing impatiently at home for a messenger from the Duc de 
Guise. He walked restlessly up and down, looking every 
minute at the clock. All at once he heard a horse in the 
courtyard, and thinking it was the messenger, he ran to 
the window, but it was a groom leading up and downa 
horse which was waiting for its master, who almost im- 
mediately came out. It was Bussy, who, as captain of the 
duke’s guards, came to give the password for the night. 
The duke, seeing this handsome and brave young man, of 
whom he had never had reason to complain, experienced 
an instant’s remorse, but on his face he read so much 
joy, hope, and happiness, that all his jealousy returned. 
However, Bussy, ignorant that the duke was watching 
him, jumped into his saddle and rode off to his own hotel, 
where he gave his horse to the groom. There he saw 
Rémy. 

“© Ah! you Rémy ?” 
** Myself, monsieur.” 
** Not yet in bed ?” 
‘*T have just come in. Indeed, since I have no longer 

a patient, it seems to me that the days have forty-eight 
hours.” 

** Are you ennuyé ?” 
*<T fear so.” 
«*Then Gertrude is abandoned ?” 

- Perfectly.” 
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** You grew tired ?” 
“Of being beaten. That was how her love showed 

itself.” 
‘* And does your heart not speak for her to-night no 
“‘ Why to-night ? ” 
‘* Because I would have taken you with me.” 
**To the Bastile ?” 
“< Yes.” 
«You are going there ?” 
‘Kea? 
** And Monsoreau ? ” 
‘Ts at Compiégne, preparing a chase for the king.” 
** Are you sure, monsieur ?” 
‘* The order was given publicly this morning.” 
«* Ah, well ; Jourdain, my sword.” 
“‘ You have changed your mind ? ” 
*«T will accompany you to the door, for two reasons.” 
*¢ What are they ?” 
«« Firstly, lest you should meet any enemies.” 
Bussy smiled. 
‘*Oh! mon Dieu, I know you fear no one, and that 

Rémy the doctor is but a poor companion ; still, two men 
are not so likely to be attacked asone. Secondly, because 
I have a great deal of good advice to give you.” 

“‘Come, my dear Rémy, come. We will speak of her ; 
and next to the pleasure of seeing the woman you loye, I 
know none greater than talking of her.” 

Bussy then took the arm of the young doctor, and they 
set off. Rémy on the way tried hard to induce Bussy to 
return early, insisting that he would be more fit for his 
duel on the morrow. 

Bussy smiled. ‘‘ Fear nothing,” said he. 
«*Ah! my dear master, to-morrow you ought to fight 

like Hercules against Anteus—like Theseus against the 
Minotaur—like Bayard—like something Homeric, gigan- 
tic, impossible ; I wish people to speak of it infuture times 
as the combat, par excellence, and in which you had not 
even received a scratch.” 

“« Be easy, my dear Rémy, you shall see wonders. This 
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morning I put swords in the hands of four fencers, who 
during eight minutes could not touch me once, while I 
tore their doublets to pieces.” 

So conversing, they arrived in the Rue St. Antoine. 
«< Adieu ! here we are,” said Bussy. 
‘‘ Shall I wait for you ?” 

- «Why ?” 

«¢T'o make sure that you will return before two o’clock, 
and have at least five or six hours’ sleep before your duel.” 

«If I give you my word ?” 
“Oh! that will be enough; Bussy’s word is never 

doubted.” 
“© You have it then.” 
‘Then, adieu, monsieur.” 
«* Adieu, Rémy.” 
Rémy watched, and saw Bussy enter, not this time by 

the window, but boldly through the door, which Gertrude 
opened for him. Then Rémy turned to go home; but he 
ha& only gone a few steps, when he saw coming towards 
him five armed men, wrapped in cloaks. When they 
arrived about ten yards from him, they said good night to 
each other, and four went off in different directions, while 
the fifth remained stationary. 

‘°M. de St. Luc!” said Rémy. 
«Remy !” 
“‘ Rémy, in person. Is it an indiscretion to ask what, 

your lordship does at this hour so far from the Louvre ? ” 
‘Ma foi! I am examining, by the king’s order, the 

physiognomy of the city. He said to me, ‘St. Luc, walk 
about the streets of Paris, and if you hear any one say I 
have abdicated, contradict him.’ ” 

«* And have you heard it ?” 
** Nowhere ; and as it is just midnight, and I have met 

no one but M. de Monsoreau, I have dismissed my friends, 
and am about to return.” 

‘*M. de Monsoreau ? ” 
“© Yes.” 
“You met him ?” 
** With a troop of armed men ; ten or twelve at least.” 
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** Impossible ! ” 
“Why so?” 
“* He ought to be at: Compidgne.” 
‘«* He ought to be, but he is not.” 
«* But the king’s order ?” © 
‘* Bah ! who obeys the king ?” 
«Did he know you ?” 
**T believe so.” 
“You were but five ?” 
«* My four friends and I.” 
«* And he did not attack you ?” 

_ £*On the contrary, he avoided me, which astonished me, 
as on seeing him, I expected a terrible battle.” 

‘* Where was he going ?” 
**To the Rue de la Tixanderie.” 
** Ah! mon Dieu !” 
*¢ What ?” 
«*M. de St. Luc, a great misfortune is about to hap- 

pen.” 
“To whom? ” 
“To M. de Bussy.” 
«‘ Bussy ! speak, Rémy ; I am his friend, you know.” 
«‘Oh! M. de Bussy thought him at Compiégne.” 
“Well ?” 
‘‘ And, profiting by his absence, is with Madame de 

Monsoreau.” 
‘ORT 
‘*Do you not see? he has had suspicions, and has 

feigned to depart, that he might appear unexpectedly.” 
‘*Ah! it is the Duc d’Anjou’s doing, I believe. Have 

you good lungs, Rémy” 
‘‘Corbleu ! like a blacksmith’s bellows.” 
“Well! let usran. You know the house ?” 
ha 
‘*Go on then.” And the young men set off like hunted 

deer. 
«Ts he much in advance of us ?” said Rémy. 
** About a quarter of an hour.” . 
«*Tf we do but arrive in time!” 
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CHAPTER XCI. 

THE ASSASSINATION. 
— 

Bussy, himself without disquietude or hesitation, had 
__ been received by Diana without fear, for she believed her- 
“self sure of the absence of M. de Monsoreau. Never had 
this beautiful woman been more beautiful, nor Bussy more 
happy. She was moved, however, by fears for the morrow’s 
combat, now so near, and she repeated to him, again and 
again, the anxiety she felt about it, and questioned him 
as to the arrangements he had made-for flight. To con- 
quer was not all ; there was afterwards the king’s anger to 
avoid, for it was not probable that he would ever pardon 
the death or defeat of his favorites. 

** And then, said she, “‘ are you not acknowledged to be 
the bravest man in France? Why make it a point of 
honor to augment your glory? You are already superior 
to other men, and you do not wish to please any other 
woman but me, Louis. Therefore, guard your life, or 
rather—for I think there is not a man in France capable 
of killing you, Louis—I should say, ‘take care of wounds, 
for you may be wounded. Indeed, it was through a 
wound received in fighting with these same men, that I 
first made your acquaintance.” 

** Make yourself easy,” said Bussy, smiling; ‘‘ I will take 
care of my face—I shall not be disfigured.” 

** Oh, take care of yourself altogether. Think of the 
grief you would experience if you saw me brought home 
wounded and bleeding, and that I should feel the same 
grief on seeing your blood. Be prudent, my too courage- 
ous hero—that is all I ask. Act like the Roman of whom 
you read to me the other day : let your friends fight, aid 
the one who needs it most, but if three men—if two 
men attack you, fly ; you can turn, like Horatius, and kill 
them one after another.” 

~~ 
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** Yes, my dear Diana.” 

‘*Oh, you reply without hearing me, Louis; you look 
at me, and do not listen.” 

- * But I see you, and you are beautiful.” 
«© Do not think of my beauty just now! Mon Dieu! it 

is your life I am speaking of. Stay, I will tell you some- 
thing that will make you more prudent-—I shall have the 
courage to witness this duel.” 
“You!” 
‘*T shall be there.” 
*«Tmpossible, Diana!” 
‘<No; listen. There is, in the room next to this, a 

window looking into a little court, but with a side-view of 
the Tournelles.” 

«‘ Yes, I remember—the window from which I threw 
crumbs to the birds the other day.” 

‘* From there I can have a view of the ground; there- 
fore, above all things, take care to stand so that I can see 
you ; you will know that 1 am there, but do not look at 
me, lest your enemy should profit by it.” 

«¢ And kill me, while I had my eyes fixed upon you. If 
I had to choose my death, Diana, that is the one I should 
prefer.” 

‘*'Yes ; but now you are not to die, but live.” 
«* And I will live ; therefore tranquilize yourself, Diana. 

Besides, I am well seconded—you do not know my friends ; 
Antragues uses his sword as well as I do, Ribeirac is so 
steady on the ground that his eyes and his arms alone seem 
to be alive, and Livarot is as active asa tiger. Believe 
me, Diana, I wish there were more danger, for there 
would be more honor.” 

«* Well, I believe you, and I smile and hope ; but listen, 
and promise to obey me.” 

** Yes, if you do not tell me to leave.” 
“‘It is just what Iam about to do. I appeal to your 

reason.” 
‘¢Then you should not have made me mad.” 
‘*No nonsense, but obedience—that is the way to prove 

your love.” 
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** Order, then.” 
«* Dear friend, you want a long sleep ; go home ” 
** Not already. fs 
«Yes, I am going to pray for you.” 
*¢ Pray now, then.” 
As he spoke, a pane of the window flew into pieces, then 

thie window itself, and three armed men appeared on the 
balcony while a fourth was climbing over. This one had 

_his face covered with a mask, and held in his right handa 
‘sword, and in his left a pistol. 

Bussy remained paralyzed for a moment by the dreadful 
ery uttered by Diana at this sight. The masked man 
made a sign, and the three others advanced. Bussy put 
Diana back, and drew his sword. 

“Come, my brave fellows!” said a sepulchral voice 
from under the mask ; ‘‘ he is already half-dead with fear.” 

<* You are wrong,” said Bussy ; ‘I never feel fear.” 
Diana drew near him. 
‘¢ Go back, Diana,” said he. But she threw herself on 

his neck. ‘You will get me killed,” said he; and she 
drew back. 

‘¢ Ah!” said the masked man, “it is M. de Bussy, and 
I would not believe it, fool that I was! Really, what a 
good and excellent friend! He learns that the husband 
is absent, and has left his wife alone, and fears she may be 
afraid, so he comes to keep her company, although on the 
eveofaduel. Irepeat, he isa good and excellent friend !” 

“Ah! it is you, M. de Monsoreau!” said Bussy ; 
“* throw off your mask.” 

«JT will,” said he, doing so. 
Diana uttered another cry; the comte was as pale as a 

corpse, but he smiled like a demon. 
‘Let us finish, monsieur,” said Bussy ; “it was very 

well for Homer’s heroes, who were demigods, to talk be- 
fore they fought; but I am a man—attack me, or let me 
pass.’ 

Monsoreau replied by a langh which made Diana shud: 
der, but raised Bussy’s anger. 

‘* Let me pass !” cried he. 
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“©Oh, gh!” 

“Then, draw and have done; I wish to go home and 
I live far off.” 

During this time two other men mounted into the bal- 
cony. 

‘*Two and four make six,” said Bussy, ‘‘ where are the 
others ? ” 

*¢ Waiting at the door.” 
Diana fell on her knees, and in spite of her efforts Bussy 

heard her sobs. 
“My dear comte,” said he, ** you know I am a man of 

honor.” 
«Yes, you are, and madame is a faithful wife.” 
‘Good, monsieur ; you are severe, but, perhaps, it is 

deserved ; only as I have a prior engagement with four 
gentlemen, I beg to be allowed to retire to-night, and I 
pledge my word, you shall find me again, when and where 
you will.” 

Monsoreau shrugged his shoulders. 
‘*T swear to you, monsieur,” said Bussy, ‘‘ that when I 

have satisfied MM. Quelus, Schomberg, D’Epernon, and 
Maugiron, I shall be at your service. If they kill me, 
your vengeance will be satisfied, and if not——” 

Monsoreau turned tohismen. ‘On, my brave fellows,” 
waid he. : 

‘“‘Oh!” said Bussy, “I was wrong; it is not a duel, 
but an assassination.” 

‘¢ You,” 
<‘ We were each deceived with regard to the other ; but 

remember, monsieur, that the Duc d’Anjou will avenge 
me.” 

«Tt was he who sent me.” 
Diana groaned, | 
Instantaneously Bussy overturned the prie-Dieu, drew a 

table towards him, and threw a chair over all, so that in a 
second he had formed a kind of rampart between himself 
and his enemies. ‘Chis movement had been so rapid, that 
the ball fired at him from the arquebuse only struck the 
prie-Dieu. Diana sobbed aloud. Bussy glanced at her, 
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‘and then at his assailants, crying, ‘‘ Come on, but take 
tare, for my sword is sharp.” 

The men advanced, and one tried to seize the prie-Dieu, 
but before he reached it, Bussy’s sword pierced his arm. 
The man uttered a cry, and fell back. 
Bussy then heard rapid steps in the corridor, and 

thought he was surrounded. He flew to the door to lock 
it, but before he could reach it, it was opened, and two 

«mer rushed in. 
“*Ah! dear master!” cried a well-known voice, “are 

we in time ?” 
«* Rémy !” 
‘*And I?” cried a second voice, ‘‘ it seems they are at- 

tempting assassination here.” 
«St. Luc!” cried Bussy, joyfully. ‘‘Ah! M. de Mon- 

soreau, I think now you will do well to let us pass, for if 
you do not, we will pass over you.” 

‘‘Three more men,” cried Monsoreau. And they saw 
three new assailants appear on the balcony. 

«« They are an army,” cried St. Luc. 
“*Oh! God protect him!” cried Diana. 
*‘Wretch !” cried Monsoreau, and he advanced tostrike 

her. Bussy saw the movement. Agile as a tiger, he 
bounded on him, and touched him in the throat ; but the 
distance was too great, it was only a scratch. Five or six 
men rushed on Bussy, but one fell beneath the sword of 
St. Luc. 

“Rémy!” cried Bussy, “‘ carry away Diana.” 
Monsoreau uttered a yell and snatched a pistol from one 

of the men. 
Rémy hesitated. ‘‘ But you?” said he. 
«© Away ! away! I confide her to you.” 
**Come, madame,” said Rémy. 
‘Never! I will never leave him.” 

_ Rémy seized her in his arms. | 
‘*Bussy, help me! Bussy!” cried Diana. For any one 

who separated her from Bussy, seemed an enemy to her. 
<¢Go,” cried Bussy, “‘I will rejoin yon.’ 
At this moment Monsoreay fired, and Bussy saw Rémy 

; 
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totter, and then fall, dragging Diana with him. Bussy 
uttered a cry, and turned. 

‘It is nothing, master,” said Rémy. ‘‘ It was 1 who 
received the ball. She is safe.” 

As Bussy turned, three men threw themselves on him ; 
St. Luc rushed forward, and one of them fell. The two 
others drew back. 

«St. Luc,” cried Bussy, ‘‘ by her you love, save Diana.” 
«* But you ?” 
“1 am a man.” 
St. Luc rushed to Diana, seized her in his arms, and 

disappeared through the door. 
‘* Here, my men, from the staircase,” shouted Monso- 

reau. 
“Ah! coward!” cried Bussy. 
Monsoreau retreated behind his men. Bussy gave a 

back stroke and a thrust ; with the first he cleft open a 
head, and with the second pierced a breast. 

‘* That clears!” cried he. 
«‘FHly, master!” cried Rémy. 
‘‘ Diana must save herself first,” murmured he. 
‘* Take care,” cried Rémy again, as four men rushed in 

through the door from the staircase. Bussy saw himself 
between two troops, but his only cry was, “‘ Ah! Diana!” 

Then, without losing a second, he rushed on the four 
men ; and taken by surprise, two fell, one dead, one 
wounded. 

Then, as Monsoreau advanced, he retreated again be- 
hind his rampart. 

‘‘ Push the bolts, and turn the key,” cried Monsoreau, 
‘‘we have him now.” During this time, by a great effort, 
Rémy had dragged himself before Bussy, and added his 
body to the rampart. 

There was an instant’s pause. Bussy looked around 
him. Seven men lay stretched on the ground, but nine 
remained. And seeing these nine swords, and hearing 
Monsoreau encouraging them, this brave man, who had 
never known fear, saw plainly before him the image of 
death, beckoning him with its gloomy smile, 
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**I1 may kill five more,” thought he, ‘‘ but the other 
four will kill me. I have strength for ten minutes’ more 
combat ; in that ten minutes let me do what man never 
did before.” 
And rushing forward, he gave three thrusts, and three 

times he pierced the leather ofa shoulder-belt, or the buff 
of a jacket, and three times a stream of blood followed. 

During this time he had parried twenty blows with his 
-Jeft arm, and his cleak, which he had wrapped round it, 
was hacked to pieces. 
The men changed their tactics ; seeing two of their 

number fall and one retire, they renounced the sword, 
and some tried to strike with the butt-ends of their mus- 
kets, while others fired at him with pistols. He avoided 
the balls by jumping from side to side, or by stooping ; 
for he seemed not only to see, hear, and act, but to divine 
every movement of his enemies, and appeared more than 
a man, or only man because he was mortal. Then he 
thought that to kill Monsoreau would be the best way to 
end the combat, and sought him with his eyes among his 
assailants, but he stood in the background, loading the 
pistols for his men. However, Bussy rushed forward, and 
found himself face to face with him. He, who held a 
loaded pistol, fired, and the ball, striking Bussy’s sword, 
broke it off six inches from the handle. 

‘«*Disarmed !” cried Monsoreau. 
Bussy drew back, picking up his broken blade, and in 

an instant it was fastened to the handle with a handker- 
chief; and the battle recommenced, presenting the ex- 
traordinary spectacle of a man almost without arms, but 
also almost without wounds, keeping six enemies at bay, 
and with ten corpses at his feet for a rampart. When the 
fight began again, Monsoreau commenced to draw away 
the bodies, lest Bussy should snatch a sword from one 
of them. Bussy was surrounded ; the blade of his sword 
bent and shook in his hand, and fatigue began to render 
his arm heavy, when suddenly, one of the bodies raising 
itself, pushed a rapier into his hand. It was Rémy’s last 

act of devotion, Bussy uttered a cry of joy, and threw 
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away his broken sword: at the same moment Monsoreau 
fired at Rémy, and the ball entered his brain. This time 
he fell to rise no more. 

Bussy uttered a cry. His strength seemed to return to 
him, and he whirled round his sword in a cirele, cutting 
through a wrist at his right hand, and laying open a 
cheek at his left. Exhausted by the effort, he let his 
right arm fall for a moment, while with his left he tried 
to undraw the bolts behind him. During this second, he 
received a bali in his thigh, and two swords touched his 
side. But he had unfastened the bolt, and turned the 
key. Sublime with rage, he rushed on Monsoreau, and 
wounded him in the breast. 

** Ah!” cried Bussy, ‘‘I begin to think I shall escape.” 
The four men rushed on him, but they could not touch 

him, and were repulsed with blows. Monsoreau ap- 
proached him twice more, and twice more was wounded. 
But three men seized hold of the handle of his sword, and 
tore it from him. He seized a stool of carved wood, and 
struck three blows with it, and knocked down two men; 

but it broke on the shoulder of the third, who sent his 
dagger into Bussy’s breast. 

Bussy seized him by the wrist, forced the dagger frovi 
him, and stabbed him to the heart. The last man 
jumped out of the window. Bussy made two steps to fol- 
low him, but Monsoreau, raising himself from the floor, 
where he was lying, wounded him in the leg with his 
dagger. The young man seized a sword which lay near, 
and plunged it so vigorously into his breast, that he pinned 
him to the floor. 

‘“*Ah!” cried Bussy, “I do not know if I shall live, 
but at least I shall have seen you die!” 

Bussy dragged himself to the corridor, his wounds 
bleeding fearfully. He threw a last glance behind him. 
The moon was shining brilliantly, and its light penetrated 
this room inundated with blood, and illuminated the walls 
pierced by balls, and hacked by blows, and lighted up the 
pale faces of the dead, which even then seemed to preserve 
the fierce look of assassins, 
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Bussy, at the sight of this field of battle, peopled by 
him with slain, nearly dying as he was, experienced a feel- 
ing of pride. As he had intended, he had done what no 
man had done before him. There now remained to him 
only to fly. . 

But all was not over for the unfortunate young man. 
’ On arriving on the staircase, he saw arms shine in the 

courtyard ; some one fired, and the ball pierced his shoul- 

_der., The court being guarded, he thought of the little 
window, where Diana had said she would sit to see the 
combat, and as quickly as he could he ciagged himself 
there, and locked the door behind him ; then he mounted 
the window with great difficulty, and measured the distance 
with his eyes, wondering if he could jump to the other 
side. . 

«¢Oh, I shall never have the strength !” cried he. 
But at that moment he heard steps coming up the stair- 

case ; it was the second troop mounting. He collected 
all his strength, and made a spring ; but his foot slipped, 
and he fell on the iron spikes, which caught his clothes, 
and he hung suspended. 

He thought of his only friend. 
“St. Luc!” cried he, “‘ help! St. Luc!” 
“ Ah, it is you, M. de Bussy,” answered a voice from 

behind some trees. 
Bussy shuddered, for it was not the voice of St. Luc. 
“*St. Luc!” cried he again, “‘come to me! Diana is 

safe! I have killed Monsoreau !” 
‘© Ah ! Monsoreau is killed ?” said the same voice. 
«‘ Yes.” Then Bussy saw two men come out from be- 

hind the trees. ; 
‘¢ Gentlemen,” cried he, ‘‘ in heaven’s name, help an un- 

fortunate nobleman, who may stillescape if youaid him.” 
<‘ What do you say, monseigneur ?” said one. 
<‘Tmprudent !” said the other. 
*¢ Monseigneur,” cried Bussy, who heard the conversa- 

tion, ‘“‘deliver me, and I will pardon you for betraying 
me.” 
“Do you hear ?” said the duke. 
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** What do you order ?” 
“That you deliver him from his sufferings,” said he, 

with a kind of laugh. 
Bussy turned his head to look at the man who laughed 

at such a time, and at the same instant an arquebuse was 
discharged into his breast. 

*‘ Cursed assassin ! oh, Diana!” murmured he, and fell 
back dead. 

‘*Is he dead ?” cried several men who, after forcing the 
door, appeared at the windows. 

“Yes,” said Aurilly. ‘‘ But fly; remember that his 
highness the Duc d’Anjou was the friend and protector 
of M. de Bussy.” 

The men instantly made off, and when the sound of 
their steps was lost, the duke said, ‘‘ Now, Aurilly, go up 
into the room and throw out of the window the body of 
Monsoreau.” 

Aurilly obeyed, and the blood fell over the clothes of 
the duke, who, however, raised the coat of the dead man, 
and drew out the paper which he had signed. 

«This is all I wanted,” said he ; ‘‘so now let us go.” 
«* And Diana ?” 
‘Ma foi! I care no more for her. Untie her and St. 

Lue, and let them go.” 
Aurilly disappeared. 
“<T shall not be king of France,” murmured the duke, 

“but, at all events, I shall not be beheaded for high trea- 
son.” 

CHAPTER XCIL. 

HOW BROTHER GORENFLOT FOUND HIMSELF MORE THAN 

EVER BETWEEN A GALLOWS AND AN ABBEY. 

THE guard placed to catch the conspirators got none of 
them ; they all escaped, as we have seen ; therefore, when 
Crillon at last broke open the door, he found the place de- 
serted and empty. In vain they opened doors and win- 
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dows ; in vain the king cried, ‘‘Chicot!” No one an- 
swered. 
‘Can they have killed him?” said he. ‘‘ Mordieu ! if 

they have they shall pay for it!” 
Chicot did not reply, because he was occupied in beat- 

_ing M. de Mayenne, which gave him so much pleasure 
that he neither heard nor saw what was passing. How- 
ever, when the duke had disappeared, he heard and recog- 
nized the royal voice. 

** Here, my son, here!” he cried, trying at the same 
time to raise Gorenflot, who, beginning to recover him- 
self, cried, ‘‘ Monsieur Chicot !” 

** You are not dead, then ? ” 
«My good M. Chicot, you will not give me up to my 

enemies ? ” 
** Wretch !” 
Gorenflot began to howl and wring his hands. 
‘TI, who have had so many good dinners with you,” 

continued Gorenflot ; ‘“‘I, who drank so well, that you 
always called me the king of the sponges; 1, who 
loved so much the capons you used to order at the 
Corne d’Abondance, that I never left anything but the 
bones.” 

This climax appeared sublime to Chicot, and determined 
him to clemency. 

“Here they are! Mon Dieu,” cried Gorenflot, vainly 
trying to rise, ‘‘here they come, I am lost! Oh! good 
M. Chicot, help me!” and finding he could not rise, he 
threw himself with his face to the ground. 

** Get up,” said Chicot. 
“Do you pardon me?” 
«* We shall see.” 
** You have beaten me so much.” 
Chicot laughed ; the poor monk fancied he had received 

the blows given to Mayenne. 
** You laugh, M. Chicot.” 
*¢T do, animal.” 
**'Then I shall live ?” 
“* Perhaps.” 

28 

> 
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‘You would not laugh if your Gorenflot was about ta 
die.” 

“It does not depend upon me, but on the king ; he 
alone has the power of life and death.” 

At this moment lights appeared, and a crowd of em- 
broidered dresses and swords shining in the light of the 
torches. 

**Ah! Chicot ! my dear Chicot, how glad I am to see 
you,” cried the king. 
“You hear, good M. Chicot,” whispered Gorenflot, 

‘this great prince is glad to see you.” 
«Well ?” 
«Well! in his happiness he would not refuse you a 

favor ; ask for my pardon.” 
‘‘What! from Herod ?” 
“Oh! silence, dear M. Chicot.” 
‘< Well ! sire, how many have you caught ? ” said Chicot, 

advancing. 
‘* Confiteor,” said Gorenflot. 

‘‘Not one,” said Crillon, “ the traitors must have found 
some opening unknown to us.” 

** It is probable.” 
‘* But you saw them ?” said the king. 
“< AlL”’ 
‘* You recognized them, no doubt ?” 
** No, sire.” 
“‘ Not recognized them ?” 
‘That is to say, I recognized only one. ” 
** Who was that ?” 
**M. de Mayenne.” 
“ M. de Mayenne, to whom you owed--—” 
“¢ Yes, sire ; we are quits.” 
‘© Ah! tell me about that, Chicot.” 
‘* Afterwards, my son; now let us think of the pres- 

ent. 
** Confiteor,” repeated Gorenflot. 
«Ah! you have made a prisoner,” said Crillon, laying 

his large hand on the monk’s shoulder. 
Chicot was silent for a minute, leaving Gorenflot a prey 

33 
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to all the anguish of such profound terror that he nearly 
fainted again. 

At last Chicot said, ‘Sire, look well at this monk.” 
«‘'The preacher Gorenflot,” cried Henri. 
** Confiteor, confiteor,” repeated he, 
«« Himself,” said Chicot. 
“ He who——” 
<* Just so,” interrupted Chicot. 
© Ah, ah!” 
“Gorenflot shook with terror, for he heard the sounds of 

swords clashing. 
«* Wait,” said Chicot, ‘‘ the king must knowall.” And, 

taking him aside, ‘‘ My son,” said he, “‘thank God for 
having permitted this holy man to he born thirty-five years 
ago, for it is he who has saved us all.” 

** How so?” 
«*TIt was he who recounted to me the whole plot, from 

the alpha to the omega.” 
«¢ When ?” ; 
«‘ About a week ago; so that if ever your majesty’s 

enemies catch him he will be a dead man.” 
Gorenflot heard only the last words, ‘‘a dead man”; 

and he covered his face with his hands. 
‘‘ Worthy man,” said the king, casting a benevolent look 

on the mass of flesh before him, ‘‘ we will cover him with 
our protection.” 

Gorenflot perceived the nature of the look, and began to 
feel relieved. 

‘«¢ Yon will do well, my king,” said Chicot. 
«What must we do with him ?” 
‘«*T think that as long as he remains in Paris he will be 

in danger.” 
“Tf I gave him guards.” 
Gorenflot heard this proposition of Henri’s. ‘‘ Well!” 

thought he, ‘‘I shall get off with imprisonment ; I prefer 
that to beating, if they only feed me well.” 
‘Oh! no, that is needless,” said Chicot, ‘if you will 

allow me to take him with me.” 
«« Where ?” 
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«¢ Home.” 
‘¢ Well ! take him, and then return to the Louvre.” 
«Get up, reverend father,” said Chicot. 
‘*He mocks me,” murmured Gorenflot. 
‘“Get up, brute,” whispered Chicot, giving him a ely 

kick. 
‘“* Ah ! I have deserved it,” cried Gorenflot. 
‘‘ What does he say ?” asked the king. 
‘Sire, he is thinking over all his fatigues and his tor- 

‘tures, and when I promised him your protection, he said, 
‘Oh! I have well merited that.’ ” 

** Poor devil!” said the king, ‘‘ take good care of him.” 
‘*Qh! be easy, sire, he will want for nothing with me.” 
“Oh! M. Chicot, dear M. Chicot,” cried Gorenflot, 

‘‘where am I to be taken to ?” 
** You will know soon. Meanwhile, monster of iniquity, 

thank his majesty.” 
‘¢ What for ?” 
«‘Thank him, I tell you.” 
«* Sire,” stammered Gorenflot, ‘‘since your gracious 

majesty ——” 
‘«¢ Yes,” interrupted Henri, ‘‘I know all you did for me, 

in your journey from Lyons, on the evening of the League, 
and again to-day. Be easy, you shall be recompensed 
according to your merits.” 

Gorenflot sighed. 
«‘ Where is Panurge ?” said Chicot. 
‘* In the stable, poor beast.” 
‘Well! go and fetch him, and return to me.’ 
“¢ Yes, M. Chicot.” 
And the monk went away as fast as he could, much 

astonished not to be followed by guards. 
“‘Now, my son,” said Chicot, ‘‘ keep twenty men for 

your own escort, and send ten with M. Crillon to the Hotel 
d’Anjou and let them bring your brother here.” 

ce Why ete 

«That he may not escape a second time.” 
*¢ Did my brother-——” 
«Have you repented following my advice to-day ?” 
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**No, par le mordieu.” 
«Then do what I tell you.” 
Henri gave the order to Crillon, who set off at once. 
«* And you ?” said Henri. 
‘*Oh! I am waiting for my saint.” 
*¢ And you will rejoin me at the Louvre ?” 
**In an hour; go, my son.” 
Henri went ; and Chicot, proceeding to the stables, met 

.Gorenflot coming out on his ass. The poor devil had not 

an idea of endeavoring to escape from the fate that he 
thought awaited him. 

‘Come, come,” said Chicot, ‘‘ we are waited for.” 
Gorenflot made no resistance, but he shed many tears, 

CHAPTER XCIII. 

WHERE CHICOT GUESSES WHY D’EPERNON HAD BLOOD 

ON HIS FEET AND NONE IN HIS CHEEKS. 

THE king, returning to the Louvre, found his friends 
peacefully asleep, except D’Epernon, whose bed was empty. 

‘“Not come in yet; how imprudent,” murmured the 
king to Chicot, who had also returned, and was standing 
with them by their beds. ‘‘ The fool ; having to fight to- 
morrow with a man like Bussy, and to take no more care 
than this. Let them seek M. d’Epernon,” said he, going 
out of the room, and speaking to an usher. 

**M. d’Epernon is just coming in, sire,” replied the 
man. 

Indeed, D’Epernon came softly along, thinking to glide 
unperceived to his room. 

On seeing the king he looked confused. 
‘¢Ah! here you are at last,” said Henri; ‘‘ come here 

and look at your friends. They are wise! they under- 
stand the importance of the duel to-morrow ; but you, 
instead of praying and sleeping like them, have been run- 
ning about the streets. Corbleu; how pale you are! 
What will you look like to-morrow ?” 

D’Epernon was indeed pale, but at the king’s remark 
he colored. 

\ 
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‘‘ Now go to bed,” continued Henri, ‘‘ and sleep if you 
can.” 

“* Why not ?” 
‘** Much time you will have. You are to fight at day- 

break ; and at this time of year the sun rises at four. It 
is now two ; you have but two hours to sleep.” 

‘<'T'wo hours well employed go a long way.” 
‘* You will sleep, then ?” 
‘* Well, sire!” 
“¢T do not believe it.” 
«© Why not ?” 
‘© Because you are agitated ; you think of to-morrow.” 
‘*] will sleep, sire, if your majesty will only let me.” 
“‘That is just,” said Chicot. 
Indeed D’Epernon undressed and got into bed, witha 

calm and satisfied look, that seemed, both to the king and 
Chicot to augur well. 

‘* He is as brave as a Cesar,” said the king. 
‘*So brave that I do not understand it,” said Chicot. 
“* See, he sleeps already.” 
Chicot approached the bed to look. 
“Oh!” said he. 
<¢ What is it ?” 
‘¢ Look,” and he pointed to D’Epernon’s boots. 
«¢ Blood 1” 
‘¢ He has been walking in blood.” 
‘* Can he be wounded ?” said the king, anxiously, 
‘¢Bah! he would have told us; and, besides, unless he 

had been wounded like Achilles in the heel——” 
‘See, the sleeve of his doublet is also spotted. What 

can have happened to him ?” 
of Perhaps he has killed some one to keep his hand i in.” 
‘‘TItis singular. Well, to-morrow, at least 
*¢ To-day , you mean.” 
‘¢ Well ! to-day I shall be tranquil.” 
«* Why so?” 
‘« Because those cursed Angevins will be killed.” 
** You think so, Henri ?” 
‘¢T am sure of it; my friends are brave.” 

= ——— as 
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‘¢T never heard that the Angevins were cowards.” 
“‘No, doubtless ; but my friends are so strong ; look at 

Schomberg’s arm ; what muscle !” 
‘* Ah! if you saw Antragues’s ! Is that all that reassures 

you ?” 
“«No; come, and I will show you something.” 
‘« Where ?” 
«* In my room.” 
‘And this something makes you confident of vic- 

tery ?” 
“* Yes.” 
“Come, then.” 
“* Wait, and let me take leaveof them. Adieu, my good 

friends,” murmured the king, as he stooped and imprinted 
a light kiss on each of their foreheads. 

Chicot was not superstitious, but as he looked on, his 
imagination pictured a living man making his adieux to 
the dead. 

‘*It is singular,” thought he. ‘I never felt so before— 
poor fellows.” 

As soon as the king quitted the room, D’Epernon opened 
his eyes ; and, jumping out of bed, began to efface, as well 
as he could, the spots of blood on his clothes. Then he 
went to bed again. 

As for Henri, he conducted Chicot to his room, and 
opened a long ebony coffer lined with white satin. 

** Look !” said he. 
<* Swords !” 
«Yes ! but blessed swords, my dear friend.” 
“* Blessed ! by whom ?” 
** By our holy father the Pope, who granted me this 

favor. ‘To send this box to Rome and back, cost me twenty 
horses and four men.” 

- ** Are they sharp ?” 
‘‘Doubtless; but their great merit is that they are 

blessed.” 
‘¢Yes, I know that; but still I should like to be sure 

they are sharp.” 
‘«* Pagan |” 
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‘‘ Let us talk of something else.” 
‘© Well, be quick.” 
‘* You want to sleep ?” 
‘‘No, to pray.” 
‘‘In that case we will talk. Have you sent for M. 

d’Anjou ?” 
‘* Yes, he is waiting below.” 
*¢ What are you going to do with him ?” 
‘Throw him into the Bastile.” 
‘That is very wise : only choose a dungeon that is deep 

and safe—such for example, as those which were occupied 
by the Constable de St. Paul, or Armagnac.” 
“Oh! be easy.” 
«*] know where they sell good black velvet, my son.” 
‘** Chicot ! he is my brother.” 
“Ah! true; the family mourning is violet. Shall you 

speak to him ?” 
“Yes, certainly ; if only to show him that his plots are 

discovered.” 
“Hum!” 
“‘ Do you disapprove ?” 
‘‘In your place I should cut short the conversation, 

and double the imprisonment.” 
‘* Let them bring here the Duc d’Anjou,” said the king. 
A minute after the duke entered, very pale and dis- 

armed. Crillon followed him. 
‘¢ Where did you find him ?” asked the king. 
‘Sire, his highness was not at home, but I took pos- 

session of his hotel in the king’s name, and soon after he 
returned, and we arrested him without resistance.” 

‘‘That is fortunate.” Then, turning to the prince, he 
said, ‘‘ Where were you, monsieur ?” 

«¢ Wherever I was, sire, be sure it was on your business.” 
“*T doubt it.” 
Frangois bowed. 
** Come, tell me where you were while your accomplices 

were being arrested.” 
** My accomplices ! ” 
«© Yes ; your accomplices.” 
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«Sire, your majesty is making some mistake.” 
«Oh! this time you shall not escape me; your measure 

of crime is full.” 
‘Sire, be moderate ; there is certainly some one who 

slanders me to you.” 
**Wretch ! you shall die of hunger in a cell of the Bas- 

tile!” 
**T bow to your orders, whatever they may be.” 
** Hypocrite! But where were you ?” 
‘€Sire, I was serving your majesty, and working for the 

glory and tranquillity of your reign.” 
** Really ! your audacity is great.” 
“‘ Bah!” said Chicot, ‘tell us about it, my prince ; it 

must be curious.” 
«Sire, I would tell your majesty, had you treated me 

as a brother, but as you have treated me as a criminal, I 
will let the event speak for itself.” 

Then, bowing profoundly to the king, he turned to 
Crillon and the other officers, and said, ‘‘ Now, which of 
you gentlemen will conduct the first prince of the blood 
to the Bastile ?” 

Chicot had been reflecting, and a thought struck him. 
«© Ah!” murmured he, ‘‘I believe I guess now why M. 

d’Epernon had so much blood on his feet and so little in 
his cheeks.” 

CHAPTER XCIYV. 

THE MORNING OF THE COMBAT. 

Tue king did not sleep all night, and very early in the 
morning he set off, accompanied by Chicot, to examine 
the ground where the combat was to take place. 

“<< Quelus will be exposed to the sun,” said he; ‘‘ he will 
have it at his right, just in his only eye; whereas Mau- 
giron, who has good eyes, will be in the shade. That is 
badly managed. As for Schomberg, his place is good ; 
but Quelus, my poor Quelus !” 

«<Do not torment yourself so, my king, it is useless.” 
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«‘And D’Epernon; I am really unjust not to think of 
him ; he, who is to fight Bussy. Look at his place, 
Chicot, he who will have to give way constantly, for Bussy 
is like a tiger, he has a tree on his right and a ditch on his 
left.” ; 

‘< Bah!” said Chicot, ‘I am not concerned about 
D’Epernon.” 

‘* You are wrong ; he will be killed.” 
‘‘ Not he; be sure he has taken precautions.” 
“* How so ?” : 
‘* He will not fight.” 
‘* Did you not hear what he said before going to bed ?” 
«*That is just why I think he will not fight.” 
‘«Incredulous and distrustful ! ” 
“1 know my Gascon, Henri; but if you will take my 

advice, you will return to the Louvre.” 
**Do yot think I can stay there during the combat ?” 
‘*T do not wish you not to love your friends, but I do 

wish you not to leave M. d’Anjou alone at the Louvre.” 
“Ts not Crillon there ?” 
“¢ Crillon is only a buffalo—a rhinoceros—a wild boar ; 

whik your brother is the serpent, whose strength lies in 
his cunning.” 

*¢ You are right ; I should have sent him to the Bastile.” 
When Chicot and the king entered, the young men were 

being dressed by their valets. 
‘Good morning, gentlemen,” said he; “I find you all 

in good spirits, I hope ?” 
«¢ Yes, sire,” said Quelus, 
«You look gloomy, Mangiron.” 
«¢Sire, 1am superstitions, and I had bad dreams last 

night, so I am drinking a little wine to keep up my 
spirits.” 

‘* My friend, remember that dreams are the impressions 
of the previous day, and have no influence on the morrow.” 

‘* Yes, sire,” said D’Epernon, “I also had bad dreams 
last night ; but, in spite of that, my hand is steady and 
fit for action.” 

** Yes,” said Chicot, ‘‘ you dreamed you had blood on 
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your boots ; that is not a bad dream, for it signifies that 
you will be a conqueror, like Alexander or Cxsar.” 

‘« My friends,” said Henri, ‘remember you fight only 
for honor; the past night has seated me firmly on my 
throne, therefore do not think of me; and, above all 
things, no false bravery ; you wish to kill your enemies, 
‘not to die yourselves.” 

The gentlemen were now ready, and it only remained 
to take leave of their master. 
«Do you go on horseback ?” asked he. 
‘¢ No, sire, on foot.” 
They each kissed his hand, and D’Epernon said, ‘< Sire, 

bless my sword.” 
<Not so, D’Epernon ; give up your sword—I have a 

better one for each of you. Chicot, bring them here.” 
‘¢ No, sire, send your captain of the guards ; I am buta 

Pagan, and they might lose their virtue by coming through 
my hands.” 

‘¢ What are these swords, sire ?” said Schomberg. 
«‘Ttalian swords, my son, forged at Milan.” 
*¢ Thanks, sire.” 
** Now go, it is time, 

control his emotion. . 
‘* Sire,” said Quelus, ‘‘shall we not have your majesty’s 

presence to encourage us ?” 
‘¢ No, that would not be right ; you will be supposed to 

fight without any one being cognizant of it, and without 
my sanction. Let it appear to be the result of a private 
quarrel.” 
When they were gone, the king ‘yee himself down in 

tears. 
*¢ Now,” said Chicot, ‘I will go to see this duel, for I 

have an idea that something curious will happen with 
regard to D’Epernon.” And he went off. 

Henri shut himself up in his own room, first saying to 
Crillon, who knew what was to take place, ‘‘If we are 
conquerors, Crillon, come and tell me ; if not, strike three 
blows on the door.” 

39 said the king, who could herdly 
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CHAPTER XCV. 

THE FRIENDS OF BUSSY. 

THE friends of the Duc d’Anjou had passed as good and 
tranquil a night as those of the king, although their 
master had not taken the same care of them. After a 
good supper, they had all retired to sleep at Antragues’s 
house, which was nearest to the field of battle. Antragues, 
before supper, had gone to take leave of a little milliner 
whom he adored, Ribeirac had written to his mother, and 
Livarot had made his will. They were up early in the 
morning, and dressed themselves in red breeches and 
socks, that their enemies might not see their blood, and 
they had doublets of gray silk. They wore shoes without 
heels, and their pages carried their swords, that their 
arms might not be fatigued. 

The weather was splendid, for love, war, or walking; 
and the sun gilded the roofs, on which the night dew was 
sparkling. The streets were dry, and the air delightful. 

Before leaving the house, the young men had sent to 
the Hétel d’Anjou to inquire for Bussy, and had received 
a reply that he had gone out the evening before and had 
not yet returned. 
“Oh!” said Antragues, ‘‘I know where he is; the 

king ordered a grand chase at Compiégne, and M. de 
Monsoreau was to set off yesterday. Itis all right, gentle- 
men; he is nearer the ground than we are, and may be 
there before us. We will call for him in passing.” 

The streets were empty as they went along ; no one was 
to be seen except peasants coming from Montreuil or Vin- 
cennes, with milk or vegetables. 

The young men went on in silence until they reached 
the Rue St. Antoine. 

Then, with a smile, they glanced at Monsoreau’s house 
‘*Qne could see well from there, and I am sure poor 
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Diana will be more than once at the window,” said An- 
tragues. 

**T think she must be there already,” said Ribeirac, 
*< for the window is open.” 

“True, but what can be the meaning of that ladder 
before it ?” 

‘*Tt is odd.” 
‘We are not the only ones to wonder,” said Livarot, 

$*see those peasants, who are stopping their carts to 
look.” 

The young men arrived under the jbaleony. ‘M. de 
Monsoreau,” they cried, ‘‘ do you intend to be present at 
our combat ? if so, be quick, for we wish to arrive first.” 

They waited, but no one answered. 
*‘Did you put up that ladder ?” asked Antragues of a 

man who was examining the ground. 
** God forbid !” replied he. 
** Why so?” 
*¢ Look up.” 
** Blood !” cried Ribeirac. 
*¢'The door has been forced,” said Antragues ; and seiz- 

ing the ladder, he was on the balcony in a moment. 
** What is it ?” cried the others, seeing him turn pale. 
A terrible cry was his only answer. Livarot mounted 

behind him. <‘‘ Corpses! death everywhere !” cried he. 
And they both entered the room. It bore horrible traces 
of the terrible combat of the previous night. A river of 
blood flowed over the room; and the curtains were hang- 
ing in strips from sword outs. 
“Oh! poor Rémy!” cried Antragues, a 
“ Dead |” 
<“Yes.” 
«‘ But a regiment of troopers must have passed through 

the room,” cried Livarot. Then, seeing the door of the 
corridor open, and traces of blood indicating that one or 
more of the combatants had also passed through there, he 
followed it. Meanwhile, Antragues went into the adjoin- 
ing room; there also blood was everywhere, and this blood 
led to the window. He leaned out and looked into the 

9 



446 .CHICOT, THE JESTER. 

little garden. The iron spikes still held the livid corpse 
of the unhappy Bussy. At this sight, it was nota cry, 
but a yell, that Antragues uttered. Livarot ran to see what 
it was, and Ribeirac followed. 

** Look!” said Antragues, ‘*‘ Bussy dead! Bussy assas- 
sinated and thrown out of window.” 

They ran down. 
“‘Tt is he,” cried Livarot. 
*¢ His wrist is cut.” 
‘¢ He has two balls in his breast.” 
‘* He is full of wounds.” 
«Ah! poor Bussy ! we will have vengeance !” 
Turning round they came against a second corpse. 

‘* Monsoreau !” cried Livarot. 
‘« What ! Monsoreau also.” 
‘Yes, pierced through and through.” 
<¢ Ah! they have assassinated all our friends.” 
‘* And his wife ? Madame de Monsoreau!” cried An- 

tragues ; but no one answered. 
‘* Bussy, poor Bussy.” 
“‘ Yes, they wished to get rid of the most formidable of 

us all.” 
‘It is cowardly ! it is infamous 
‘¢ We will tell the duke.” 
‘‘No,” said Antragues, ‘‘ let us not charge any one with 

the care of our vengeance. Look, my friends, at the 
noble face of the bravest of men}; see his blood, that 
teaches that he never left his vengeance to any other 
person. Bussy! we will act like you, and we will avenge 
ou.” 

‘ Then, drawing his sword, he dipped it in Bussy’s blood. 
«‘ Bussy,” said he, ‘I swear on your corpse, that this 

blood shall be washed off by the blood of your enemies.” 
** Bussy,” cried the others, ‘‘ we swear to kill them or 

die.” 
“No mercy,” said Antragues. 
** But we shall be but three.” 
‘« True, but we have assassinated no one, and God will 

strengthen the innocent. Adieu, Bussy ! ” 

199 
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** Adien, Bussy!” repeated the others ; and they went 
out, pale but resolute, from that cursed house, around 
which a crowd had begun to collect. . 

Arriving on the ground, they found their opponents 
waiting for them. 

**Gentlemen,” said Quelus, rising and bowing, “ we 
~ have had the honor of waiting for you.” 

*« Excuse us,” said Antragues, ‘‘ but we should shave 
_been-here before you, but for one of our companions.” 

**M. de Bussy,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘I do not see him. 
Where is he ?” 
“We can wait for him,” said Schomberg. 
** Tle will not come.” 
All looked thunderstruck ; but D’Epernon exclaimed : 
‘Ah! the brave man par excellence—is he, then, 

| afraid ?” 
** That cannot be,” said Quelus. 
** You are right, monsieur,” said Livarot. 
** And why will he not come ?” 
‘* Because he is dead.” 
** Dead !” cried they all, but D’Epernon turned rather 

pale. 
“And dead because he has been assassinated,” said 

Antragues. ‘‘ Did you not know it, gentlemen ?” 
** No; how should we?” 
“* Besides, is it certain ?” 
Antragues drew his sword. ‘‘So certain that here is 

- his blood,” said he. 
** M. de Bussy assassinated !” 
‘‘ His blood cries for vengeance! do you not hear it, 

gentlemen ?” said Ribeirac. 
- “ What do you mean ?” 

** «Seek whom the crime profits,’ the law says,” replied 
Ribeirac. 

_ Ah! gentlemen, will you explain yourselves ?” cried 
_ Maugiron. 

** That is just what we have come for.” 

“Quick } our swords are in our hands !” said D’Eper- 
non. ‘ 

> 4 
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“Oh! you are in a great hurry, M. le Gascon ; you did 
not crow so loud when we were four against four!” 

‘*Ts it our fault, if you are only three ?” 
“Yes, it is your fault ; he is dead because you preferred 

him lying in his blood to standing here ; he is dead, with 
his wrist cut, that that wrist might no longer hold a 
sword ; he is dead, that you might not see the lightning 
of those eyes, which dazzled you all. Do you understand 
me ? am I clear ?” 

“‘Enough, gentlemen!” said Quelus. ‘* Retire, M. 
d’Epernon! we will fight three against three. These 
gentlemen shall see if we are men to profit by a mis- 
fortune which we deplore as much as themselves. Come, 
gentlemen,” added the young man, throwing his hat be- 
hind him, and raising his left hand, while he whirled his 
sword with the right, ‘‘ God is our judge if we are assas- 
sins!” 
“Ah! I hated you before,” cried Schomberg, ‘ ‘and 

now I execrate you!” 
_ On your guard, gentlemen!” cried Antragues. 

‘‘ With doublets or without ?” said Schomberg. 
. © Without doublets, without shirts; our breasts bare, 

our hearts uncovered 1” 
The young men threw off their doublets ind shirts. 
“‘T have lost my dagger,” said Quelus ; *‘ it must have 

fallen on the road.” 
«‘ Or else you left it at M. de Monsereal' s, in the Place 

de la Bastile,” said Antragues. 
Quelus gave a cry of rage, and drew his sword. 
‘But he has no dagger, M. meen n ied cried Chicot, 

who had just arrived. 
«So much the worse for him ; it is not my fault,” said 

Antraguey. . 
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‘QHAPTER XOVL 

THE COMBAT. 

_ Tue place where this terrible combat was to take place 
was sequestered and shaded by trees. It was generally 
frequented only by children, who came to play there dur- 
ing the day, or by drunkards or robbers, who made a 
sleeping-place of it by night. . 
‘Chicot, his heart palpitating, although he was not of a 

very tender nature, seated himself before the lackeys and’ 
pages, ona wooden balustrade. 
‘He did-not love the Angevins, and deteatea the minions, 

but they were all brave young men, and in their veins 
flowed a generous blood, which he was probably destined 
to see flow before long. 

D’Epernon made a last bravado, “‘ What! you are all 
afraid of me ?” he cried. 

** Hold your tongue,” said Antragues. 
**Come away, bravest of the brave,” said Chicot, ‘or 

else you will lose another pair of shoes.” 
‘*¢ What do you mean ?” 

- T-mean that there will soon be blood on the ground. 
und that you will walk in it, as you did last night.” 

_ D’Epernon became deadly pale, and, moving away, 
he seated himself at some distance from Chicot. 

The combat began as five o’clock struck, and for a few 
minutes nothing was heard but the clashing of swords ; 
not ‘a blow was struck. At last Schomberg touched 
Ribeirac in’ the shoulder, and the blood gushed out ; 
Schomberg ‘tried to repeat the blow, but Ribeirac struck 
up his sword, and wounded him in the side. 

** Now let us rest a few: ‘Seconds;, if you like; ‘said 
Ribeirac. 

Quelus, having no uel was al ‘a great dissdvantage ; 
for he was obliged to parry with his left arm, and,-as it 

29 
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was bare, on each occasion it cost him a wound. His 
hand was soon bleeding in several places, and Antragues 
had also wounded him in the breast ; but at each wound 
‘he repeated, ‘‘ It is nothing.” 

Livarot and Maugiron were still unwounded. 
Ribeirac and Schomberg recommenced ; the former was 

pierced through the breast, and Schomberg was wounded 
in the neck. 

Ribeirac was mortally wounded, and Schomberg rushed 
on him and gave him another; but he, with his right 
hand, seized his opponent’s, and with his left plunged his 
dagger into his heart. 
Schomberg fell back, dragging Ribeirac with him. 

Livarot ran to aid Ribeirac to disengage himself from the 
‘grasp of his adversary, but was closely pursued by Maugi- 
ron, who cut open his head with a blow of his sword. 
Livarot let his sword drop, and fell on his knees; then 
Maugiron hastened to give him another wound, and he 
fell altogether. 

Quelus and Maugiron remained against Antragués. 
Quelus was bleeding, but from slight wounds. 

Antragues comprehended his danger; he had not the 
least wound, but he began to feel tired, so he pushed 
aside Quelus’ sword and jumped over a barrier; butat 
the same moment, Maugiron attacked him behind; An- 
tragues turned, arid Quelus profited by this movement to 
get under the barrier. 

‘* He is lost !” thought Chicot. 
*¢ Vive le roi!” cried D’Epernon. 
“* Silence, if you please, monsieur,” said Antragues, 
At this instant Livarot, of whom no one was thinking, 

rose on his knees, hideous from the blood with which he 
was covered, and plunged his dagger between the shoul- 
ders of Maugiron, who fell, orying out, ** Mon Dieu 1T am 
killed !” . 

' Livarot fell back again, fainting. 
““M. de Quelus,” said iran ee has are @ brave 

man ; -yield—I offer you your life,” - 
“ And why yield ?” 
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“ You are wounded, and I am not.” 
«* Vive le roi!” cried Quelus ; ‘‘ I have still my sword !” 

And he rushed on Antragues, who parried the thrust, 
and, seizing his arm, wrested his sword from him, saying, 
‘* Now you have it no longer.” 
‘Oh, a sword!” cried Quelus; and, bounding like a 

tiger on Antragues, he threw his arms round him. 
Antragues struck him with his dagger again and again,’ 

- but Quelus managed te seize his hands, and twisted round 
him like a serpent, with arms and legs. Antragues,, 
nearly suffocated, reeled and fell, but on the unfortunate 
Quelus. He managed to disengage himself, for Quelus’ 
powers were failing him, and, leaning on one arm, gave 
him a last blow. 

** Vive le r——” said Quelus, and that was all. The 
silence and terror of death reigned everywhere. 

Antragues rose, covered with blood, but it was that of 
his enemy. 

D’Epernon made the sign of the cross, and fled as if he 
were pursued by demons. 

Chicot ran and raised Quelus, whose blood was poems 
out from nineteen wounds. 

The movement roused him, and he opened his eyes. 
** Antragues,” said he, “‘on my honor, I am innocent 

of the death of Bussy.” 
**Oh! I believe you, monsieur,” cried Antragues, much 

moved. 
“Fly a murmured Quelus; *‘ the king will never for- 

give you.” 
‘I cannot abandon you thus, even to escape the scaf- 

fold.” 
“‘Save yourself, young man,” said Chicot ; “‘do not 

tempt Providence twice in one day.” 
Antragues approached Ribeirac, who still breathed. 
«* Well ?” asked he. 
«‘ We are victors,” said Antragues, in a lowtone, not to 

offend Quelus. 
«‘ Thanks,” said Ribeirac ; ** now go.” 
And he fainted again. 
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Antragues picked up his own sword, which he had 
dropped, then that of Quelus, which he presented to him. 
A tear shone in the eyes of the dying man. ‘‘ We might 
have been friends,” he murmured. 

‘*Now fly,” said Chicot; ‘‘ you are worthy of being 
saved.” 

«* And my companions ?” 
‘*J will take care of them, as of the king’s friends.” 
Antragues wrapped himself in a cloak which his squire 

handed to him, so that no one might see the blood with: 
which he was covered, and, leaving the dead and wounded, 
he disappeared through the Porte St. Antoine. 

CHAPTER XCVII. 

THE END. 

THE king, pale with anxiety, and shuddering at the 
slightest noise, employed. himself in conjecturing, with 
the experience of a practised man, the time that it would 
take for the antagonists to meet and that the combat 
would last. 

«‘ Now,” he murmured first, * they are crossing the Rue 
St. Antoine—now they are entering the field—now they 
have begun.” And at these words, the poor king, trem- 
bling, began to pray. 

Rising again in a few minutes, he cried : 
‘‘If Quelus only remembers the thrust I taught. him! 

As for Schomberg, he is so cool that he ought to kill 
Ribeirac ; Maugiron, also, should be more than a match 
for Livarot. But D’Epernon, he is lost ; fortunately he 

_ 4s the one of the four whom I love least. But if Bussy, 
the terrible Bussy, after killing him, falls on the pics ‘¢ 
Ah, my poor friends !” 

«¢ Sire !” said Crillon, at the door. 
*¢ What ! already ?” 
“Sire, Ihave no news but that the Due Anjou begs 

to speak to your majesty.” 
« What for ?” 

mie 
¢ 
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*«* He says that the moment has come for hint to tell you 
what service he rendered your majesty, and that what he 
has to tell you will calm a part of your fears.” 

** Well, let him come.” 
At this moment they heard a voice crying, ““T must 

speak to the king at once !” : 
The king recognized the voice, and opened the door. 
“‘Here, St. Luc!” criedhe. ‘‘ Whatis it? But, mon 

Dieu! what is the matter? Are they dead ?” 
* Indeed, St. Luc, pale, without hat or sword, and spotted 
with blood, rushed into the king’s room. 

‘“‘Sire!” cried he, ‘‘ vengeance ! I ask for vengeance! ” 
** My poor St. Luc, what is it? You seem in despair.” 
‘* Sire, one of your subjects, the bravest, noblest, has. 

been murdered this night—traitorously murdered ! ” 
“Of whom do you speak ?” 
‘Sire, you do not love him, I know; but he was faith- 

ful, and, if need were, would have shed all his blood for 
_ your majesty, else he would not have been my friend.” 

**Ah!” said the king, who began to understand ; and, 
something like a gleam of joy passed over his face. . 

“ Vengeance, sire, for M. de Bussy !” 
_ «M. de Bussy ?” 

** Yes, M. de Bussy, whom twenty assassins poiperted: 
last night. He killed fourteen of them.” 

** M. de Bussy dead ?” 
«Yes, sire.’ 
4 Then he does not fight this morning ?” 
St. Luc cast a reproachful glance on the king, who 

turned away his head, and, in doing so, saw Crillon still 
standing at the door. He signed to him to bring in the 

_ duke. ; 
““No, sire, he will not fight,” said St. Luc ; ; **and that. 

is why I ask, not for vengeance—I was wrong to call it so’ 
—but for justice. I love my king, and am, above all 

things, jealous of his honor, and I think that it is a de- 
plorable service which they have rendered to your majesty 
-by killing M. de Bussy.” 

The Due d’Anjou had just entered, and St. Luc’s words 
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had enlightened the king as to the service his brother had 
boasted of having rendered him. 

** Do you know what they will say ?” continued St. Lue. 
‘« They will say, if your friends conquer, that it is because 
they first murdered Bussy.” 

** And who will dare to say that ?” 
‘*Pardieu ! every one,” said Crillon. 
‘‘No, monsieur, they. shall not say that,” replied the 

king,.‘‘ for you shall point out the assassin.” 
**T will name him, sire, to clear your majesty from so 

heinous an accusation,” said St. Luc. 
** Well! do it.” 
The Due d’Anjou stood quietly by. 
‘* Sire,” continued St. Luc, ‘last night they laid a snare 

for Bussy, while he visited a woman who loved him; the. 
husband, warned by a traitor, came to his house witha 
troop of assassins ; they were everywhere—in the street— 
in the courtyard, even in the garden.” 

In spite of his power over himself, the duke grew pale 
at these last words. 

‘‘Bussy fought like a lion, sire, but numbers over- 
whelmed him, and——” 

‘*And he was killed,” interrupted the king, *‘and 
justly ; I will certainly not revenge an adulterer.” 

‘« Sire, I have not finished my tale. The unhappy man, 
after having defended himself for more than half an hour 
in the room, after having triumphed over his enemies, es- 
caped, bleeding, wounded, and mutilated : he only wanted 
some one to lend him a saying hand, which I would haye 
done had I not been seized by his assassins, and bound, 
and gagged. Unfortunately, they forgot to take away my 
sight as well as my speech, for I saw two men approach 
the unlucky Bussy, who was hanging on the iron railings. 
I heard him entreat them for help, for in these two men. 
he had the right to reckon on two friends. Well, sire, it 
is horrible to relgte—it was still more horrible to see and 
hear—one ordered him to be shot, and the other obeyed.” 

«¢ And you know the assassins ?” cried the king, moved 
in spite of himself. 

- > 
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** Yes,” said St. Luc, and turning ‘to the prince, with 
an expression of intense hatred, he cried, ‘the assassin, 
sire, was the prince, his friend. ys 

The duke stood perfectly quiet and answered, ‘‘ Yes, 
M. de St. Luc is right; it was I, and your majesty will | 
appreciate my action, for M. de Bussy was myservant, it is 

‘true; but this morning he was to fight against your 
majesty.” 

- Yon lie, assassin!” cried St. Luc. “ Bussy, full of 
wounds, his hands cut to pieces, a ball through his 
shoulder, and hanging suspended on the iron trellis-work, 
might have inspired pity in his most cruel enemies ; they 
would have succored him. But you, the murderer ‘of La 
Mole and of Coconnas, you killed Bussy, as you have 
killed, one after another, all your friends. You killed’ 
Bussy, not because he was the king’s enemy, but because 
he was the confidant of your secrets. Ah! Monsorean. 
knew well your reason for this crime.” 

«*Cordieu!” cried Crillon, “‘why am I not king?” - 
<‘They insult me before you, brother,” said the duke, 

pale with terror. 
«< Leave us, Crillon, 
The officer obeyed. 
«¢ Justice, sire, justice!” cried St. Luc again, 
«¢ Sire,” said the duke, ‘‘ will you punish me for having 

served your majesty’s friends this morning ?” 
“And I,” cried St. Luc, ‘‘ I say that the cause which 

you espouse is accursed, and will be pursued by the anger 
of God. Sire, when your brother protects our friends, 
woe to them.” 

The king shuddered. 
Then they heard hasty steps and voices, followed by a 

deep silence ; and then, as if a voice from heaven came to 
confirm St. Luc’s words, three blows were struck slowly, 
and solemnly on the door by the vigorous arm of Orillon. 

Henri turned deadly pale. 
«‘ Conquered,” cried he ; ‘‘ my poor friends!” 
‘‘What did I tell you, wire ?” bes St. Lue. **See 

now murder succeeds,” 

”? said the king. 

‘ oem 
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But the king saw nothing, heard nothing ; he buried 
his. face in his hands, and murmured, ‘‘Oh! my poor 
friends ; who will tell me about them ? » 

<¢T, sire,” said Chicot. 
Well!” cried Henri. 
“Two are dead, and the third is Nee Ki 
‘‘ Which is the third ? ” 
«Quelus.” 
‘** Where is he ?” 

| At the Hétel Boissy.” 
The king said no more, but rushed from the room. 
St. Luc had taken Diana home to his wife, and this had 

‘kept him from appearing sooner at the Louvre. Jeanne 
passed three days and nights watching her throngh the 

. most frightful delirium. 
On the fourth day, Jeanne, overcome by fatigue, went 

-to.take a little rest : two hours after, when she returned, 
Diana was gone. 
Quelus died at the Hétel Boissy, in the king’s arms, 

_ after. lingering for thirty days. 
Henri was inconsolable.~ He raised three magnificent 

tombs for his friends, on-which . their effigies were sculp- 
tured, life-size, in marble. He had innumerable masses 
said for.them, and prayed for their souls himself night 

. and morning. 
For three months Chicot never left his master, and 

consoled him as well as he could. In the month of Sep- 
. tember, Chicot received the following letter, dated from 

_ the Priory of Beaume : 

‘‘ DEAR M. Cuicor, 
_- “The air is soft in this place, and the vintage promises 

-- to. be good this year.. “They say that the king, whose life 
. Isaved, still grieves much, Bring him to the priory, dear 
-M..Chicot ; we will give him wine of 1550, which T have 
discovered in my cellar, and which is enough to make one 
forget the greatest grief ;, for I find in the Holy’ Writ 

-, these words, ‘Good wine rejoices the heart of man.’ It is 
in Latin. I willshowit you. ‘Come, then, dear M. Chicot ; 
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come, with the king, M. d’Epernon, and M. de St. Luc, 
and we will fatten them all. 

«« The reverend prior, 
“Dom GORENFLOT, 

‘‘ Your humble servant and friend. 

ef s. —Tell the king that I have not yet had time to 
’ pray for the souls of his friends ; but when the vintage is 
over, I shall not fail to do so.” 

' © Amen,” said Chicot; ‘here are poor devils well re- 
commended to Heaven.” 

THE END. : 

} 
1 

Nore:—For the information of the reader The Valois Ro- 
mances should read in the chronological order as follows ; 1st’, 
Marguerite de Valois ; 2d, Chicot the Jester, 3d, The Forty-five 
Guardsmen. . ~ 
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